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reading Sha^t of SHiKSPjEABi! and Bacoit, engaged in 

enure a email and eprightly Personage, lighdfooUd, ji of s^lS cie^SX^T^ 

Bacon ] „ 

Shakspeare ^^^^^^^^^' IIilloI ^ 

p«.b.n£::a 21™^“”* *“ •* * “•• ■' h™ 8.t , " »,‘p:rrr„l- 

Miaea &r proLM«*tiatV.ifa'’S toae.”" “*■ 

would if noKwla^™ ’"" “" *<•'»“«« «f ■«9«e««« oqulwamt to th, esplooatiou of oaaoalion, pom 

.n Pwt;iSisrprorr^^^^^ »». .0 ,»o of 

tl. motalj afriT* ” <«-P»le»i»., « in cinritj-, 1, ih. orouw, ta 

Bacon. Humph 1 That sounds Sphinxian. Hebaolitus the Obscure was pelludd in oompar'son. 

Shaks, ** Words, words, w^ords ! *’ 

M)\ P, ** I mean the matter that you read.” 

Bacon. By Democritus, laughter in tJiese latitudes is seldom enough of this sort and compass. 

. - 4 . “ shaking the sides — of Bacon, 7ier«, is somewhat indeed, the greatest triumnh ha sura fy>nf 

awaits the incongruous Cryptogrammatist. » . » e iriumpn, oe sure, that 

Shake. Would that Ben Jonson were with us to join in the glorious guffaw. 

r.t \.Y/' jockeyed into'accepting you, his contemporary and taTern-comnanion as the anthor 

?5f"2a/“TSS.1,“'‘ ^ "«'“'■ ' 

Bacon. Verily, Mr. Punch, I should like mightily to hare joined in that company, just for once, and to have discussed 
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the Cryptogram with the Spanish great galleon ” and the ** English man-of-war (as Fuller puts it), whom Donellt now 
desires to knock, as it were, into one curiously composite craft. Did not this same maker of mare’s-nests indite a fantastic 
tome, full of bottomless argument and visionary particularity, concerning that fabled island or continent of Atlantis, whicli 
the Egyptian priest told Solon had been swallowed up by an earthquake ? 

Mr. P. Like enough, my Lord, like enough. Once a marc’s-nester, always a mare’s-nester. Nephelo-Ooccygia was 
terra Jinna compared with the elaborate but evanescent Cloiid-Ouckoolands of riddle-reading theory-mongers. 

BliaTie. When (Edipus gets crotchet-ridden the sooner the Sphinx devours him the better. 

Mr. P. True, 0 Swan ! Let the Great Brethren of British Genius be brethren still — twins, if you please, but twain. 
Verily it might aloaostpass the might of Mother Nature tc round two such splendid orbs into one. Eare Ben bad his tribute 
for you also, my Yebulam. No man ever spake more neatly, more purely, more weightily, or suffered less emptiness, less 
idleness in what he uttered.” Might have been said of Me ! * 

Bacon. Praise shared with you is praise indeed I But the language of the Kealm of Phantasy— Will’s own world— 
the speech of Arcady, of Arden, of shadowy E^sinor^ of Prosperous enchanted Isle — Will’s native tongue— passeth many a 
league-long st(-p beyond the “ neatness ” of the judgment-seat, or the “ fulness ” of the Noviwi Orgamm Sdentiarnm. 

Mr. P. Well said, Wisdom ! 

Shahs, (chortling softly). Why, who knows? One day, perchance,— mons hence, of course, — some pu:s2:le-headod 
pragmatist may propound the prepostemus question, « Who wrote PwRc7fc?” From out the fathomless deeps of its many 
thou^sand wit-stored tomes the Donell? of that dim and distant future may readily dip up, in his poor bucket, a Oryptoffram 
to show that they were produced by a scientific syndicate, including Faraday and Mill, Huxley and Herbert Spencer* 
ARwiN and the Duke of Argyll. [At the mention of the Olympian and autocratic Scottish Sciolht, Homerio laughter 

hursts forth anew in yet fuller force. 

Bacon. Prithee, sweet Will, dou’t ! Shadowy sides can ache, I find, and then, what will Rhadamanthus think ? 

Jfr. P. As Jupiter did when the adventurous Ixion intruded into Olympus, perhaps. Well, well, put aside that 
pieposterous boo^ which, as you, my Lord Baoov, said of the Aristotelian metliod, is " only strong for disputations and 
contentious, but barren of works for the benefit of the life of man," and, I may add, of immortals ® ^ 


©'diime ! 




OPERATIC CONFUSION. 

I WENT on Saturday to hear the three operatic novelties so liberally 
provided for us on the same night by Messrs. Matleson, Lago and 
Habbis. I do not mix my liquors, and I endeavour, as a rule, to 
keep to the same lyrical drama tbrougrhout the evening j nor is it 
my fault if a good dose of strong Beethoven, sweetened with 
€h)TJN0D and flavoured with Metekbeee had, on the occasion in 
question, a somewhat oonf usinff effect on my brain. At Her Maj esty^s, 
Lilxje Lehmann was all xignt as Leonora ; not Leonora of La 
Favorita, but Leonora the favourite wife of ilfannco— no, not of 
Manrko^ but of another, personage who, like the unfortunate 
Trovatorey has to be rescued by his loving spouse from the tyranny 
of a powerful baritone; whether Ybkdi’s Count di Luna or 
Shebidan’s Fizarroy I cannot iust now call to mind. Mile. Lehmann 
is not only a flne singer, but also a serious dramatic artist : and the 
public was deeply impressed by her performance. She is a Lehmann 
with all the earnestness of a good clergyman ; not that she had taken 
orders as I (Box Ho. 70) had done. 

From Her Majesty’s Theatre, I drove in a rapid Hansom to Prury 
Lane. I had told the cabman to take me to the Royal Italian Opera, 
and I was about to remonstrate with him for conveying me to the 
wrong house, when he promptly explained that there were now 
two Royal Italian Operas, one at Covent Garden, the other at Drury 
Lane. Hew source of confusion I “ Confusion worse confounded I ” 
as SIXETON observes. 

“ How far have they got f ” I inquired as I entered the theatre. I 

“ Valentine's death scene,” replied my friend. 

“ Valentine does not die, my dear fellow ; Valentine only faints,” 
I answered, I was thinking of course, of the new dramatic soprano, 
Mile. Sandea, in Lee Huguenots. 

“You are evidently not an Opera-goer,” I continued, or you 
would know that no one dies in this work, except, of course, in the 
last Act. But that is always left out.” 

“Wrong again I” exclaimed Jones, with an amused look. 
“ AuGUSTirs Harbis restores the last Act. See his prospectus.” | 

“ Wdd, nevermind that. Is Elea Ritssele singing the part of 
Margaret as weR as ever ? ” 

“ I did not know that Margaret was a dueen^ I always thought 
she was of humble origin. The part in any case is being played by 
Mile. Hobdica.” . , x . 

Determined to be nd longer the victim of mystifioatnm, I wished 
Jones good-bye, and hurrying in, found the curtain doWn. Afraid 
now to ask what was bemg played, I waited patiently for the next 
Act, and when at last the curtain went up, I found to my astonish- 
ment that some representation entirely new to me was taking place. 
Will-o’-the-Wisps on a dark back-ground. That was all I sayr* I 
askedmysdf whether I had gone me.d, oy whether the Drury Lane 
Pantomime was being played a little earlier thw usual. Then the 
dark scene gave place to a scene of great brilliancy. There was a 


throne at the back of the stage, and again my thoughts reverted to | 
the HuguenotSy and I fancied I could recognise* Margaret. But 
her features were not the features of Eeea Rttsseee. Besides, Eeea 
Rttsseee does not dance, not at least on the Operatic stage : and this 
lady did. 

“ This is Helen.” said a gentleman in a stall on my right to a 
lady by his side. Here was at least a clue ; and when at the same 
moment the baritone De Reszke stepped out of a group attired in the 
garb of Mephisto^jghelesy I said to myself that the performance had 
been ohanged, and this was the last Act of Boixo’s MefistofeUy with 
new details, or at least details that I had not noticed when the work 
was performed at Her Majesty’s Theatre and at Covent Garden. 
How dancing began in earnest, and I wondered mucfli at the never- 
failing ingenuity of Mr. Augustus BEabbis, who with a score of 
flrst-rate singers in his Company, had nevertheless found himself 
compelled (probably at five minutes’ notice,) to change an Opera into 
a ballet. It reminded me of a certain operatic Manager, who, being 
suddenly deprived of the services of most of his yocahst^ announced 
in his programme, that in consequence of the departure of his 
principtl singers, the music of Lon GHovdnrdy would be “replaced, 
for that nigbt only, by lively and expressive pantomime.” 

When, however, Mephistopheles De RiszEEand Faust DbReszxe 
both began to sing, I saw that my supposition was untenable. 

“What you have seen,” said Jones, who meanwhile had come 
in, and who now occupied a seat on my 1^, “ is not Mefistofele at 
all. It is GouNon’s additional Ballet Scene for Faust. ‘ Dramatic 
Divertissement ’ it ought to be called. Beautibtol grouping, piotaresque 
costumes, maguiflcent scenery, delightful dance music 1 But you 
ought not to have missed the new Valentine. That^as a great mis* 
take.” I looked at niy watch. “ Time enough for the uew Valentine ‘ 
even now,” I jeflect^ ; and I w«nt over as fast as I could to Covent * 
Qtaden. - 

Here there was a new Valentine surely enough. A Russian lady, i 
I was told. Hot a bit like the Russian ladies one has seen in Fedora^ 
the Fink Fearly the Red Lampy and other dramatic misrepresenta- 
tions of Russian life. But Mile. Sandba^ or Mile. Panaeff, or 
whatever her name may be, was not playmg the' p^ of a^emale 
nihilist. She was impersonating a weU-bred, Catholic young lady 
of the Sixteenth Centnry. Jones subsequently informed me that i 
it was not Mile. Sandba’s Valentine tlsAtl ought to have seen, but [ 


Yictob Maxtbel’s, at the other house. 


Hotb at the Gu txphaeta — How know what the City Marshil 

has to do. We saw him in iis warlike odsfyimef 
marshalling the carriages of the Great Personages -on 
departure, and capitally he did, it,^ ^^ot a .single ii|qne;. wi& 
pronounced incorrectly. Everybody dame liil 
comfortably. ‘ On these occasions, toe‘ City MhTshal is ' a sort 
Glorified Linkman. . ^ 


ToiA xonn 
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THE LATEST FROM LORD’S. 



LaitdBiCL "WelIi, amtho'w, Tor o'aseied TorE Bat ” 

so long an inmngs in the earlier part of^rrMU^ * * ^ 

Crimes SHI easy on hi, hat). HiUo, L. B. my kd. you’re 

^ S. IhOtoning his gloves nervomlp). Te-^ Captain’s orders I 
CS Cricketer do 

Zls. 'Vrha»'"Bwlkgm^? 


Ori^^Bitt. "Ywi BUT Tor’EE KNI, the Bowlino aweullt hot.” 

CEossiAia.>salambtoHE®r*^^' Talk of “shying ”P 

C S lo”' ^Zhaven’t got a SHAwtK^XV^- 
Straight m the middle stump. And then old G-lah 


Z.JB. 
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Must do my best. What sort of wickets ? 

Crumblinff. 

Must meet tbe ball with a straight bat; no fumbling: 
Or out you go I 

-Z:. B, And bow ’s tbe fielding ? 

(J» l^icky I 

^ia there you’ll have the pull that wickets sticky 
Of cut up, through the iofluence of weather, 

Can’t neutralise. Thep V« never all together. 

Some run like hares, some throw in l^e a Krupp ; 

But what they fail in is in “ backing up.” 

L. B, Thanks be I I see my chance then. If they ’re 
^ loose 

In fielding I can slog ’em to the doose. 

C, B, But don’t take liberties, my lad. No jumps 
In for a drive ; they’re always on the stumps. 

And then their wicket-keeper’s like a cat. 

L, B, Well, anyhow you carried out your bat, 

Despite the lot of them. Can “ crack ” do more ? 

C, B, (significantly). Yes I — I kept up my stumps, but 
could not score! 

A “ Not out, nothing” may be meritorious, 

And very useful, but ’tis hardly glorious. 

A stolid ScOTTON’s worth his salt, at need; 

But, after all, he ’s not s. Q-racb or Bead. 

J'o 2 i ’ll have to hit, as.well as guard your wicket, 

If you ’d be popular. Blocking is not Cricket I 
L, B, Humph ! no, not auite. My orders are to score 
And bring the House down. 

, That will cause a roar 

When you take back your bat to the Pavilion. 

A Cricketer must smite to please the Million. 

RoTniEDGE’s Jubilee Guide to London, is good, not 
only for such a *‘high old time” as the Jubilee Week, 
but for the next three years or so until the streets are 
re-named and a few new thoroughfares opened up. The 
illustrations are excellent. There is only one obiection 
to this Guide as a companion, and that is it is rather too 
large. No Guide to be useful should be bigger than the 
Handy-Yolume Shakspeare size, originally started at 
85, Fleet Street. Some of the French Guides, not the 
regiment, but the little books, Joanjste’s Series, are 
models in this res pect. 

Philtps’ Handy Volume Atlas is about the right size. 
** The World,” it is often said, “ is a small place;” but for 
all that, it does not go so easily in a tail-coat pocket, where 
Mr. Philtes’ Atlas can be conveniently carried. It is an 
invaluable companion for everyday newspaper reading. 
Happy Thought for Travellers, to whom this little volume 
is recommended, “Philips onhis way through the World.” 



WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Our Artist (showing his last and most important Vidure^ the worJc ofyea^s), “ Yes, 
I SHOULD LIKE TO JBXBIBIT IT ; BUT I DON*T WANT TO SELL IT, YOU KNOW— AT 
LEAST NOT TILL TIMES ARB BETTER.” , . . 

Friend, “Well, why not send it to the Exhibition, and put a prohi- 
bitive Price upon it— say Twenty Pounds n ” 


TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

(Meteorological forecast for the Monih.) 

(iueen’s Weather continues. Raspberry crop fails. Straw- 
berries sold by auction in Covent Garden Market, and fetch two 
guineas each. 

dueen’s Weather still continues. All the grass in Hyde 
Park turns brown, and suddenly disappears. Tegetables generally 
sell at famine prices. Riot of Dukes attempting to secure a bundle 
of late asparagus from a fashionable West End greengrocer’s, sup- 
pressed by the police. 

17^A,— Oueen’s Weather as settled as ever. Great drought com- 
mences. London Water Compemies cut off their supply. Five o’clock 
tea in Belgravia made from boiled soda-water, Apolunaris supplied 
in buckets, for washing purposes, at the rate of twenty guineas the 
dozen pint bottles. 

dueen’s Weather showing no signs of departure, fifteen 
umbrella-manufacturers go through the Bankruptcy Court, and 
commit suicide. Dust in London becomes intolerable. A Nobleman 
in Mayfair has Piccadilly watered with Bass’s India Pale Ale. 

Tlth, — ftueen’s Weather established. The Thames runs dry 
between Vauxhall and Westminster. The Spbakbe gives a garden- 
party in the bed of the rivmr. Cafi noir^ made of ink, served as a 
refreshment. 

31sl— Queen’s Weather still contmuing, seventeen ginger-beer 
manufacturers who have become milUommres^ are raised to the 
Pemage. The Lord Mator goes off his head, imagining iiat 
he is the Old Pump at Aldgate, is removed, by general consent, to 
Colney Hatch. 


FLORE AT MASCHERAl 

A GREAT deal of curiosity has been expressed about the Gray’s Inn 
Masks of Flowers^ which has puzzled a number of people. The 
better informed have replied, when asked, “ What toas it P ” “Oh, 
don’t you know what a Maske is ? Why Comus was a Maske, don’t 
you know P” To save time and temper, Mr, Punch begs to inform 
all inquirers that 

1. “ Gray’s Inn ” is the Inn where the poet Gray always stopped 
when he came to town. It has always been associated with Poets, 

2. This Maske of Flowers is not Mr. Cyril Flower, M,P. ’s. 

3. It is highly improbable that tbe BenchOrs of the Four Inns 
of Court will appear in Fancy Costume at four o’clock in the morn- 
ing, and serenade the occupants of the Western Face of Gray’s Inn 
Square from the Gardens. 

4. The Maske is not so called from everybody in Gray’s Lm 
appearing in “ big heads.” 

5. The Lord Chancellor is not introduced as Harlequin, and 
does not dance a pas seul with “ Mr, Solicitor,” founded upon some 
of the more intricate steps of the pavan, or peacock’s strut. 

6. That it is not the duty of the Master of the Revels to teach the 
Masters of tbe Bench how to execute with spirit a Morisoo. 

Having said what th^ Maske will n6t be, Mr, Punch goes a step 
further— and stops, thinking it will be better to reserve ipi^tiouiars 
until aft^ the P^mrhiahoe." , i 


Every Etonian ought to go to the Gaiety and, he^ Mr. Merri-^ 
vale’s new piece, of which Mrs. Brown-Poti®b is heroine. 
Why ought every Etonian to do this f We forgotto men^n that the [ 
name of the play is 0ml Warre, (If itian’t sesp^ it^oughtto be.) J 
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ROYALTY AT THE PALACE. 

C\/7 HABD-WoEKCNa tliree weeks has H.R.H. had 

Ng of it. Momiiig, noon, and night, here, there, 

and every where. Jfr. ^unch was glad to see 

that H.R.E. took his advice, ^ven last 

VfS week, and immediately visited the Crystal 

Palace. The Fireworks were first-rate. 

The Prospect was brilliant. 

Gtood. omen for the C. P. If 

the B. P. conld only §:et to 

^ twenty minutes 

L Yictoria, by Palace 

trains every twenty - five 

; ^ minutes after a certain time 

4,^1 V ^ afternoon, the future 

chances of prosperity for the 

jr \ Palace would be considerably 

^ \ \\ increased. By the way, we 

\\ thought we noticed some 

people, who had nothing to 

M 1 vjKtf do with the fireworks, speak- 

/r. g mg to the Lighters -the 

/. i de-lighters — while in the 

'‘^''fnAim^-Xn+iAv. n 4 > A -maWriA. " oxecution of thelT duty. If 

^ Cockney notion of A-makmg. ^ 

and a notice put up, — “You are re(iuested not to speak to the Man at the 
(Catherine) Wheel.” 

JILLS IN OFFICE. 

ScBirE— Porfwn of a Stationer* s Shop, used as Post Office^ Two Young Ladies 
{}et them he distinguished as Miss Ceoss and Miss Oety) discovered behind 
wire^screen* At opening of scene^ the puhUc is composed exclusively of the 
gentler sex, and the demeanour of Miss C. and Miss 0. though firm, is 
not positively forbidding. Lady Customers having despatched their busi- 
ness, move away, leaving the coast clear to three Mild Men, who advance to 
screen with a meehness designed to propitiate. Instant transformation in 
bopi Miss C. and Miss 0., who gaze at them through screen with air of 
visitors cct the Zoo who are not fond of animals. 

JE^st Mid Mail {with apologetic cough). Oh, good- day ! [^Slight pause. 

Mus Cross to^ Miss Orty {in continuation of an interrupted anecdoti). 
Yes, I sai4 it to him just like that— it made me so wild 1 

Miss Orty. I shouldn’t have taken any notice if it had been me. 

Pirst M. M. Can you oblige me with six stamps, if you please ? 

[Miss Oett, without loohing at him, opens drawer, tears off six stamps, 
and tosses them contemptuously underneath the screen, 

Sec^ Mild Mm, Oh, I beg your pardon, I just c^led in to inq.uire 

(Miss C. and Miss 0. regard him stonily, which has effect of disconcerting him to 
I— I .... there were some books I sent off by Parcels Post from 
this Omce the other day . . , you may remember it ? — ^they were all in white 
w^ppers* (Miss 0, and Miss 0. wear the resigned look of people who feel them- 
selv^ jn ® Some of my j&iends, er — have been given to 

'^d^stand, that two of the parcels have — ^well, failed to arrive as yet .... 
Conld you kindly 

I^s 0. to Miss 0. {mth lifted eyebrows). Know anything about the books ? 

. yi shakes her head in scornful repudiation, whereupon Miss Orty selects 
appr^form, which she Jerks towards Second M, M. Fifi up that, and send it 
in to the^Postmaster-Oeneral. ^ ’ 

Second M. M. But are you<iutte sure they have not been mislaid here? 

You see ^ey are small books, and it struck me perhaps— er 

Mus 0. .^y !rema.rks you have to make can be put in the form. 

fjcond JIL M. ftuite so— but if you could only tell me 

Mus a. Can’t do any more than I have done. {To First M. M,) I irave 
you vonr stamps some time ago, didn’t I ? ' ^ 

First M. M, Oh, yes— yes, 1 had the stamps, thank you. But— but (with 

there was my 

Don’t remember it. Ton should have spoke 
about j.t at the time-hut of course, you say you haven’t had it— I topose^ 

S 3 */ it was more than he had any right to expect, 

, fif. One m<ment-^ I to ^ve this form with you f ^ 

Post Office in the regular way— they’ll 
dneotaons there if you take the trouble to Iwk. 
8«^ M, HE Ihsnk yon very much. (5ood morning. 

' no notice of this piece of familiarity, 

’• '■ - oruthed, and graduaiy realms that he ie 

this off at once, please P 

^ Miss Orty {Ukes tUfipn, and runs a disparaging eye over it. rather as if it 

»«»»« detested ^er). “Post mortem^s’’ 

deUv«U&'^^ rather important. I want it 

Miss O. You must put the address more full than “fKumbo,” th^n. 

Third M, M. But the telegraphic address is registered 
“iRumho.” 

Miss 0. {who seems to consider “Bumbo” somewhat 
too frivolous). Well, if you like to leave it so, I can send 
it— it *s at your risk. {She leaves the form on the counter.) 
Eightpence-halfpenny. 

Fnter Footman, with parcel. 

Footman, How much to pay on this. Miss, please ? 

[Miss Cross takes it reluctantly, slaps it down on scales 
with infinite contempt, fiings in weights, and thentosses 
a stamp and label to Footman, with the brief remark, 

“ Fourpence,** spoken aggressively. Footman, of ter 
paying his fourpence, ana gazing from stamp to label 
in a hopeless manner, opens his mouth twice, and with- 
draws, too intimidated to ask for further instructions. 
Miss C. {still occupied with her anecdote). I should 
laugh if he came again next Sunday, just the same— 
shouldn’t you? 

Mw 0, I’d let him see I wasn’t going to put up 
with it, I know I 

Miss C. Oh, he’ll find out he won’t have things all 
his way. ( Perceives First M. M. evidently awaiting her 
leisure?^ Was there anything else you were waiting for P 
Frst M. M. Er— yes. Can you let me have a Postal 
Order for six-aud-sixpence P 

Miss C. {with decision). Ho, I can’t 1 

First M,M. (surprised). But surely 1 

Miss C, Cive you two— one for five shillings, and one 
for eighteen-pence, if that will do P 

First M. M, Of course, that’s what I meant I 

Miss Cross, It’s not what you smc?— you said a order. 
(Makes out the orders with much disdain.) Three-half- 
pence to pay. 

Second M. M. (returning). Oh. I ouite forgot — ^wiU 
you kindly cash this order tor me P 

Miss 0. Hot till you’ve signed it. 

Second M, M. Bless my heart, I quite forgot it ought 
to he signed I Could you oblige me with a pen for one 
moment? 

Miss. 0. There’s a desk over there for all that. 

Second M. M, I — thought if you would let me sign 
it here, it would save time— the desk is occupied at pre- 
sent I observe. 

Miss 0. (dabs a pen in the inkstand, and pushes it 
disdainfully through the wire net-work,) O'ive it back 
when you’ve finished with it. 
l^She is apparently alarmed lest it should be secured 
as a Souvenir. 

Enter Imperious Customer, and approaches screen with 
hrdly air. 

Imperious Customer (bluster ously). Here you— one of 
youjet me have a penny stamp, and a packet of thin 
post-cards, and two naif-penny wrappers, will yon P and 
look sharo I 

Miss G. and Miss 0. {}>ecoming instantly all smiles.) 
Certaany, Sir. {They vie with one another in activity.) 
Postcards in that drawer . . . I ’ll get the wrappers -nine- 
peuce-halfpenny, Sir, and thank you, Good mSrning, Sir. 
\_Exit Impenous Stranger snatcMng up his purchases 
i?ar^m]pr smiles from behind the screen. 
Mud ^Men store up the lesson for use on future occa- 
sions. Scene closes in. 

How ’s Tliat P 

“ The a B C of Cricket vou must get,” 

Says a great Critic, “ if you would sueoeed.” 

Funch theu presumes ’tis by that Aliiabet 

A Cricketer may learn to (Waxtbe) Keap I 

Coins OE im Realm,— ’Aeet remarks that the Tories 
are led by a “Bob’’ (C ecil), the Parnellites can Txmst 
the possession of a “ Tankee,” whilst the Liberal Union- 
ists make the most of their “ Joex.” 

Ob' xhb Jas. — T he French have a proverb, “♦? faut 
quyne porte soit omerte oufermSe?' This evMentlvAoei 
not appfy to tte SubKme Porte, which seems genOTsUy 
“ neither one thing nor f other.’* 

It jros settled at tte last meet of the Coaching <3ab 

^ bewwned ' 

not with lanrels, but with his own bays. 
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THE BARD AT HENLEY- 

{A Reminiscence,) 

Oh, Friday was lovely ! The Bard who now sings 
Saw Prince^Prinoesses, a Duke, and two Rings, 
His Indian Highness, called Has Kuich Thahoke, 
Nawab Gaeeeb JiTNa and several more. 


and at present we can say no more except that the perfOTmance of 
I JPuritani was first-rate, as naturally it would be, with Albahi, 

enthusiastically received. Gat- ^ 

ABBE, and D’Anbeabb. There j 

were numerous encores, and the r ' 




V \ S 


were numerous encores, anu tue r ■ • - 

applause was bestowed with a / 

warmth whicMncwased the item- ^ 

and sweeter voiced Zerlina than 
Miss Abholbsoh, has not been 
seen or heard for some time. We 
must not venture on comparisons, 
but in Wo respects Miss Abnolb- 
soNhastheadvanta^eoyerMadame 

on Friday night at ^e Coloners 
Opera House) but one of these is 


'^Giovanni airdrably, and Ciampi indeed, 

as Mazetto, looked and acted like Lionel Brough. A good 
performance. ==-==========^ 

'^LONG EXPECTED COME AT LAST!” 

The Imperial Institute has commenced. The &st stone has been 
laid by Her Gracious Majesty, and the Princ^f Waxes w sangume 
as to the result. The Institute is to be a House Home, with 
gardens attached, for special use of our Indian and Colonial oousms 
visiting England, and it is also intended to keep perpetudly betoxe 
the eyes of the British Public specimens of Indian and Colonial 
industry. To so useful a scheme Afr. Funch wishes every success. 
Per varies casus, per tot discrimina renim, 

Tendimus in— Kensington. 

The subioined list of the Procession as it ought to have been, was 
probably altered at the last moment ; but there is no doubt it would 
have been efiective as it stood, or rather as it moved on 

Australian Lamls. Orgranisiiig Commt- 

The Master of the tee with various Mr. Goschen with 

Mint Organs. new coinage tossing 

heads, 

\ Sir Frebebick Leighton, P.EA., drawing himself. 

I Groom of the Bedohamher ‘‘ ^ 

1 (on towel-horse). (Oxford and Cambndge Eleyen). 

1 The Rajah of Shampooah, with Order of the Turkish Bath, 
a THE aUEBN. 

® Her R,otai HjaiorBSS H.E.H. Prince of Walm, KG. 

The Princess of Wales. t“KG.,’'^‘^M^'^K^mgton 

Anv Kinirs and Gueens who may be left in Town. 

® - ... -aw i J! AV> 


njlU VAAJ M L J JL - 

and acted like Lionel Brough. A good 




Eetirement after the Jubilee Fortnight. g 

“ Far from the Madding Crowd.” y 

They saw the hest racing, then went to lunch with 
The Closuring Commoner, our Mr. Smith. 

»Twas Jubilee Weather I the Course was well kept I 

Oh, champagne I and Oh, headache I I sighed — and then slept. 

I awoke, to find aU my companions gone, I 

And I, like the Rose, was left blooming ^one. r 

So I plunged in the freshening stream— down, down, down ^ 
I dived, and I dived, then I came np-to town. ^ 

A Case against the Police.— This was Miss Case, who being 
arrested by a Constable, was Miss-taken for somebody else, gallant 
Josephus Ohambbblanius of the Orchid S^ad has come to the 
rescue, and the “ MAiTEEWS-at-Home ” Secretary granted m 
inauiry. Before this paragraph appears, the Puhhc may be in 
possession of the truth. Justice must be done, or the young wom^ 
may become Case-hardened. But whatever the result may be, the 
Magistrate should study and get by heart, JSfewton^s Prtncipta, 

GARDEN, LANE, AND MARKET. 

“Me. G.”— the upper G.— went to hear Puritam on Thursday 
night. Of course he^called on Ma^iame Albaei, and 

Note from ** Mr. to Madame Albaui. wearing a 


Master of the Horse 
on a Buck-jumper. 


Ladies in Waiting 
to be asked. 


Lots of Sticks in A Serene Grand 
Waiting (mth 


Mistress of the Rohes 
(“ dressing up.”) 
“Mr. G,” as “Um- 
brella in Wai^.” 
{N.B.— This is “Col- 
lar day.”) 


ILs ofTd^ertU:: Sm-i^ated m.B -^isis“Col- 
ments in J5ro). hyMr.BEOCK.) lai day. ) 

Any number of Trumpeters blowing their own Trumpets 
Little Indian Pickles, Geo. Apotstus Sala. Auste^an Wm^ 
led, with taste, by wijh “Echoes” and headed |y 
Sir P. CuNLiPEE driving four Qruills Will Somers 
Owen. at once. ^ Vine. ^ 

Mr. Lewis Morris, with his Ode Colonial, accompanied by 
Sir Abteotr Sullivan, on a Grand Piano. 

Mr Henry Irving* Mr. J. L. Toole. 

{Last appearance in London pre- CLast.appearance in Won p^^^ 
to his departure for J9 

^ AmeriSa.) „ 

Eight Hon. W. H. Smubc, with banna of aosure. 

At a signal from the Archbishop the Chorus will strike up— 

Shout thatMr. Lewis MoEKia’spoem wm 

fluoted beautiful chorale was wntteuby the Earl otR-s^N, w^e 
fittle Jubilee volume of poems has so enchanted a seket cirol^ or by 
IflL tiKXupr|«si«^ poet is a s^t^ wMhorses 
should not make us divulge. Hooray forthelnstitooti > , 



GETTING ONE’S MONEY’S WORTH. 


A SoK^^AEDLtTC°b” TO%p“” 


THE NEW, ’AND BAD, "HATCH.” 

Mr, PiCTich loquitur -•— 

TV^l, Pa-rtiet, old hen, here ^s a pretty fiasco I * 
ine f oultry profession seems going to pot. 

A kingdom from Greenwich to Glasgow, 

neyer enconnte]r an uglier lot. 

They re crooked, and cranky, and wry-neckM. and lanky ; 

1 cannot discover one point that is good. 

W^t, join in ynnr cackle of triumph? IS'o, thankye I 
We can t accept this as a Jubilee brood. 

I ^ expect something a little bit better 
lYom one some crack np as the pride 'of the House. 

Ur decentish bro 9 ds you have been a begetter, 

though ^u are dowdy, I thought you had nous. 

® m-fasMoned ? ' 

iSy Jingo, old bud, they’re a perfect disgrace. ' 

JNo wonder the public disgust grows impassioned : 

They simply degrade a respectable race. 

Just tok of tte beagtW the silyer and (fold ohioks, 

_ That often have left that identical coon ! 

^ * 4 .“^* ttf tl«Me comdjr, plump, hold nhtet, . 

Tl3i*wv despise jAw contemptible troop. , 

They lopkhke the work of a viUan,ous vamper, , • 

Just glance at ’em, my Pautoit, I beg • ^ " 

mostdifficnlt, Paetiet, to pass them : 

^In fact, tis a pity they can t be recalled. 

^ Ma’am, should you he. 

ww beu-wife would banish the hatch. 

What ? Say .one word for ’em ? Now, don’t be a boohv • 

You must be aware they ’re a precious Bad Hat^ 1 ^ ‘ 


RALEIGH TOO BAD. 

house at Brktou Rise, Punch hears, 
sold by public auction,” and the surrounding twelve 
ffff f ^+ 1 , jobly-timbered park, given over— of course, like so much 

iintei^er mercies of the Jerry 
‘ ftPEBir Bass used to be 

barge up the Effra (which now, like the Mole, 
runneth undergrpimd,'^ hidden by earth and brickwork, but, noi 
^ visible steeam) to visit Sir Waxtbe at what was 
^here were no Interviewers in those happy 
daysj else would a “ Sir Waltbe Raieigh At Home ’’ with “ Gloriana*^ 

V JuGSOW, the Jerry- 

his mud-bricks and slime-mortar, his warped timber 
banish even the luemories of the great Eli^isa- 

RAxm«H-we mean rally, round 

“ i®i ““1*“ ■wlio witched Old England’s ere. 

Before baee J doson fail on Brixton Biee.” 

Aoinr.-Wlien the Papal Envoy arrived. His 
Eminence several mansions placed at Ms disposal. The one he 
fancied mort wm %t offered hy Mr. H. Labottmeeb, M.P.t*with 
the appropriate designation of “Pope’s Villa, Twickenham.” 

▲ Hard-worked OfBlcial. 

Af^ Ch ^ wb e u ta ot Lathom, exhansted is he 
of Jubilee. 

Barewell to my cares at holiday-tide,” 

Bays Laihom aloud, when he ’ll lay tAm atide. 



THEY ’EE AN AWFULLY TJaLY LOT ! I DID THINK THE OLD OAHCHE-HEN— (AHEH I)— WOULD HA’ DONE BETTER THAN THAT ! ! ” 

• [Dxit sadly. 
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Ko, 647. "Wliat can we do mth the Baby ? No. 623. Warming his Back against the Soup Tureen. No. 263. PuUingthe Stuffing out of Toy Terrier. 


A i^and flare-up on Thursday last. A JuhilM Noiree worthy ^ the 
Jubilee Year and the Royal Academicians. Kings, Q/Ueens, Royal 
Highnesses, Grand Dakes and Duchesses have become so common 
this Jubilee month, that, when some hlasi and well-seasoned Londoner 
is asked who such and such a decorated person iSj^ he languidly 
replies, “ Ohl only a King, or something of that sort. 

There was a private Royal Night on Wednesday, when only Royalty 
and The Forty K.A.'s were present,-" The For^ ” M something in 
the oil and colour line, as we gather horn The Arahan inghts^ 
revised edition, by Lady Bubtok,^ — and, of course, Mr . ^unc/i, 
who is ev®y where on every occasion, and who, m a general way , 
represents fl.R.H. Everybo^. -u j xti 

On Thursday night, T.R.H. Everybody and Everyb^y Else were 
present, and the scene was brilliant. Sir FnBDBBiCK, a Prince 
Presidents and a President among Princes, graciously welwmed tne 
guests. He was assisted by Sir Evjbsbett Millais and Treasurer 


Hobsibt, who appeared rather weary, perh^s tired of counting 
the shillings, or worried by the uncertainty of the monetary value 
of the Boehm silver currency. ^ , -r - 

The Queen of the Pictures is still Professor Hekkomeb s Lady m 
black with the long gloves. She lingers in our memory, and will do 
so for many a long day. May we never see her in propria person^ 
or disappointment might be our dole. The Lady in the picture cannot 
age. Even amidst ml the living breathing beauty collected within 
those walls on Thursday last, the Lady on the wall, if we may so put 
it, “ took the cake,”— though she didn’t take it all, as there was 
plenty left for Miss Maby Andebsoh, Miss Doboihy Dene, and some 
other charming ladies. One more visit to the Royal Academy, and 
then the Show for 1887 will have passed away. Then, after a brief 
holiday, the Artists wDl be again at work, according to their 
individual taste and fancy, taking (lucky gourmets!) each one just 
what best suits his palette. Au revoir ! 


HIBERNIA TO THE QITEEN. 

{On the occasion of the Visit of Princes Victor and George of Wales,) 

Toub Majesty’s Grandsons I welcomed with joy. 

At a time when I ’m horribly worried ; 

Albebt Yiotob and Geobob — ^he ’s a broth of a boy — 
Their visit was brief and too hurried. 


Ah, then, if your Majbste’s self we could see, 

Sure we ’d drop every grumble and quarrel. 

Stay a month in the year with my children and me, 
’Twould he a nice change from Balmoral. 


The Wild West Kensington Indiana were not permitted to go to 
Henley last week. It was thought that the sight of so many sculls 
would be too much for them, and that they would immediately want 
to scalp everybody* Why doesn’t, the Hmiourable Colonel Bueealo 
TtTTx OoDY engage “SauASH,” and give him a diow on a buck- 
jumper P Sometfing amusing is wanted to enliven the Wild West 
Scenes in the Circle, and “ SauASH ” is just the sort of droll required. 


GOG AND MAGOG AT THE BALL. 


The Jubilee Ball, 

Held at Guildhall ^ 
Last week, on Tuesday night, 
A great success ; 

All must confess 
It was a glorious sigh.t. 


The Giants twain 
Imhihed champagne. 

Says Magog to Gog, * ‘ What fun I ” 
Says Gog, For a crown 
I couldn’t get down 
As we ought when the clock 
strikes one.” 


Says Magog to Gog, 

“Yon jolly old dog, 

With the same idea I ’m imbued. 


We ought to descend, 

But we can’t, my friendj 
On our pedestals we ’re screwed.” 


To save their renown. 

They didn’t come down. 

Be sure they acted right. 

The jovial pair 
Remained where they were ; 
Gog and Magog stopped up all 
night 1 


The President and Fellows having, at a recent meeti ng at 
Kensington, by their Resolutions shown, spite their* 
disposition to ride the high horse, their do% wlR 
known as the Royal Hanghty-oultoral Society. 
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fnn andxcitemezLtintheni, 
liad betfier go o& at wimoe 
to the Amenycan Bar for 
a “ Coaier,” and that, as I 
foimd, will soon pick him 
np. I never saw such a 
site as Bupejerlow Biix’s 
Wild West in South Ken- 

shim^oi it sete^e off so 
that 1 must pull myself 
together with one of Ber- 
tram’s “Brighton Steadi- 
ers,^* or I shall get too 
exsited to write strait. 

Well, I spose it was 
hecause thev was jest a 
little late that the whole 
hlooming lot of ’em, Amer- 

S cans and Cow Boys, and 
exicans and Injians with 
their Saualls and Porposes, 
and Gals a riding like gals 
^nerally rides, and Gals a 
riding like men, all oum a 
galloping in at such a 
whirling pace that it lite- 
rally took away all my pore 
hrath, and they screamed 
as they galloped, and their 
crimson and blue and soar - 
let and ydler clokes all 


to leave the noisy scene and seek the cumfort of her <iuiet home, 
ROBERT AT THE AMERICAN EXHIBITION. proj^g to jiiw hw hurly, so she went I was afterwards asked to 

try the Switch-back Eailway.but learning from a prewious wiotim 
I’vK paid my second wisit to this most amusing place, and have^ to as how the sensation reminded him of the fust time as he crossed the 
repori a grate improvement in i^ inside^ witch is gradawally a filling Channel, I declined with thanks. 

up like an hung^ Alderman at a nice noh fust class dinner. Hoping to meet with the Kernel who had promised to introduce me 

Butthis time I paid speshal attention to the outside emusements, to the Hon. Mr. William Buepeelow, Esquire, wulgerly called 
and them as camt find no Buppbelow Bill, I saun- 

funandxoitementinthem, tered round to the Injians 

had better go off at wunce ^ encampment, but was there 

to the Amerrycan Bar for ^ 

a “ Coaxer," and that, as I ^ith some other Savages 

found, will soon pick him Savage Club, so I 

up. I never saw such a ^,:s===^ coudn’t see him. How- 

site as Bupperlow Bill’s — sumever I fell into con- 

W^We^t in South ^ wersation with one of the 

Ann oi it sets me off so introduced me^o sum of the 

that I must pull myself ^ principal Braves, as they 

together mth one of B^- ^ calls ’em, and their Squaws, 

TEAM’S “Brighton Stea^- and porposes. They was 


ana porooses. They was 
werry aficable and perlite, as 
I ’m told as all red savages 
is, but 1 oarnt say much 
for their hartistick taste. 
There was one savage lady 
trith a savage dorter and a 
pickaninny about rising 
four, as grately surprisea 
me. The yung lady wood 
have bin werry good look- 
ing if her Ma had let her 
alone, but she had painted 
her two cheeks such a brite 
skarlet that skarlet runners 
is nothing to ’em, and as for 
the pore little chap his hole 
face was printed a greenish 
yeller, like a werry bad case 
of jarndioe, and all his air 



EoberUTobogganing, 


-.11 ri — r — "xMi — ’• — ^ “jfc' * oo.Au, v/ui j^eooce, yesseei ' X aiQU T uare to KISS It. lor fear its 

W«n # V* 1 J faoew-ood have stuck to mine, witch woudn’t ha bin ^oe. 

I a werry plessent evening with the principle performers 

a bhle army of wild Injians, hid w//,/lJlli , ttulVl'n , c, i ^ 

defended by Brapasiow Bill ;lj/m la M \i 11 \|uhi\\1IU J , 1 1 ,1 others, md 

and his hold Cow Boys, and a / i/JMm iU JMMM ilffllM whenever the oonwersashun 

grand fight it was. Plenty of / vMmImil if'\\\l u\\ll^Hi^ 1 flagged I snrgested a adjum- 

flring, hit not enuff exeonamn iJM/uffmJL \ 1 ment to the Amenyoan Bar, and 

for to friten the ladies, for tho /Immi /Mk! ^ I ^ Jv® “ newdnnk, and 

jest a few was killed in the dedly MM! “f, fon^ea 

combat, they all got up and rode Mtfmu a f rends that they took them all 

away after the battle was over : i MiWWA they 

BO.Iif^ose as they was ony sham- I M'\ t\'\ rtf? w®®“tS^®* “w**J® ®! 

ming jest to deceeve the enemy. “o .^08* , The larst 

Ounosity, which is the Waiter’s gm ^ JKmMSSsL /yy ^ “ A Yard 

weeknesB, makes me inquire, why { SS x of flannel,” and for warmth and 

SO many Cow Boys when there WL'<m cumfort it was well-named, but 

aint not no Cows? We wound ^ 
up with a Bufferlow hunt, hnt as 
the animals was jest as uncurry- 
combed and as dirty as afore, I 
gammoned Mrs. Boeeet, who was 

yj .. 



SO we went off to see the Tobog- 
gemng, and grate fun it was to 
look at. But, to my extreme 
estonishment nothink wood do 
but Mrs. j^EEET must try it, 
and, in imite of all my remons- 
trances, I presently found my- 
self a~ seated with my bitter arf on 

the top of an high hill, about to A Little Indian Kubber. probberbly never 

'^®^ new game, .whiSi recalled to 4d ===—==. 

SSi ^® '^“®’, ^ Children’s Nautical I-e.tivaL 

HMsest^ rath« than ol a H^ieiHMia!^^e fond*SS?of mv vom Naval Eeview, Lord Chablto Berot- 

fete having a little hedake after hear rash iperryment which shein^ Lawsow’s Hyde Park snooess, 

mated upon declaring was owingtotherifle-sSSting.I adwised'w ®®** 


such as B.ED Shiet, and Cur 
Meat, and sum others, and 
whenever the oonwersashun 
flagged I surgested a adjurn- 
ment to the Amerrycan Bar, and 
we alius tried a new drink, and 
this I will tay for my forren 
frends that they took them all i 
with the same coolness as if they 
had been the native drinks of 
the Bar West End. The larst 
one we tried was called “ A Yard 
of flannel,” and for warmth and 
cumfort it was well-named, but 
somehows I fancy it must ha bin 
ray ther a staggerer, for I remem- 
ber werry little of what took 
place afterwards. But I have 
sum dim reoklekshun of playing 
at cards with two Chiefs and a 
Souaw, and that one of them had 
a dress on sumthink like a porky- 
pine with his squills, and that I 
lost my money, and that sum 
^milyer voice said, “Why, 
Rob^t, you’ve lost your Injiau 
Rubber I ” at witch we all larf ed. 
How I got home I don’t werry 
well remember, but I do remem- 
ber, and shall probberbly never 
forget, the werry warm reo^shun 


The Children’s Nautical PestivaL 
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THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of CommonSy Monday ^ June 27.— Back again to tlie Coercion 
Bill. Report Stage reached, and strong whips ont on both sides in 
anticipation of Division. Both Front Benches crowded like the rest. 
GLAnsTONE in his place, as eager to make speech as if it were his 
first on the snhject. HAETDroTOK there too, and Chambebxain, 
making, with Henbagb, a brave show on end of Front Bench. 
GiADSTOinE spoke early. A full House, but everyone bored to death. 
Later, House thinned to degree that invited a count; but at sound 
of bell Members held in hand for Division, swooped down, got them- 
selves counted, saved the sitting, and straightway fied again. 

Geougb Campbell concerned in interests of Protestant Church. A 
Papal Envoy been received by Queen to present Jubilee congratula- 
tions. Was that an exceptional pri-^ege for an Ecclesiastic? 
Would the Brahmin Head of Benares be allowed to approach Her 
Majesty in similar way ? No answer, WoiUd the Grand TmATitt^ of 
Mecca ? 

The Under-Secretary of State shivered in his shoes, but still no 
re^onss. 

Then Sir Geobge, uplifting his voice to its most melodious heights, 
produced his poser “ Would the Moderator of the Free Church of 
Scotland enjoy such a privilege ?” 

Old Morality and his colleagues on the Treasury Bench began to 
grow uneasy. No saying where Campbell’s list might end. Fee- 
GUSSON whispered to and nudged tiU, propped on his feet, he feebly 
urged that Moderator of Free Church of Scotland does not come under 
the category of a Foreign Potentate. A poor quibble this. But 
Campbell generously disinclined to push his advantage, and Govern- 
ment escaped immediate defeat. 

Growing excitement as Division on John Moeltey’s Amendment 
restricting duration of Act to three years approached. RiTcsrE has 
invented new way of taking Division. Members as anxious to try it 
as nursery of children to handle new toy. At first some little 
difficulty in understanding it. Members crowded round Ritchie 
and asked how it was done. 

“ Nothing easier or clearer,” he said. “ There are six doors, which 
we will call A, B, C, D, E, and F. As soon as division bell rings, F 
is closed. B is left half open. Members voting ‘ Aye ’ pass through 
the A door and meet the ‘Noes’ coming through D. A and C are 
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tkai sinmltaneonsly shut. If B is open, ‘Ayes* and the 
‘ Noes,* havingr seen E closed, form in one 
stream, pass through, and there you are. 
I)on*t you see?” . 

Everybody saw guite clearly, duite a 
pleasure to see Isaac Holden { etat , 
eighty, but full of youthful vigour) 
. starting ofi to try the new experi- 

ment. Hot through all right. But, 
half an hour later, Hilbebt GtBEBN- 
ATT, found in recesses of ventilating 
cellars, where, he said, he was “ look- 
ing for door E.** 

Business dowe.—Beport on Coer- 
cion Bill. 




Tuesday,— Lawson made 
admirable suggestion to-night. 
Proposes that, when titles or 
honours are conferred upon any- 
one, a statement should accom- 
pany announcement, ^ setting 
forth the public services on 
account of which the honour has 
been conferred. It is so done in 
.Young Olden. respect of Yictoria Cross. Liat 

of Honours conferred in connection with Jubilee show the necessity 
of extending custom. 

pk“ Who’s he?” said Sir Bobthwick, Bart., looking down the 
when it came out, “ Never heard of him, nor him either. 
I seem to be really the only distinguished person in the lot.” 

List notable not only for what 
it includes but for what it omits. 
House of Commons united in ex- 
pectation of one recognition, looked 
for in vain. If “ Barnets ” were to 
be made in Jubilee time, why was 
Joseph Hillts overlooked? This 
thought in everyone’s mind, as 
Joey B. turned up to-night telling 
in a division against the Hovern- 
ment. His public appearance now 
so rare that its recurrence was 
an event. Since he came into pos- 
session of Castle Butlerstown the 
alteration, long- working, made sudden and 
complete advance. His moustache, now 
past the indefinite stage, is an unq.ues- 
tionable reality, and to see Joey B. twirl- 
ing it d la Bandolph, is a delight to the 
quiet mind. Joseph feels his new respon- 
sibilities, When reproached by Tim Healy 
with his excessive respectability he is not 
moved. 

“It’s all very well for you, Tim, to be 
brow-beating the Spbabeb, interrupting 
M Son. Members opposite, moving the ad- 
journment and the like. But it’s differ- 
ent for a man who has a Castle, a drawbridge, a moat, and a 
moustache.” 

Characteristic infelicity on the part of the Qnvernment to have 
neglected this opportunity of recognising a reformed character. 
Joey B. is now a credit to the House. It would have been to the 
credit of the Government had his friends been able to hail him as 
Sir Joseph Hiliis Biogab, Bart., of Butlerstown Castle. 

Business rfowe.— Coercion Bill again. 

Thursday, — “ He I he ! ” said Old Morality, his white teeth 
shedding pale light over Treasury Bench. “Capital joke I Hope 
they ’ll often repeat it.” 

Capital it was, and so unexpected, too. Secret admirably kept, 
and sprung upon amazed House with marvellous effect. After 
questions, 0. M. moved Besolutions providing for discussion on 
Beport Stage of Coercion Bill being peremptorily closed at Seven 
o’Cloefeon Monday night. 

“The Early ^Closing Association,” said Sir Weekbid Lawson, 
looking acrols at Noble Lords and Bight Hon, Gentlemen arrayed on 
Treasury Bench in*support of this Motion. 

Pamellites of course hostile to Motion. But more particularly 
enraged b€^Bause 0. M, in moving it had not spoken single sentence. 

“ Come, come,” said John Dillon, “this is too bad. If we are to 
lose our liberties, let us, at least, have* a speech in support of the 
proposition.” 

But 0. M. obdurately silent, and debate kept up for three hours 
from Opposition side. Then Division taken, and Motion carried by 
majority of a round hundred. After this, Mmiaters looked forward 
to another wearisonie evening, with Friday to follow, and more talk 


through Monday up to fatal Seven o’ Clock, Here ’s where the joke 
came in. The Opposition, returning from Division Lobby after voting 
on Closure Proposition, continued their march through the House and 
cleared out by the door. Ministers watched process with amazement, 
growing into apprehension, and fi.naUy broadening into a grin of 
delight as the joke flashed upon them. Having given Government ' 
the trouble of preparing, moving and carrying Besolution, fixing 
closure of debate on Monday evening, Irish Members not going to 
debate at all I The Government might take their Beport Stage; 
which they did, and before you could say “ W. H. Smith,” the 
Beport Stage of the Coercion Bill was agreed to, and House, scarcely 
recovered from surprise, was engaged upon miscellaneous business of 
the Orders of the day. 

Friday^ Midnight , — Since dinner-time there has been exhilarating J 
scene in Palace Yard. Nearly every ’bus that has passed has 
dropped a Duchess at the gate. Four-wheelers, conveying Countesses, 
have regularly flled in ; whilst, what Sir Bobebt Peel would call 
“ Noble Baronesses,” have arrived on foot. As distinguished Novelist 
somewhere writes, “ Lo I a strange thing has happened.” On ordi- ■ 
nary days House of Lords, which commences public business at 5*30, 
adjourns about 5*37, At this hour of midnight House still sitting, ; 
and no sign of Adjournment. Irish Land Bill under debate. Subject 
irresistible to Noble Lords. Have foregone their late afternoon drive ; 
in the Park. More than one has patriotically dined on a chop. 

A flush of honest pride mantles many a^ noble countenance. All 
very well for the Commons to boast of their long sittings ; but see 
what the Peers can do when duty calls ! At first a little consterna- J 
tion at the arrivals from without. But even that turns out well. 
There were stories of anxious wives communicating with House of 
Commons during All-night Sittings, and finding errant husbands not 
there. But here are Noble Lords unflinchingly serving their country, 
remaining at their post, whate’er betide. 

A beautiful and a soothing sight, which affects to tears some of 
the Commons, who sit in the Gallery, and look down upon it. 

Business Lords pass Beport Stage of Irish Land BilL 

.“HOME, SWEET HOME!” 

(Asic Versionj hy a Much- Wom-oui M,P,) ^ 

**The welcome cry, ‘‘Who goes home?’ souticls like a melancholy dirge 
through the rapidly-emptying lobbies.” — Mr. Osborne Morgan, M.P., in 
the ^^^imUenth Century,^* 

Midst clauses and paragraphs though we may roam, 

Be it ever so dirge-hke, there ’s no cry like ‘ Home I ” 

A charm undefined seems to hallow it there. 

After Tanneb’s loud shindy and Contbeabe’s blare. 

Home I Home ! Sweet, sweet “ Home ! ” 

Be it ever so dirge-like, there’s no cry like “ Home ! ” 

An exile from office, I will not complain, 

Give me only my calm “ beauty sleep ” once again ; 

The birds singing sweetly afc dawn be my lot 
To hear, not loud torrents of partisan rot. 

Home I Home I Sweet, sweet “ Home I ” 

Be it ever so dirge-like, there ’s no cry like “ Home I ” 


CRICKET AT LORD^S. 

Hits hy Dvmh OramhOj Jun , 





A Patient Innings. 


A Cut in front of Point. 

/hoe MAtTi r 



Last Man. His usual form. 


or Contributions, wbether Mp., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pistnros of any win 

mM^Mob^tumed^ot whon aocompamed a Stampocl and Addressed Xnvriopo, Corer, er Tottii mb 
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THE LAST VISIT TO THE ACADEMY. 



of G.O.M. Collars m Tomee. 



No. 36. 


A Brave Lassie. “ Come on !— the whole lot 
of you I I ^11 give it you ! ** 


No. 928. Cat and Child Fight. 


ABSUEDTOADEG-REE. 

Now that girls have 
proYed themselves capable 
of ^ earning the highest 
University honours^ why 
should women remam de- 
barred of University de* 
grees? If any senatorial 
difficulty precludes the re- 
moval of that ridietdons 
injustice, a girl forbidden 
to term hersefia Bachelor of 
Arts, for example, might, 
it^ has been suggested, 

invent some other title 
more significant of the dis- 
toction she has won.” No 
invention could he easier. 
Her alternative for Bache- 
lor would be obviously 
Spinster of Arts. No 
Graduate able to pass the 
Pom Asinorum can he 
such a preposterous don- 
key as to persist in denying 
even the plainest— possibly 
the prettiest — Passwoman 
that. The Dons will he 
unworthy of the name they 
go by unless they immedi- 
ately remove the disability 
their old-world statutes 
have imposed upon the 
jDmne, 


EGBERT AT THE ACADEMY. 

1 PAD) my reglar wisit to the Academy last week, and was glad to 
Lfind that my werry ernest remonstrance of last year had perduced 
I sech a change as regards Staggerers. No Miss Menads a hunting in 
Burnham Beeches without no close on to speak of, and no Mr. Cas- 
sandra a carrying ofi of a pore yung^ lad^ afore she ^s had tiniA to 


sanora a carrying on oi a pore yu 
dress, merely because she upset the 
I don^t think it’s because “fai 


e salad-bowl. 

familyaryty breeds content,” as the 
poet says, that I am less staggered than last year, hut hecos there 
ain’t BO many staggerers to he staggered at. Not that there ain’t 
pone. Why, there ’s one lady in the werry same dishabil as Madame 

Wenus herself a — " - - - * - 

incantashun, 
she’s that red 
case. 

One of the jolliest pioturs to my wn.i is a portrate of a Port Wine 
drinker. Why, it seems to be a oozing out of ewery pore of his akin ! 
and nothink younger than ’63, 1 ’ll be hound. What a life to lead, 
and what a life to look hack upon with proud satisfacshun ! 

Poor Lord Haethstoton looks terribly bored at having to be gazed 



tory 

young swell stands treat to a few frends and then ain’t got enuff 
mon^ to pay the hill I Wot a nuisance for him, but stiU wuss for 
the Landlord, and wussest of all for the pore Waiter. Poor Mr. 
Geoss^th looks werry much paler than when I saw him after a 
jolly dinner at the Mettropole. 1 thinks as a glass or two of old Port 
would do him all the good in the world. 

I now come to another staggerer, that fairly puzzles me. It’s a 
nice young Lady, named, asT see by the Catalog, Euridioe, which I 
heleeve is Greek for “ You’re a nice one I ” who is a trying for to 
pttUarook down, hut I’m sure she’ll never do it, though she has 
taken off ewery iporsel of her close, ewen down to her stockings, 
to give her more strength. I really wnnders as she doesn’t put a 
few of her thin^ pm as she must see as Mr. Hades is a oumming 
towards her, and won’t he jest he shocked I And then here ’s another 
young Lady, almost as lightly drest, a sitting quietly on a large cold 
stone, as if there wasnT no North-East wind a blowing, and by 
moonlight too. What time can she expect to git home, and what 
will her poor Mother saywhen she sees her ? 

If I’d ha’ bin Mr. Haxne. M,P., I’d ha hort a new Hat 
afore I was painted for my pictur^ anfd ewen gone to the xpense of a 
new pair of gloves, speshally as his pictur is a going to he given to 
Bumhody. So now he’ll go down to remote posteriority with a 
shabby Hat, and a old pair of gloves on his table. His new Coat 
looks hutifool. It is, I ’m told, a capital likeness. 

The Lobd Mare is placed in his proper persition as first in the 


best room, ^d looks as happy and as jolly as I’ve no dout he 
gmer^y feels, though he don’t never seem to git no rest. 

In the next rooms its the great Cardinal MANNUsra, who ewerybody 
loves and respects, Waiters and all, tbongh it does rather try our 
loyalty to see him at dinner, when he don’t eat enuff wittles to 
fatten a church mouse. If Pd ha* bin Sir Edwaed Watkot, the 
grate Railway Bang, I ’d ha had a much cleaner shave afore I set for 
my pi^ur than he had. I know as he doesn’t like to be thought a 
close shaver in gineral, hut, in this werry partiokler case, he might 
have made a xeepshun to his gineral rule. 

There’s a lovely pictur called Ambrosia, a ewident misprint for 
Hambrosia— probably a new kind of sandwiteh— in whieh tnere ’s a 
werry model of a good-looking waitress a carrying snob a elegant 
little lunshon, as reelly made me quite hungry to look at.' I thinks 
as the reel natives is quite a triumph of Hart. There ’s quite a grand 

E ictnr of the dear old Bank, with all the Carts and Cabs and Omni- 
uses, and people being all sorowged up together, just like life, and 
ewerybody a wonderiug how on earth they shall hever be able to 
cross, jest like life, and the Bus Coachman a fiirtin with the lady 
passenger on the box, jest like life, and the Policeman a driving away 
the pore little beggar, jest like life. Ah, it ’s a reel lovely pictur that 
IS, and werry oreditabel to Mr. DoasTAiL who I’m toldpaintedit. 

I think the most perthetic pictur in the hole lot is the one called 
the Dunce.” He ’s a setting all by hisself, pore feller, what they 
calls detained, a trying his werry best to do his lesson and he can’t 
do it. And why, coz his thoughts is away out in the jplayground, 
where he hears the shouts and the larfing of his skool-fellers. Now. 
what shood I do. Doctor Abbott, if I was his master P Why I shood 
let him have a nours run with his playmates ‘and then, when he 
cums in fresh and jolly, try him again, and praps ha’d estbi^ yon. 
I was a Dunce myself wunoe, speehally at spellmg,, ami that ’s how I 
was cured. 

How werry contented all the Parsons looks, they lolls bgck m their 
cumferal chairs as much as to say to the tired wisito^sy. ** DlSt you 
wish you had sitch chairs as these to set in P” Some'bf the Solgers 
looks at yon jest as if they ’d like to say, What on airth are you 
staring at ? ” - 

I coud ony take jest a glance at the lovely landscapes ; but oh, how 
nice and cool and carm they aR lobked, afto the staring portrates 
with their flaring cullers. , , RbBEET, 


“ Tme Wye ” is among B^Aid:0iLD’s.Tourist Guides for itto is^ason. 
He ought issue anotfe oalied ‘IThe TFAere/ore.*? If ie doesn’t 
show cause for the tour, people will sBnply ask, WhyHK^MTg^p 
at home. ^ ^ ^ ^ 


Me. Newton will by this time have received- q[^te 
torrent of abuse on his devoted head. No — not torrent " 
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REMARKS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNANSWERED. 

Lady Qodim. Yes, Mr. Greeit, I *te been Painted by all 

THE MOST CELEBRATED ArTISTS OE MY TIME ; BUT NOT ONS OE THEM 
HAS EVER DONE ME JUSTICE I” 

Jfn Green, “What— not even Sir JoseuaP* 


see, if Salisbury joinS} I 10 *11 want to b6 Prune Mini ster! mid then 

where shoidd /be r . « . ^ i. .1 

Mr. Ch-mh-rl-n {turprised). You! The auestioji rather u, 

{fiaaUy). ^^.^well; theii,we’ll didve that 
subject too for the present. w< 
the Lords, and lead them f 


Wouldn’t you— ei^like— er — to go into 


MIXED PICKLES j OE, A YEET LATE PAETT. 

Scene — A Private JRoom, Two Eminent Statesmen discovered in 
consultation. Lists of past and present Members of Parliament, 
also political Maps of England, scattered about. 

Lord P, Ch-rch-ll, Well, we *re ^eed about the name, then. 
It*s to be the “National Eadioal Conservative .Unionist liberal 
Par^,** eh? 

Mr, Ck^mb^rUn {doubtfully). Bather long, isn’t it? Wouldn’t 
the “Old England Party”— no connection with Dizzy’s “Young 
England” ditto— sound better ? And then we’re safe to be called 
“ Nationalists,” and the word has such dis^eeable associations. 

Lord R, Ch-rch-ll {cheerfully). Pooh I What ’s in a name ? I ’ve 
been called lots of nasty ones bmore now. 

Mr, Ch-mb^rUn, Yes, and called them yourself, too, sometimes. 

Lord R, Ch-rch^ll {with gay indifference). Mow to business. The 
most important thing we have to decide is— Who are to be the mem- 
bers of the Mew Parfy P 

Mr, Ch~mb~rUn {confidently), Cuite so. There’ll be a perfect 
rush to join us. We shall have to “ hold the fort” pretty strongly 
to prevent our being swamped. Mind, no weak oomphanoe with 
what are^.ealled “ social infLuences.” 

Lord R,^ Church’ll, Mo. And no claim for admission founded on 
mere relationship to be regarded for a moment. 

Mr, Ck-mh-rUn, Hm ! I don’t know. Family life, you see, is, 
after all, the basis of .the State; and so it’s only fair that the State 
idi^uld do something for one’s family in return. 

Lord R, Ch-^rch-U {diplomaticalliA, AU right ! Then we ’ll shelve 
that subject. Mow, as regards the &. 0. M. Suppose he found him- 
self guite out in the cold,^ and wanted to join us, eh ? 

Mr, Ch-mb-rUn {demded^); Mot for a moment. Where would 
our “Dual Control” bethmf , * , 

Lord R, Ch^rch-U, Of course. Shouldn’t we let in Hartincton ? 
Yes. Well, how about Salisbury ? 

Mr. Ch’-mh-^rUn. Awkward if Salubxjry thinka of becoming 
member of Mew Party, eh ? 

Lord R, Ch^-rch^ll {energetically). That’s my view entirely. You 


Mr, Ch-mh-rUn, You mean, of course, as Premier ? 

LordR, Ch-rch4l {modestly), I thought- ahem— that my natural 
gualihcations for that post were so obvious that but, as I said, 
let’s drop the subject for a time. We can come back to it agam. 
Mow, what’s to be the programme of gie Party ? ^ ^ ^ 

Mr, Ch-mb-rUn {with emphasis). There’s no doubt dbout that, I 
should Free Eduoatiou, of course. Then Jesse insists on 

allotments and free holdings 

LordR, Ch-rch-ll {thoughtlessly). Hang Jesse! 

Mr, Ch-‘mb“rl~n {with considerable dignity), Sang him? I intend 
Jesse as our first Chancellor of the Excheguer, or President of Board 
of Trade, I can tell you. . „ . , , ^ 

Lord R, Ch-rch4l {gaily). All nght. / don’t mind, if you con- 
sent to Woeef being next Qoveimor-General of India. Army and 
Mavy Estunates to be out down Five Millions, •each, eh ? 

Mr, Ch-mb-^rUn, Couldn’t think of it. We must have a Fleet of 
some sort, you know. , „ , ... -l. , 

Lord R, Ch*rch4l {discontentedly). Then that subject will have 
to be shelved, too, I suppose. You don’t mind, at any rate,^ a clean 

a h^. Mo broom you cau use 
win be too hard for them. They’ll make it a dirty sweep before 
you ’ve done. Then there ’s Local Government, of course. 

Lord R, Ch-rch-ll, Beadmstment of Taxation. 

Mr, Ch’-mb’-rUn, Disestahlishm 

LordR, Ch^rch4l. Eh? what? , 

Mr, Ch’-mb-rl-n {calmly). Don’t be alarmed. We ’ll shelve that 
too, if you like. ^ 

Lord R, Ch-rch-ll {relieved). By all means. {With growing 
uneasiness,) But then, I say, after all, w;bat is our programme ? 
How does it differ from Salisbury’s, for instance P 
Mr, Ch-mb-rUn {ingeniously). Oh, it’s far more really Conser- 
vative than his, you know. , ^ 

Lord R, Ch-rch*ll, Yes— {encouragedY—l see. Of course it is. T 
And how does it differ from Gladstone’s ? 

Jfr. Ch^mb-rUn, Gladstone’s? Oh, well— er— it’s more really 
and truly Liberal than his I 

Lord R, Ch-roh’-ll {ruminating). That sounds all right. The 
guestion is, wiR the country believe it ? And if we have to shelve 
so many gncstions in order to form our new National Party, shan’t 
we run a risk of being shelved ourselves when the next ‘^wave of 
progress ” sweeps over the Constituencies ? {.Left ruminating. 


WOETH MENTIOMIMG. 


• “Westoate-on-Sba.” Mr, Punch iskes ofE his coat and west- 
gate in this hot weather to correct a slight misguotation. Mr, Punch 
IS represented as saying that none of the greatest Composers ever 
piyduoed an air to egual “the exhilarating, recuperating air” of 
Westgate-on-Sea. Mow Mr, Punch, when he wrote this (July 2), 
did not limit this lovely air to one particular spot, hut described it as 
“ the exhilarating, recuperating air of the Isle of Thanet.” That 
Westgate is in Thanet is true, but the advertiser poetically uses the 
part for the whole, thereby omitting Birohiugton, Margate, Broad- 
stairs, not to mention the inland villages (denghtful in the fall of 
the year), and above all Eamsgate, which is not Mr, Punch's “ sea- 
side resort,” as is Westgate when he wants a northerly breeze, but 
Mr, PuncTCs sea-side Besidence, where ten- twelfths of the year are 
delightful, where sky and sea come out in Mediterranean colour,— 
where it is Mice without its cold-catching dangers, where fruit and 
vegetables are flavoursome and plentiful, and where there is even 
more than a fair share of that exhilarating, recuperating air, of 
which the Isle of.Thanet has the sole patent. 

In one hour and forty minutes, the L. C. & D. takes the traveller 
from Town to Westgate, and in two hours to Ramsgate, by Danville 
Express from Yiotoria and Holbom Viaduct. On Sunday morning, 
starting at 10 ’30 a,m., the Jaded One can he down for lunch at 
Eamsgate by 12*30, and all the day before him. 

A jpropos of the Granville Express, Mr, Punch had the pleasure 
of dming at the Granville Hotel the other evening, and a better 
dinner, better chosen, cooked, and served, could not be got anjrwbere 
in London, or out of it. . The proprietor, Mr. (Iuatbrmain East, 
may not wish this to he generally known, but Mr, Punch, who 
specially compliments the chef on his clear turtle and whitehait, 
thinks that he shall be doing a service ,to everybody by not keeping 
secret the story of this (Iuatbrmain— not Mr. Eider HAaoARSi 
who means to remain the “ ft in the comer ” of the Isleof 
Thanet. “ ft. E. D.” and “ D ” stands for “ Dinner.” 
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Segmt Street Trademm. "Look hems, Mb. PoLiOBMAtr, as 'WTB wast rax Job ot Olbaeino TJp this Pbaoe well boot, 

^ WB IjL DO IT OUBSELVBS.” 


Tp you want a thiiisr doD6, you slioiild do it yomself, 
Is an eioelleDt maxim, do doubt, iu its way } 

But, when citizens willingly part with their pcK, 
They’re entitled to claim some return for their pay. 
Buufdoes not pay Bobbies to lounge on thep beats. 
And leave him at last to look after nis streets. 

About “Law and Order” there’s plenty of ta^. 

But Order seems missing, and Ltfw appears buna. 
The streets of his City in safety to walk, 

^ter stumping ub taxes of every kmd, 

Is surely not much nor a man to expect, 

And excuses for failure Ke ’s prone to reject. 

Sure, Regent Street is not Alsatia— not quite. 

Ami tfis handing it over to rumers and pests, 


At whatever hour of the day or the night, t* 

Is a thing against which civic judgment prists j ^ 

And BniL, when once roused, be you strre, mirdetenmne 
Against caving in to noctivagant vermih. 

Must Trade, then, turn scavenger, tradlamen turn out 
With besom and basket to keep them ways clean Y 
The Bigwigs and Bobbies might like it, no doubt, 

But Bull will demand what the dickens they mean. 

He ’ll have his streets decent by daylight or dark ; 

For why should a man who keeps dogs have to r * 

.... ^ ^ ^ / 

— — I — » A ^ . 

Fhom “ ITobma.”— M oonliAt Serenade for Three Voiooa-a^a^- 
trate, a Policeman, and a Home Secretary—in.Reg^t Street^, 

“ Ca88-ta Dha^ Incantatrice J ” ' ^ 
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“GESTA GRAYORUM.” 

The Timei of Timrsday last in a learned article on the Gray’s Lm 
Masque, records that “ On the’28th February 1587, eight members of 

the i^ciety were engaged in the 
production of The Misfortunes of 
Arthur^'* but on the occasion of The 
Mashe of Flowers in 1887, the 
Honourable Society of Gray’s Inn 
showed what could be done with the 
Success of Arthur; that is, of 
Master Aethtts W. 1 Beckett, 
Master of the Revels. And indeed 
what could be done in Old Gray’s 
Inn, was on that occasion quite a 
Revel-ation to most of us. Mr. 
Punch heartily congratulates the 
Honourable Society of Gray’s Inn on 
possessing such a Revel-Master— he 
ought at once to be created Lord 
Revel-stoker— who is able to give 
life and form to so excellent an idea, 
who can design such exquisite cos- 
tumes, compose such appropriate 
music, paint such perfect scenery, 
and instruct amateur pupils in tne 
arts of elocution, action, singing and 
dancing. 

Mr. Punch is perfectly aware that 
the costumes were due to Mr. Lewis 
Wenoeteib’s designs and Mr. Alias’s 

Embodiment of an ArAmian f 

lejend. The Master of the EeTeU. ®y ^0=^ 

U'CONITOE, that the music was 
composed and arranged by Messrs. PnsirnEnoAST and BmcH- 
^ dances were invented “ with the assistance 

of MSS.” (old English for “ Master of the SeremonieS ”) and taught 
by the experienced Mr. B’Atjban-. But the lawyers of Gray’s well 
knw that Qu% facit per aliumfacit per se,^^ — and in the case of the 
oosti^es, Quifa cit p er hJLikS> fctcit per se — and so with the merit of 
what Master Aetote W. A. Beckett executes by his chosen agents 
he himself is to be credited. It was a great success, from first to 
last. Just one word at parting. Mr, Punch hopes that the Mashe, 
as it is, m not to be reproduced on the public stage. Such a pro- 
ceeding, by deprivmg it of its venerable and appropriate surround- 
’^^Q.rise an entertainment which should have remained, 
withm the precincts of Gray’s Inn, archaic and unique. 

hya Very Ordinary Person.— CTushedi. 
Difficulty with hat. That ’s why I dislike a Matinee, because you 
can t o^e m a crush hat.^ But you ’re sure to go away in a crush 
nat.^ Opera-hat in daytime looks so disreputable : suggestive of 
ha^mg been out all night. "While hiding my hat, lost my book. 
Probably under lady s dress. Ho use trying for it. Band outside 
plays JNatmnal Anthem, and a voice from a dark recess shouts out 
some word of command to the Beefeaters— (poor chaps, in this hot 
weather ^ the Overdone-Beefeaters ” — fine-looking feRowa with 
prime jomts)— and then enter Royalties. Can’t see them. They ’re 
seated. Enter, m front, tall young men in coloured tunics, knicker- 
bockers, and turn-down coUars. What are these y The Backward 
Gray s Inn ? Ho. The Orchestra. It commences. There 
axe fiddles, ^d basses, and a second-hand cracked piano, suggestive 
of hayu^been hired from itinerant minstrels on Margate Sands. 
My neighbour asks me if the band is ** (3ooib and Tinnet ? ” Mv 
evident— More Tinny than Coot.” neighbour informs me 
that the cracked piano is really a very old instrument, in use about 
the time of Gueen Elizabeth. Exactly : just what 1 should have 
thought. The Benchers ^ht to have been rich enough by now to 
have bought a new one. When a thing is to be done, do it well. Ho 
cracked pianos. Hot worth fourpence an hour. 

represeEtinff entroEce to Old Gtray’s Ieb. 
I+w white beard. I thmk he is Great GraEd- 

iather ^istmaa oflE Gog md Mapog’s twelfth-cake. He soleBmly 
salutes the auieEce m nuhtary style. "Why military ? It suddeElv 
oeours to me. Is a Masque fiumy f ” I ask my ne^hhour. He is 
UEOCTtam. ^dmtiy a cautious man : he will reserve his reply till 
he has seen it. Itoter a CoLambine, lite “ My Lady ” used to BeZ 
?r,Vb& . ^ Gteeat GrandfaWchristmas, who see^ 

1 ®?*^ ^®® J® present I don’t quite 

catch the plot. Hext neightonr says he doesn’t think there m a 
I ^ at his book. He says he is looking at it • 

H doesn’t understand. ^Enter 
It appears that Great Grand- 
has forgotten to part, or left it in the dressing- 
room, and the Giant Jester has kmdly brought it him. Ho jokes as 


yet. Ho good lines. My neighbour says this is the sort of thing 
Gueen Elizabeth liked. ^ Did she ! And the cracked piano, too, for 
mnsic, which, on the exit of the Giants and the Columbine, comes 
out as strong as the poor old thing can when supported by violins 
and violoncellos. 

Enter “ Silenus and his Crew.” I hear some one say this. Hot a 
bit like a crew. Hot a sailor among them. Perhaps as this is a 
Mask, they are sailors in disguise. Mlenm is, of course, supposed 
to be intoxicated. If he is intended to represent an ugly old Tnan^ 
dismally drunk, and making painful efforts to catch a note, he suc- 
ceeds to the life. Hot funny, but clever. Splendid pantomimic 
property in the shape of a gigantic tobacco-pipe, carried by an 
Indian. My neighbour says, “ Old Elizabeth would have liked all 
this sort of thing.” Poor dear ! 1 pity her, I ask if Indian is to 
be taken as an advertisement for thew ild West ? neighbour replies, 
hesitatingly, that he knows the book has been altered from what it 
was three hundred years ago to suit the present time, so that perhaps 
I may be right. The cracked piano, wMch is having a hard day of 
it, breaks out into a lively measure. Red Shirt, Silenits, “ and his 
crew ” join in a dance, “ Crew Junction ” — ^but why not a hornpipe, 
if they ’re a crew ?— and the Curtain descends on Part the First. 

Part the /S'ecowd— Yonng Elizabethan Maidens in front of a bank 
of roses, and a fountain lighted up, as is the garden, with variegated 
lamps. “Figures look like Old Chelsea,” my neighbour says. I 
retujpn (because the variegated lamps and the illuminated fountains 
^d the arbours appeal to bye-gone memories),— “ Old Chelsea? 
Yes— Cremorne.” Then the Maidens sing a dirge. Perhaps mourn- 
ing, or Cre-morning, for the departure of lost glories. Then they 
oi>en out gracefully, and discover the Columbine of Part the First 
^th a lot of young men — (Oh I), — all seated together in the basin 
of the fountain. The young men in masks— (Aha I— now I see why 
this is called a Masque I— How I am happy, whether Gueen Eliza- 
beth would have liked it or not !)— come out of the fountain, quite 
<ty, rather unpolitely leaving poor Columbine still in the basin under 
the drippmg water. Maids of the Inn can and^do sing charmingly. 



Limbs of the Law. 


The Masquers can Md do dance. Plot no object. It ’s all ©levant 
and graceiul, but totmctly sad, as how can it be anything else to the 
aoeompaument of that craoked piano, whose temporary absence must 
demve Margate Sands of much harmless enjoyment. They haven’t 
smiled once, ’ I say to my neighbour. “ Ho more have I.” he replies 
crMtily, hut then explams that Queen Elizabeth didn’t like ami^tTi p. 

men are most anxious and 

iZoril® (Jreat applause. 

t durmg all this, ^e unfortunate Columbine remains 
sitting m the haam, with her feet m cold water, and her head apna- 
rently TOder a dnpping dmehe. She must be of a most oonten?ed 
disposition, as whenever I catoh sight of her she is smiling, some- 
what vapid^ It IS tone, hut stiU smiling, and heating time on her 

Cotom fiins^s & Co., and tie Indians. They rescue 


JuLT 16, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


WHIM-BUILDIN’. 

By Bvmb CramJbo^ Jumior,) 






Under Canvas, 



Marks-man-ship. 








Pay Villian. 




Shooting from the Shoulder. 







Sight Adjustor. 


De finer ! 


MORE JILLS IN OEEICE. 

Scene — Fosfal Counter of Shop in another part of Town* Two 
more Yo%mg Ladies fMiss Ktjtina Redtape and Miss Minks) 
discovered* At the counter a stout but agreeable Youth pur^ 
chasing post-cards. Various Members of General Public behind, 
waiting* Miss Redtape is engaged at the telegraphic instrument* 

Stout but Agreeable Youth [to Miss Minks). Let 's haye another 
look at the thin ones. 

Miss Minlis* "Well, yon are a difficult one to please! [With a 
killing glance*) There ! Now, perhaps you ’ll make up your mind I 

St* Y* Not so difficult to please as you fancy. But I am a little 
particular about post-cards. I write a good deal on post-cards. 

Miss Minks [archly)* I hope you don’t write your secrets on post- 
cards ! 

St* Y* If I do, you’ll be able to read ’em, you know. 

Miss Minks* Do you suppose I ’ye any time for reading rubbish ? 
Besides— (more archly stilt)—! don’t even know your handwriting. 

St, Y, I write a very nice hand. You shall see it some day. 

Impatient Member of Public* Will you kindly tell me if this 
letter will go for a penny ? [Pathetically*) I ’ye been waiting some 
time ! 

Miss Minks [in injured tone)* I can’t possibly attend to more than 
one at a time I [To Stout Youth.) You ’ll get me into trouble, you 
see, if you ’re so faddy about choosing. You are so silly over it I 

St* Y* I daresay you ’ll think it rather odd, but I don’t seem able 
to make ut) my mind. [Insinuatingly*) Suppose you choose for me ? 

Miss Minks* Perhaps you won’t like what I choose ? 

St, Y* Don’t make yourself at all uneasy about that* 

Miss Minks [coguettishly)* I don’t. There’s a packet of thick 
ones for you. Now, give me eightpence, and go away. 

St* Y* The idea of expecting a fellow to have eiyA^-pence about 
him! 

Another Impatient Member of Public* Dozen penny stamps, Miss, 
please. 

Miss Minks* If you’ll kindly till I have finished with this 
gentleman ! 

St* Y* [in undertone)* You have finished with this gentleman- 
done for him completely ! 

Miss Minks* Do you think I don’t know better than to believe 
such nonsense I I shall get into such a row for keeping these people 
waiting— and it ’s all your fault. [Plaintivdy* | 


St, Y, Poor little girl— they do work you awfully hard! I’ll 
go ^enhmentally), but I shall keep these post-cards always / 

Mtss Ped^ape [reading a telegram)* CMpperfield Lodge, Chipper- 
field, near Uxbridge. Can’t send that. Sir. 

of Message* Can’t send it ? Nonsense ! ^ Why ? 

M%ss P* [who suffers from a fixed idea ; with deliberate predsiori)* 
i>ecause it is insufficiently addressed. 

•^•of M* [much astonished)* Where on earth is the insufficiency? 
Miss P* “ Near Uxbridge ’’—you must alter that before I can 
send it. 

A* of M* That’s the address I was given; I’ve no reason to 
°®heve it wants adding to, and I can^t add anyfliing ! 

Miss P. Then I can’t send it. 

[A. of M. remonstrates in vain, pleads, and urges— Mhs Retina 
. ^ remains obdurate, and he has to retire, helpless* 

Miss Minks [gabbling out form handed in by anxiousAooking 
Lady), “For love of Heaven do nothing of kina. Come to me at 
once, Tiny ” — you want that to go as it is ? 

An^* Lady* Yes— yes— there ’s no irregularity in it, is there ? 

Miss Minks [severely)* You know that better than I can tell you. 
L i mmer’s ? Limmer’s what f 
Anx* Lady* Limmer’s HoM. 

Miss Minks* Then that will be another halfpenny — it will be sent 
offi in its proper turn. 

Enter a Herman Servant. 

German Serv* [to Miss J2.) I vas to gif you zis delegram, blease. 
MissP* Yery weU-;-you can leave it. Stop— who’s it addressed 
to r ( TVith much decision,) This won’t do I 

^orm* Serv* 1 vas to gif it to you. Is it not for ze Lord Meyer ? 
Miss P* Lord Mayor, yes, I see that well enough, but where ? 
Germ* Serv* I subbose vere he dwell at— I do not know how you 
gall it— on ze oondergroundt I zink it is. 

Miss P* Don’t know any Lord Mayor who lives underground— 
can’t take it like this. 

Officious Bystander, He means the Mansion House. I should 
think that would find the Lord Mayor without much difficulty, 
woul^’t it ? ^ 

Miss P, [chillingly). Can’t say, I’m sure. [To Servant*) Ho 
back and ask your Master if he means Mansion House, to say so. 

Germ* S* [blankly). He is goned avay— he vill not be pack undil 
efening. 

! Miss P* Then ask him, then* 

\ Germ* S* I zink it vas imbortant— eef you gould dry at ze 
j Mansions haus, berhaps ? 

I MissP* I’ve no authority to put in anything beyond what’s 
given me to send — if your Master will give an insufficient address, 
it’s not my fault, and you can tell him so. 

Off* Bystander [to miss P*) But hang it all! There’s only one 
Lord Mayor, in London at all events ! 

Miss P* How do I know it ’s for London at all P 
Bystander* I should have thought you might have risked it! 

Miss P* I can’t help what you wotud have thought, Sir ; I know 
my own business. ( To Germ* S*) I ’ve given you my answer. 

[Exit Herman Servant resignedly, his idea of a Lord Mayor 
somewhat lowered; Miss Redtape stamps letters with the 
serenity of conscious rectitude. Scene closes in* 


Arms and the (Police) Man. 

Theice is he armed who hath his quarrel just.” 

But sure that Force in self-defence will fail 
Whose only armour, ’gainst the critic thrust 
Is found to be “ Black Mail.” 

Tisiting Liszt.— The latest and one of the most interesting p^ers 
on this erratic Abhe, is to be found in the Month for July. Tolls, 
lege* Also see London Society for The Hired Baby* The story is 
pathetic with here and there a vein of cynical humonr. As for the 
moral well, you can’t expect much of a moral from a hired baby. | 

A Dark Look-Out. 

There is no public career in India for the native of India.” — Echo, 

“ The world ’s mine oyster” ’tis in vain to sing, 

If f or a “ Native” there’s no “opening.” 

CuoumEK Chronicles, by Ashby Sterey. Light reading, easily 
carried, and not at all cu-cumhersome. Nothing Melon-oholy about 
them. Can’t say any more because it’s so hot, and we ’ve only just 
cutihe cucumber. Of course you must be in a cucumber frame of 
mind to thoroughly enjoy them. 

Tag eoe the Thirsty,— O ne swallow does not make a summer- 
drink. 
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DEVELOPMENT ,OF SPECIES UNDER CIVILISATION. 


*ArHet *^Ow, ’Arry! I s’r! WrufT 'b a IJdLT Cowvb!’^ 


' Little Pablic Opinion will reck, 

' Thougli austere Ekadamanthus sbonld 
And even a haughty Home Sec., [chide it, 

‘ In vain will assume to deride it. 

It 'does not fear satire or scathe . . 

JFromlMmos, thoug^h knowing and nobby, 
And certainly won’t pin its faith, 

^To the Bench’s jpet fetish, the Bobby. 

To make Am. an oracle, ’s coming it strong, 
For even a Constable sometimes goes wrong. 

Our HEWiOTff’s Frincipia ” too, 

Punch rejects in a fasnion emphatic. 

Ho, Shalloyo, my boy, they won’t do, 

They ’re at least as absurd as dogmatic. 
The Curfew you ’d better restore ; 

You’d no doubt be del^hted to do so, 
But you won’t close the West-End at four. 
Until, like poor Rohimon Crusoe^ 

Or Selkirk, you’re “monarch of aU you 
^ survey,” ‘ '' [day. 

Which won’t be, my Hewtox, this many a 

Hay, things have not come to that pass ; 

And Matthews’s obstinate backing. 
Will not close the case against Cass. 

Sound sense seems abundantly lacking ‘ 
In Courts and in Cabinets too ; ’ 

' And Public Opinion will grapple 
With bunglers like Matthews and you : 

So Hewtoh, my boy, ’ware the apple I 
You ’ll probably spy out a lesson or two, 

In this story, that ’s old, with a moral that ’s 
new! 


Another version of “Hbwtok and the 
Apple,” is “ Hewtoh and the Appeal.” In 
France, it would have been sent np to the 
Court of Cass-ation. 


A TESTIMOHIAL. 

OjiT the front page of this week’s Christian 
Age is an excellent portrait of a Christian 
Youth, Mr. Deputy Bed^'ord as Sir Adonis 
Evergreen. ' Age J What has he got to do 
with Agg, whether a Christian Age or any 
other ? He is not for an Age but for all time, 
and if “Age is before Honesty,” then at 

what period of his existence but this is to 

inquire too curiously into the future. SujQdce 
it to say that there is something in this par- 
ticular Page which reminds us of an eminently 
respectable ‘Waiter, not unknown to the 
public, and to more than one public it may 
be, as— “Eobert.” Christian Youth, Salve 
Flos Waiterum ! and in these “salad days,” 
Salvete Flores Tomatorum ! 


Ih Traealgab Sq-xtahe.— The Hew Booms 
at the national Gallery may now fairly claim 
to present “the finest ‘sight’ in Europe.” 
Thanks to Sir Frederick Burtoh and Mr. 
Eastbake, who, like the great naval hero on 
the top of the column in the neighbourhood, 
may congratulate themselves on having done 
what the Hation expebts them to do— their 
duty. And ’so here’s our duty to you, Sir 
Frederick and Mr. Eastlake I 

PoEiTiCAi Mehsdration, — When the 
Gladstonians say that we are “ within mea- 
surable distance” of Home Eule, do they 
mean that that distance is to be measured by 
a (national) League P 

Lord Bramweil, “the Busy B” of the 
Times, 


NEWTON AND THE APPLE. 

A Modern Version of an Old Story. 

All wisdom is not to be found, ' 

In immortal philosopher’s pages ; • 
Common-sense in its common-place round 
Sometimes floors all the saps and the 
sages. 

The doses administered thus, 

Are regarded as nauseous drenches, 

But oitentlmes folly and fuss, * 

Are discovered on woolsacks and benches ; 
And big-wigs in bumptiousness solemnly 
solus, 

Will find themselves better sometimes for a 
bolus. t 

The dignified mazes'of Law, 

’Tis parlously easy to trip in, ' 

; The truth that a savant once saw, 

! In the casual fall of a pippin, 

J The Bench’s calm height ought to scan, 

I More clearly than mortals thereunder, 

I But— your Magistrate is but a.man,. . 

I And Man is much given to blunder. 

; An obstinate Beak.or a 'cynical Q.C,, 

I Sometimes plays the fool— that is wisdom in 
I nuce / 

! 

j This gentleman stretched at his ease, 

I . Looked monstrously wise and complacent 
How green the umbrageous trees I 
How verdant the country adjacent I 
Would anyone hint, save a pump, ' ‘ 
That he is not high equity’s model ? 
Stand down, Mr. Critic, or—” thump I 
The Sage receives one for his noddle. 
Gravitation froinMagistrates’ rules is exempt, 
I, And a pippin you cannot commit for contempt. 
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NEWTON AND THE APPLE. 

A Modem Version of an Old Story, 

All wisdbta is not to be found, 

In immortal pliUosopber’s paeea ; • 
Common-sense in its common-place round 
Sometimes floors 'all' tbe saps and the 
sagres. 

The doses administered thus, 

Are regrarded as nauseous.drenclies, 

But oftentimes folly and fuss, ‘ 

Are discovered on woolsacks and benches,; 
And bi^-wigs in bumptiousness solemnly 
solus, 

Win find themselves .better sometimes for a 
bolus. , 

The dignified mazes 'of Law, 

’Tis parlously easy to trip in, ' 
j The truth that a savant once saw, 
j In the casual fall of a pippin,* 

{ The Bench’s calm height ought to scan, 
i More clearly than mortals thereunder, 

; ®^t— your Magistrate is but a.man,- . .. 

I And Man is much given to blunder. 

I An obstinate Beak,or a cynical 
’ Sometimes plays the fool — that is wisdom in 
! nuce / 

t This gentleman stretched at his ease, 
i Looked monstrously wise and complacent 
How green the umbrageous trees I 
How verdant the country adjacent I 
Would anyone hint, save a pump, - ' 
is not high equitrs model ? 
Stand down, "Mr, Critic, or—’’ thump ! 
The Sage receives one for his noddle. 
Gravitation froinMstgistrates’ rules is exempt. 
And a pippin you cannot commit for contempt. 


r Little Public Opinion will reck, 

’ Though austere Ehadamanthus should 
And even a haughty Home Sec., [chide it, 
‘ In vain wifi assume to deride it. 

. ' It doles not fear satire or scathe , . 
J’romiMinos, thoug:h knowing and nobby, 
And certainly won’t pinits faith, 

^ To the Bench’s pet fetish, the Bobby. ' 
To make A«Vn,an oracle', ’s coming it strong. 
For even a Constable sometimes goes wrong. 

Oar ITewtok’s Principia ” too, 

Punch rejects in a fashion emphatic. 

Ho, Shalloyo, my boy, they won’t do. 

They ’re at least as absurd as dogmatic. 
The Curfew you ’d better restore ; 

You’d no doubt be de ligh ted to do so, 
Bat you won’t close the West-End at four. 
Until, like poor Robinson Crusoe^ 

Or Selkirk, you’rd “ monarch of all you 
survey,” " ' [day. 

Which won’t be, my Hewtok, this many a 

Hay, things have not come to that pass ; 

And Matthews’s obstinate backing. 
Will not close the case against Cass. 

Sound sense seems abundantly lacking ‘ 
In Courts and in Cabinets too ; ’ 

.^d Public Opinion will grapple 
With bunglers like Matthews and you ; 

So Hewtox, my boy, ’ware the apple I 
You ’ll probably spy out a lesson or two. 

In this story, that’s old, with a mord that ’s 
new I 


A TESTIMOHIAL. 

Ox the front page of this week’s Christian 
Age is an excellent portrait of a Christian 
Youth, Mr. Deputy Bedfohd as Sir Adonis 
Evergreen, ' Age I What has he got to do 

ii-i- A At i^T^ • j.* ^ k ^ . 


what period of his existence bat this is to 

inquire too curiously into the future. Suffice 
it to say that there is something in this par- 
ticular Page which reminds us oi an eminently 
respectable Waiter, not unknown to the 
public, and to more than one public it may 
be, as— “Eobert.” Christian Youth, Salve 
Flos Waiterum J and in these “ salad days,” 
Salvete Flores Tomatorum ! 

Ix Teamgab SdxTAHB.— The Hew Eooms 
at the national Gallery may now fairly daim 
to present' “the finest ‘sight’ in Europe,” 
Thanks to Sir Febbeeicx Bttetox and Mr. 
Eastlake, who, like the great naval hero on 
-the top of the column in the neighbourhood, 
may congratulate themselves on having done 
what the Hation expects them to do— their 
duty. And so here ’s our duty to you. Sir 
Feebebick and Mr. Eastlae!b I 


Another version of “ Hewiox and the 
Apple,” is “Hewtox and the Appeal.” In 
France, it. would have been sent up to the 
Court of Cass-ation. 


Political Mexsttratiox. — When the 
Gladstonians say that we are “ within mea- 
surable distance” of Home Eule, do they 
mean that that distance is to be measured by 
a (national) League ? 


Lord Biumwell, “the Busy B” of the 
Times, 
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THE TRIANGULAR DUEL OF THE OPERATIC MANAGERS. 

LORD’S AND LADIES. (July 8, 1887.) 

JLddy loquitm : — 

Battle of Blues ? There the blue of the skies and eyes aristocratic, 
take the array all around the true battle is polychromatic, 
rr?" ^ versvs Brani) ? Ah I of course ; but you cannot expect us to narrow 
The rainbow of Fashion to favour the yearnings of Eton and Harrow. 

Hice lads, very nice; always like Eton boys, when they haven’t got “pots” on, 
i -ni ? ^ good deal that’s “smiting” in Whatshisname—no, I mean Watson"; 

But Blue s not so chic as it was, and a triumph in azure is barren, 
mt is, to a girl who is simply a girl, and not A. C. McLaren, 

White has it to-day, my dear Blanche, though a spotting of scarlet and crimson 
fleams over the ground, for sweet woman will take most peculiar whims on. 

A nice bit of Chelsea ? Eh ? What ? Oh ! that plucky Zord Chelsea, dear fellow I 
Hot out, seventy-two ; very good I — ^but look at that girl in bright yellow I 

see ms to add heat to the sun that is beating and broiling our backs on. 

Eh r Why doesn’t Fair make more use of his capital fast bowler, Jacksoh ? 

I m sure I don’t know. Edith Bland all alone there, poor faded forlorn hower ! 

Harrow has rather hard luck, and I wish I had mounted a cornflower ; 
olue doesn’t suit me a bit ; and why can't they change colours with seasons, 

argue it, please, there’s no muddle like male creatures’ reaeon 
I hat lady in heliotrwe graceful ? Dear me ! why she walks like Pa’s heifer, 

^11 ® ^ could lunch on a strawberry plus an iced zephyr. 

Well* y-e-es, one more glass of chamnaene. and that salad is reallv deli^bt-hil.— 


never ao pun, ii you please, and most surely not under this sun, Sir. 

There are too many ways, don’t you think, so ? of getting “ out” ; bowlings, and catches, 
^d stumpmgs,^ and— what ’s 1. b. w. P Always see that in these matches — 

Oh ! there IS Prince Christian I I wish that the. lads had less powerful voices. 

This shouting must hurt Harrow’s feelings, and if she has fewer “ old choices ” 
lhat isn t her fault, I suppose, and they ought to allow her more batters. 

That would harrow poor Harrow much more ? Well, I really fathom such matters. 
^ I ' Eaphael seems a sweet name ; and he ’s ** out for a duojk ” too ; how horrid I 
Why, even poor Ooslino made /own Oh, dear me,'’’tis trehiendo'usly torrid ! 

And, how they can run so-^- There, listen to Isabel SWthe, do just listen. 

Cricketmg slang ; she has “ crammed for it. How her eyes glisten ! 
Oh I bowled, Sir, indeed ! Caught, Sir, caught ! ’’—And she rhyihes “bowled” to “howled.” 
Most disgusting I " " 

Last over ? Hope Harrow will pull up to-morrow. Of dbfirse they are trusting 


In mighty M‘Laren again. But oh, if their 
colours they ’d vary I 

Unless jrou’ve a brother, you know, or a 
lover like Mildred and Mary. 

In one team or other, it ’s hard to get up an 
emotion that ’s “ humming,” 

For dark blue and light are so like, Sir, and 
neither is very becoming. 


New Boom Notes, National Gallery, 

“ The Three Graces!' now well placed, 
had been previously “skied.” But didn’t 
this show that Sir JosBroA’s work ranked 
uncommonly high in the opinion of the 
former hangers ? 

It is not surprising that among Sir 
Bobbrt Peel’s Collection there should have 
been several charming Constables, These 
Pictures ought to be called and known as 
“ Peelers.” 

SONGS AT STAMBOTJL. 

{Bwng hy Sir S-nry Zr-mm-nd W-lff. ) 
L— L’ADIEU A LA PORTE. 

Air — ‘‘ The Good-bye at the Zoo) P 

Oe all the memories of the past 
That long will haunt my dreams, 

This scene upon my soul will cast 
The brightest, gladdest beams. 

I ’ve really had the j oiliest spree, 

Though S-L-SB-RT cuts it short ; 
Memory will oft recall to me 
The &ood-bye to the Porte. 

My stay out here may have estranged 
The closest friends I knew ; 

R-nd-lph, I think, seems rather changed; 

Will B-lp-r prove more true ? 

No happy hours a^ain for me 
la this sweet clime to sport I 
I cannot contemplate with glee 
This Gk)od~bye to the Porte. 

IL-GOOD-BYE, SWEET PORTE, 
GOOD-BYE! 

Air — “ Good-bye^ Sweetheart^ yood-bye ! ” 

Mr bright hopes fade, my heart is breaking 
(I feel inclined to cuss our Chief), 

And I from thee my leave am taking. 

After a stay too brief, too brief. 

How sinks my heart with strange alarms ! 

An angry tear obscures my eye. 

Stamboul, they drive me from thy charms ; 

Good-bye, sweet Porte, good-bye ! 

My innings end,— without much scoring, — 
Loud swells the Rad’s derisive jeer. 

If France I long have failed in flooring, 

StiU I was here, stUl I toas here. 

If I could keep my place (and pay', 

Patient diplomacy to ply, 

I would not leave thee though I say 
Good-bye, sweet Porte, good-bye ! 

Grandolph’s Teachings.— When you 
rush in to dress at five minutes to eight, 
and you are to dine two miles off at eight 
sharp, when your shoe-strings break, your 
studs roll on the floor, your llnkfl refuse to 
catch, and you suddenly discover an iron- 
mould in the centre of your shirt-front, 
then when a sweet patient voice from the 
other room says, “0 my dear! don’t use 
such awful language ! ” then bethink you 
of Grandolph, and explain that your fer- 
vent utterances were only “blessings in 
disguise.” 

CovENT Garden Opera.— ilfr. Punch's 
advice, — if Lohengrin is given again, with 
the same cast as it had last Saturday, go 
and hear it. A real treat. 
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That he must tmderstand that Ms house- 
hold will be composed partly of traitors, 
whom, however, as the Government will 
see that his bedroom door is provided with 
an extra bolt, he need only keep carefully 
under Ms eye during the day-time. 

That the salary for discharging the above 
functions will be £200 per annum, payable 
q,uarterly in advance, and guaranteed as 
recoverable by personal service, on the pro- 
perties of the unpopular chiefs of the 


OFFICIAL OBJECT LESSONS. 

fln vpT.ATK TK’o of the foul conditiou of the 
bathing-lakes in Victoria Park, Mr. Pickeks- 
GiLL a&ed the First Commissioner of Works 
“ to accompany him one morning to see the 
state of the Lakes for himself. There is 
is some reason to believe that, acting ontMs 
admirable suggestion, ofS.cial expeditions 
will be organised to other places"; for in- 
stance 

The Duke of Bbdpokd vnll attend at 
Covent G^den Market at two o|clook in the 
morning and stay there till mid-day, and 
see how he Hkes it. 

Mr. Chambeklaht will consent to be 
locked inside a barricaded Irish hovel when 
an eviction is expected. 

The Ranger of Kensington Gardens— if 
there is one, or, failing him, the Deranger 
—will visit the neighbourhood of the Round 
Pond, and notice the adroit manner inwMch 
the turf has been removed so as just to pre- 
vent the full enjoyment of the gardens by 
the public during the whole of the present 
summer. 

Mr. Ma-TTHEWS, as an Amateur and very 
Casual Defendant, will go round the various 
Metropolitan Police-courts, and attempt to 
give evidence contradicting that of police- 
men, and will thus obtain a valuable in- 
sight into Magisterial deportment. 


the Metropolitan Board of Works will har- 
ness themselves to omnibuses, and attempt 
to drag the veMclea, when fully loaded, over 
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THE PROVINCIALS! 

KortTiem Belle. “Did you go up to the Academy Soiree?” 

MasTier. “Ah— M— M— no. • I— ah— seldom go to London now. My Tailor comes 
DOWN North three or your Times a Year ! ” 

PAVING THE WAY FOE HIM. 

It is understood that at the final sitting of the Sobranje it was decided to submit to Prince 
Ferdinand of Saxe-Cobnrg the following memorandum of terms for Ms acceptance 

That he shaR forward, together with Ms references, his photograph on approval. 

On it being notified to him that these have been considered satisfactory, he shall state 
whether he^ understands the confidence and three-card tricks, and also what acquaintance he 
|>08S68ses with the heavier feats of advanced leger-^de-main that would warrant his active 
mtervention in the diploma^o intrigues of Eastern Europe* 

That he shall provide Ms own crora, which must be a decidedly showy afiair, and shonld 
be so constructed as, by a little manipulation, it could, in any sudden outbreak of popular 
fmry, be made to assume the appearance of an ordinary top-hat. 

That Ms coronation-robe , skonld be reversible, and, when turned inside out, serve as a 


with Ms life beyond the frontiers after the passing of unpopular measures. 

That he will be expected to have sufficient command of the Russian language to enable him 
to indite an” occasional defiant and offensive epistle to the Czar as occasion may require. 


The Archbishop of Canterbury, disguised | 
as atroubled'parishioner in need of spiritual 
advice, will call on any London Curate and 
ask Mm his real unvarnished opinion on his 
Vicar’s proposal that he should “give liber- 
ally” to the Church House Scheme. 

Mr. Gladstone will “take a place” in 
Kerry and try to collect his own rents. 

Mr. Labouchbre will negotiate with the 
Sublime Porte himself, at half Sir H. 
Drummond Wolfe’s salary, and promise 
not to grumble. 

And, every Member of Parliament who 
has ever promised to “do something” to 
improve the Dwellings of the Poor, and 
has done nothing, will spend the whole of 
August in a slum-dwelling in WMtechapel. 


Old Doggerel Adapted* 

Some say to keep the realm compact, 

We must stick to the Union-Act ; 

Others, that to he one, and feel it. 

We must immediately repeal it. 

Strange that such difference should be, 
^Twixt Union and Unify / 

How perfect Mr. Rider Haggard’s latest 
story would be, if it weren’t for Ms per- 
sistent introduction of the low oomed^, 
a stagey French cook of the old farcical 
order. Couldn’t he “find another way to 
(comic) man his Haggard ? ” This quota- 
tion is from The Taming af the Shrew, 
adapted. 


JtLT 16 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

XXTBAOTXD PBOM 


desperation, GLansTONB had declared that he and his friends had not 
been charg^ with conniving at Obalmction, 

“ If the charge has not been made,” said Goschen, trying to edge 
himself behind the plump figure of Old Morality, “ it shall be made, 
and I make it.” 


THE BIAEY OP TOBY, M.P. 3 mS7it:” 

House of Commons^ Monday Mghf, July 4.— Ploor of Honse This brought up HABCOtnaT, who called GoscHiair “ a deseiter,” 
strewed with crackers to-night, popping ofi unexpectedly as proceed- This did not add to general amity of proceedings. Opposition 
ings advanced. Immediately after Questions, Abthtjb Baipoitk cheered; Conservatives howled; then, amid uproar, a voice was 
brought up to whipping-post. For so clever a young man Abthtje heard denouncmg the conduct of Members of the Government as 
has made serious mistake. Gave de&iite pledge upon certain clause “ wanting in dignity and decorum.” The voice spoke more in sorrow 
of Coercion Bill, then omitted to fulfil it, and finally, when challenged, than in anger. There was a tear in every sellable. It was 
wriggled about and endeavoured to show that his remissness of no clear that, out of the fulness of a heart crushed with pain at wit- 
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■E.tB.. PUNCH'S PABIilAMENTART BEVIEW. 

FoLC’^Sivailc of Sketch made hy our Sjpccial Artist on the Field, 


httwntinently putdownbySPEAKBB. Haxlbt-Stbwakt, that child Who coma w oe 

of victory, came in fresh from Spalding. Greeted with thunderous feembling Government? ^bo, 

oieers from Oppositiott who have plucked up spirits wonderfully. tion and decorum and dignity f 

Old Morality,™ his oldertMd Bu^ts Government secured all remaining days of 

appropriate remaimng time of House for Government business, hire « • _ 

BiTwa^ld dlV to f™L“cto?Xto Way JViyA<.-‘‘ A had Cass, a w had Cass,” ^«r^ Old 

^ Smtth havuiff renlied in Morality, moving uneasily on his seat. It was Seven o'Clock. Thmgs 
most magnificent manner jomed in pr(rt^^^ SJOT g P certainly looking very had. At Question-time, Athebly-Joi^es, who 


to front, wringing 


led in with vigorous sneecn ; then woschb» came w xukcxacxu. ^ ^ 

his hands and working himself up to height of 1 for mq,uiry, Matthews with ludiorous 
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iraye desired promise. This was on Friday last, !Now went tack on Coercion Bill, First Eeadinff, Second Beading, Committee Stage, 

&om promise and declined to kave anything to do witk affair, ^d Beport Stage. Now Third Beading moved. GtIADstoids hegins 

House evidently angry. Athebly- Jones moved adjournment; it all over again, as if nothing had yet been said. Benches filled to 

f rted by over a hundred, and debate entered hear him, and no one moved till speech ended in glowing peroration. 

Caine and Dodds struggled for honour of Then Members, simultaneously struck with conviction that they’d 
ling Motion. Dodds won. Seems Miss heard this before, streamed out. Best of Sitting dull talk and empty 
i father is one of his constituents and a benches. Business Third Beading of Coercion Bill moved, 

•espectable man. ^ Coercion Bill through at last I Final bout of talking 

Tbiy,” cried Member for Stockton with sudden dull till towards end, when Dillon made one of his impassioned 

access of energy, ‘‘he leads the brass band speeches (wonderfully improved has John since he first entered 

in the Malleable Iron Works.” Souse). Haecoubt stroked Ministerialist back wrong way; and 

That settled it. Thenceforward Mat- Goschen replied m animated speech. One little fiash disturbed 

THEWS regarded as a doomed man. Cham- monotony of earlier part of sitting. Elderly young man, name of 

B EETiATN made speech conclusively showing Coleeidge, trotted out again the mean and spiteful reference to Old 

innocence of Miss Cass. Not only was her Morality’s Book-stall connection. 0. M., for once moved to anger, 

father leader of the brass band, but it was ho^ resented impertinence. 

clear she^ had not been out of the house Haven’t we had enough of this now ? It was Tim Healy began 
on the nights the policeman swore he saw it. ^ Not desirable that men without a tithe of Tim’s talent should 
her in Begent Street. Attobnby- imitate his ingrained ill-manners. 


I w V /A ''4^ General came to rescue of colleague, 
/•:» \ ^ movement ineffectual. Old 

Morality uttered some ponderous 
AW commonplaces without avail. Caine, 

PW revelling in temporary freedom, 

j/a y. lashed the Home Secretary. Gban- 

Im ^ DOLPH, that pink of chivalry, finding 

his old friend and colleague down, 
joyously jumped on him. 

“ I made him. Home Secretary, and 
«< n 4 .V i V when I kicked over the traces of 

On the watch. course I expected him to resign with 

me. But he stuck to office and salary. I said nothing, hut I thought 
the more. Waited for my chance, and here it is,” 

So Grandolph prodded Matthews in the hack, huffetted him 
about the head, and made him begin to wish that he ’d resigned long 
ago. Motion for adjonrnment of Honse carried to a Division, and 
Government defeated by Majority of Five I 

had Cass — a very bad Cass ! ’’ repeated Old Morality, as he 
picked up his papers, and went off in nnexpectedly good time for 
dinner. 

Business done, — ^The Home Secretary’s. 

Wednesday,— B jseki Matthews spent pleasant quarter of an 
hoim tms afternoon. Smith came down, and surrendered uncon- 
ditionally in the Cass case. Promised to make the inquiry which 
MATimsws had refused. John Dillon suggested that, in order to 
save time, Ministers should in future make up their minds what to 
do before the Division was taken. Matthews said nothing. Bather 
sorry for him. Thought I ’d cheer him up a bit. 

“Don’t take this too much to heart.” I said. “ Goo<l of +fllTr 


Business dowe.— Coercion BiU passed by Majority of 87. 


SONG BY SIB ABEL HANDY. 

’Twas on a summer morning in this tropical July, 

A happy thought impelled me an experiment to try. 

Hot early, weather promised to he more hot later on : 

What were the highest grade the glass would register anon ? 

A delicate thermometer, the Fahrenheit, was mine ; 

I placed it in the solar-beams direct, a.m„ at nine. 

It shortly rose to ninety ; and by ten reached twenty more ; 
Eftsoon degrees one-hundred-nine-and-twenty was the score ; 
Glass went on rising near as high as it was marked to go. 

A hundred, three times ten, and six the highest it could show. 
JExcelsior! as Longfellow’s ascending Pilgrim cried; 

So I began to marvel what was going to betide, 

Expanding still the spirit rose within, ere noon had past, 

Till bang went my thermometer, the brittle tube bad brast I 
My old and weH-tried servant through ten years in hot or cold, 
At last it suddenly went smash, a pity to behold. 

I sat me down and sent the Bost the story of its loss, 

Take warning aU Philosophers my tale who come across I 
Experimental Science— mind the moral that I sing — 

Is with a little knowledge in pursuit a parlous thing. 


IN' CONVOCATION. 


Head of a Chapter, 


sowy lor mm. Ihought I ’d cheer him im a bit. The Bishops are considering the “Amen - Corner ” Amen-ments to 

Don t take this too much to heart,” I said. “ Good deal of talk the Catechism. Dr, Bunch happening to drop into the Upper House 
« Jrr 1 ^ ? ? forgotten,” ^ as a cool retreat on a J uly d ay, remind ed 

lake wnat m heart? ’he asked, with pretty air of surprise, their Lordships of the touching appeal of 
Smith is only confirming what I said when' I Little Billee when he went “ down upon 
promised an inquiry.” ^ * his bended knees” to the inhuman 

reused it afterwards.” Gorging Jack and Guzzling Jimmy ^ 

Wp 'A - Exactly.^ So, if Smith had come down and imploring a short respite in these 
relused the inquiry, I would still have been all words:— 

^ •x. m /. -I ^ Catechism 

i ^Hite, Perhaps it will come on further As my poor mother taught to me.” 

reflection. Bus^ness dons,-%upp\j. And Jfr. P. asked the Upper Honse 5 

vmassmilillini. Thtcrsday. — Ckme upon to pause before adding another burden 

cmioua scene in Lobby this to the sorely tried child on a hot Sunday. __ " “ 

afternoon, just after pray- Also the learned Doctor of Divinity Head of a Chapter, 

^shed to ask why, when amending, is it considered necessary to 
£ n J j Division preserve the prim archaic style of English, which is nowadays only 

ot Uxtoidshire, standing at associated with the strictest Guaker, and which is so suggestive 
rSS the Post- of formality and unreality? Why say “ What meanest thou,” and 

Umce. To hm enter Gran- so forth ? It was Puritanical ; now it is pedantic. The Bishops 
DOLPH, making for House, agreed with Mr, Bunchy but the Thermometer being 120% they 
; adjournedtothe“ Wholly Shade,” adjoining the lawu-tennis groun<£ 

/ T]^ws IS looking to-day. It is pleasant to record how something was done in the House of 

/j Maclean, drawing himself Laymen. Lord Nelson said he had received a blow on the head — 

f The President wanted to know if it was a draught 

^.^.-^^^^LPH. of a resolutiou ? Lord Nelson explained that it wasn’t. He fcid 
§ seizing the sit- alluded to an a^-draught. He wished to propound the old theologi- 

J turned round, cal question, Cur xnduit album Milkrus tegulam f ” withits answer, 

^ — "'Poaputservatcalidum:> Rear, hear He wished to know 

cessor in the re-a^sted whether, for the reason above mentioned, he might wear his hat 
fit .^resident remarked that he thought it would out of order if 
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MR. PUNCH'S MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS. 

. No Amateur Reciter can consider Hmself f ally ecLiiipped for tRe Drawing- 
room or Platform unless he is furnished with at least one poem m dialect, and 
Mr, Punch has accordingly commissioned from his Poet a recitation couched in 
the well-known vernacular of Loompshire. Loompshire, it need hardly be 
explained, is the county where most of the stage-rustics come from. The author 
of this little poem ventures to hope that philologists wOl find much deserving 
of careful study in some of the local expressions and provincialisms,^ while 
he can guarantee their entire authenticity, as they are mostly of Ms own 
invention. The phraseology is strictly copyright and must not be infringed, 
except by a dignitary of arcMepiscopal rank for a charitable purpose. As for 
the piece itself, it is founded on a little anecdote related to the poet, which he 
believes has not hitherto seen the light in a metrical^form. It has a good old- 
fasMoned double title, viz 

Mighjjeimas Day ; os, How TA-wnfAs Pattlb vest keajbllt Cooked his Hoose. 

Begin by explaining the situation, thus TMs is ppposed to be spoken by 
a Loompshire cottager, who overhears a stranger admiring the goodly moportions 
of Ms goose,” — ^then start with as broad a drawl as you can assume. Remember 
that to be elective you must be unintelligible. 

“Bewty,” I ’ears ya carl her ? — aye, ya niver spooke truth- 
fuller wurred ! .. j. . 

Rammack t’ coontry side ower, an. ya weant see no fomer 

Passon he axed ma to sell her— but I towld him, “ Beant o’ 

She’s as mooch of a Chris’ en as moast,” I sez, “if 
she ’s nobbut a guse I ” 

Coom, then ! ( This eoaxingly, to an imaginary bird 
— he careful not to seem to make any invidious 
distinctions among your audience,) ... Naay, 
but she wunna I she ’s gotten a wull of her oan I 
her,— pink an’ greey, loike 
,, t’fire in a hopal stoan I 

Howsiver she aims sa hinnercent-loike, she s a fol- 
lexin’ arl I saay ; , . 

^ An’ I boart ’er at Kettleby Pear, I did, two .year 
Cannelmas Daay. u x « 

Araminta her neame is—but I carls ’er Minty, 
fur shoart. 

She weant nawmoor nor a goslin’ o’ coorse, what taime she wiir boart: 

But a’ knawed she ’d turn oot a rare ’un, to jedge by her weeight an ±ea.l. 

An’ I reckoned to fat her by Michaelmas Eve, ef I buzzled ’er oo^ wi meal, 
Mayhappen ya’U ardly beleave ma— but she unnerstood fra’ the fust, 

What WOT hexpected of ’er, (with a senile chuckle^) I thowt that burr d ud na 
bust! . , „ . . X j j 

Cram her, a’ did 1 hut she swuckered it doon, wi’ niver a weasted drop, 

Fur she tuk that hinterest in it as she ’d ruther ha’ choaked nor stop 1 

An’ she ’d foUer wheeriver a went— till I hedn’t naw peace fur t; foak, 

“ ’Ere be Tammt long of his sweetart ! ” wur haHus the village joak 1 

An’ I ’d saay : “ ’Tis ma Michaelmas denner J’m squirin’ ahoot, owd chap 1 

An’ Minty she’d stan’ up a’ tiptoe, an’ fluther her neck, an’ flap I 

Did I ’appen to gaw of a hevenin, to loodk at ma hinion patch r 

Minty ’ud ooom in along o’ mea, an’ rarstle ahoot, an’ scratch, 

Cockmg her heye at the bed o’ saage, with a kink as mooch as to saay : 

“Wull the saage an’ th’ hinions he ready fur med, by toime I be ready for tneey r 
Or she ’d snifter at arl the windfalls asligged i’ the hprchard graass, 

J knawed what she wur erfter, a did— she wim pickin ’em oot for the saasa I 

An’ I ’d roob ma ands fur to see her a ploddlin* across th’ roard, i .. j , , j 

(randeWy.)“Thee’llmak’adeimer,mapratty,”I’dsaaytoher,“fitfuraloardr’ 

Maain au’ boolky she wur as Michaelmas week coom nigh, 

“ Her ’ll niver not bulge naw bigger,” I sez, “an she art fnr to die I 

I knawed she wur doitlin’ soomwheer by the pasture under t moor, 

Sa I fetched the chopper fettled ’im oop-an’ I went fur to do ’er ! {Ghrimly.) 

An’ I cMllupped to Araminty, an’ oop she rins with a clack, 

“ Seea what I’ve gotten to show ’ee,’^ I sez, (wi’ the chopper behind ma hack) 
But I looked sa straange an callow, she knawed I wm m^nin ill. 

An’ she kep a sidlin’ an’ edgin’ awaay, an’ a gaapiii ’Wi hopen hm . 

Then I maade a grab at her sooden— an’ she skirtled off to a teald, 

Wheer Squire had been diggin’ fur fireclaay— eh, hut she yellooked an healed ! 
Cloppity-joggle I chaased her, sa well as I cud, bein’ laame, 

An’ fiippity-flopper she kep’ on ahead— an’ a’ squawked out Shaame I " 

(The Amateur Reciter should find little difficulty here in suggesting something of 
the intonation of a frightened goose : Pause— then continue apologetically,) 

I wur haaf asheamed o’ mysen’ I wur, afoor I coom to the bend, 

{Remorsefully,)^ “Ye owd ongreatful guzzard,” I thowt, to gaw kiUin ya 
hoanly friend ! ” 

But ma friend wur a Michaelmas denner tew as I hedn’t naw^t to refuse . 

' {More remorsefully,) An’ it maade me seea what a gowk I ’d heean to ha gotten 
sa tMck with a guse I , , , 

Sa I danged ’er well as I slummocked on, as ard as ma legs cud stoomp, 

“ Waait till I gets tha, ma laady I ” I sez,— when, arl on a sooden . . . Boomp I 
, —An I wur a sprawlin’ an’ floppin’ in wan of the owd Squire’s pits, 

But fur t* claay at t’ bottom an’ that, I mout ha bin brokken to bits I 

An’ I roared fur ’elp, fur I cudn’t git up, an’ the watter 
war OOP to my chin. [wur in t 

But nobbudy eerd ma a’ healin’, nor thowt on the hole I 
They ’d niver find nawthin but hoans, I knawed, if they ’d 
iver the gumption to ^edge, 

Then I groaned {impressively) — fur I eerd Araminty a 
tooklin’ ’oop by the edge ! 

{Sulky sarcasm,) “Wunnerful funny, beaut it?” I sez, 

(I wur f ealin’ fit for to choak, [the joak 1) 

To be catched loike a bee in a bottle— an’ see her enjyin’ 
{Indignantly,) “Hevn’t ya nawmoor manners,” I sez, 

“ ya great fat bimpident thing ! ” 

{Pathetically,) Fur I’d bred her oop from a goslin’, I 
had— and theer wur the sting ! [hoape— 

Well, she left ma aloan at laast, an’ I hedn’t a mossel o’ 
When by ooom Habey the hedger, an a’ hoiekt ma oop 
with a roape ! 

“ Shudn’t ha’ heerd ’ee, Taioias,” he sez, “ or knawed 
as owt wur t’ matter — 

Ef it hedn’t ha bin fur yon guse o’ thine, as coom an 
raaised sech a clatter, fhopen shaaft ! ” 

An’ drawed ma hon in spite o’ mysen— tul I momded the 
{Catch your hreath^ then brokenly,) Aye, Minty wur 
saavin ma life oop theer— when I wur a thinkin’ she 
laaft ! 

Then I rooshed for to catch her to ooodle and gie her a 
greatful kiss— 

Eh, but I right down bloohered {with pained surprise)— 
fur she scatted awaay with a hiss I 
“ Weau’t niver ’urt ’ee agean ! ” I sez, “ if thee’ll hoanly 
forgit what’s past ! ” 

She wur raare an’ stiff fur a bit, she wur— but {with a 
doddering complacency) I maade her coom round at 
last! 

An’ I had ma Michaelmas denner the saame— an’ a arty 
good denner he wur ! ]her ! 

Sat down coompany. tew— fur I cudn’t ha’ done without 
What did we maake a meal ou?^ {Shamefaced con- 
fusion here, expressed hy scratching the head,) Well, 
— fiapppu thee ’ll think me a haass — 

But I ’ll ’ee : (with candour) I dined wi Minty on the 

stoofiBn’ an happle saass I 

{Retire without ostentation^ to have your Jaw set at the 
nearest Surgeon^ s,) 

j 

Scarcely Woeth While.— For some personal remarks 
on the Prince of WAiES^utterly gratuitous and in the 
worst possible taste, the P, M, (r., as we hear, has been 
dropped by the Service Clubs, and subsequently by the 
Turf. As a mark of strong disapprobation this was right 
enough, hut if it was intended as a punishment which 
would inflict loss, we are inclined to think such boy- 
cotting may have had exactly the contrary effect. How 
happy was Tha ckee ay’s title “ The Pall MaU Gazette 
written by gentlemen for gentlemen I ” If it is not so 
now, what have we got in-SiEAD ? 

Philosophy at the Popping Crease. 

“ The glorious uncertainty P ” why, to be sure 

That it must be the slowest should see at a glance, 

For Cricket, as long as the sport shall endure, 

Must be in its nature a mere game of chance. 

“ ’Tis all pitch and toss ; ” one can show it is so 

’Tisn’t science or strength rules its losses or winnings. 
Half depends on the “ pitch of the wickets, you know, 

The rest on the “ toss ’’—for first innings. 

“ Q-ood Business.”— An advertiser in the Rally Chro- 
nicle of the 12th inst., has not a bad idea of a fair profit:— 
‘pABY-CARBIAGrE Bassinette, un soiled; 4 rubber- wheels, 
D carriage-springs, reversible hood, handsome rug, complete, 
£27 ; cost £4 105., last month. Mrs. W. 

If “Mrs. W.” has not aheady obtained her price, we 
sincerely wish she may get it. She deserves it. 

“The Banceopt School.”— On Saturday last Prince 
AT.TtT;!UT Yictoe laid the foundation-stone of the new 
buildings at Woodford. This sounds promising for the 
Theatrical Profession. Of course Mr. Bahceoet will take 
the male pupils, and Mrs. Banceoei will instruct “ the 
Spindle side.” 

Sabah B. at the Lyceum, under the ’managemeiit of 
M. Mayee. May ’er season.be successful I 


YOi, xcni. 
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MONDE OU UON S^AMUSE.” 

She, “By the bye, I met tour Bbothee at Dinner bast Night, Such 

A DELiaHTEUIi PaeTY ! SUOH A BlNNEE ! 1 SVCH PlOWERS J U ” 

He, “Indeed! 'Wheee itanit?*' 

She, “At the ^a — the — a Upon my Woed, I really fom&jst whose 

House it was I was dining at ! ” 


A DAT OUT. (By Jacques Junior.) 

A nsHiNG, paddlingr pic-nio ! What, to stand 
On the lush margent of the gusty stream, 

With feet benumbed, and watch the bobbing quill, 
And then to dine al fresco’-not for Jacques ! 

Where, for the smooth mahogany of Ind, 

The unplaned earth is board : for cushion’d chair 
The damp earth, ant-inf estea, or rough root 
Chafing the unaccustomed cuticle ; 

Where mint sauce th’ insecure platter doth o’erruu. 
With hose and doublet playing Lucifer ; 

Where glasses must be emptied as they ’re filled, 

To the great prejudice of temperance. 

Or, if set down, drops me a spider in, 

To spoil the fortune he cannot enjoy, 

Like Sir No-Company, who makes a third. 

While e’en a grumble, relishabler far 
Than that keen sauce of Sparta, is denied. 

For one there’ll be who ’U not let ill alone, 

But, “ I prithee try this compound ; I learnt the knack 
In Venice,’’ or, “ Thus in England wines are mir’d ! 
Pray you pronounce upon ’t.” Another, worst. 

Will keep all waiting while he spoils good food, 
Concocting some vhe preparation, 

Calling ’t a Sallet. “ Taste in charity, 

For Fate’s against me ; some ingredient 
Of utmost import hath been left at home.” 

And so the wholesome green is all besprent 
With bile-disturbing mixture. Out upon ’t I 
I ’d rather find a kitten in a stew 
Than one of these same preaching salad-bunglers. 
What are the uses of alfresco meals ? 

Who likes a toad, ugly and venomous, — 

Where ’s such a precious fool — upon the bread ? 

And they who, in contempt, the Dryad’s haunts 
Profane with empty bottles and loose papers, 

Find tongues in tarts, ants running on their boots, 
Wasps in the wme, and salt in everything I 


At the Lyceum. — Saturday was the last night of Mr. 
Irving’s Season,— a season remarkable for the mexhaust- 
ible popularity of Faust^ produced in 1885, and for the 
revival of most of the Lyceum successes, by way of airing 
them for American exportation. On this occasion The 
Merchant of Venice was given. Miss Ellen Tebry’s 
Fortia is one of the best examples of true comedy acting 
in the present day. Mr. Irving’s Shyhck is a marvel- 
lously subtle impersonation, full of humour, pathos, and 
tragic power. After the play he made a short speech bid- 
ding a temporary farewell to his friends. Mr, Funch 
replies, “ Good luck go with you, Au revoir 


THE QUEEN AT HATEIELD. 

In days of old in 
Hatfield halls, 

They feasted late 
and early. 

The grave Lord 
Keeper led the 
brawls. 

And danced beside 
Lord Burleigh. 

The stars of great 
Eliza’s reign, 

Were seen in all 
their glory, — 

Smart Essex girt with golden chain, 

And HjJiEigh known to story. 

’Tis said that ’neath a Hatfield Oak, 
Eltzarbth was sitting, 

When courtiers hastened there and spoke, 
In lowly tones, befitting 



There, where the leaves waved o’er her, 
They hailed her Q,ubbn from shore to shor< 
And humbly bowed before her. 

And now another Oueen has gone 
Where Hatfield lawns are shady ; 

The ancient oaks have looked upon, 
Another gracious Lady, 

Once more a Cecil plays the host, 

And bows in Royal presence ; 


What wonder if Q,ueen Bess’s ghost. 
Looked down upon the pleasance. 

The past and present seem to meet, 

In those historic portals ; . 
Methinks our modern Statesmen greet, 
Elizabeth’s immortals. 

And, as the phantoms fade away. 
While bells clash from the steeple, 
T^y cry,’ “ Long live Victoria, 

To bless her loving people 1 ” 


Very Annoying. — Just when everything 
was going along so smoothly, just when the 
Jubilee police arrangements had been so suc- 
cessful as to warrant a tribute from Chief 
Commissioner Funch^ and a recognition from 
L^doners generally, to have these police 
dimculties suddenly sprung upon Sir Charles 
Warren was enough to drive hiTw wild, — 
enough to make him a rabid Warren. But 
he has taken the right course, and much good 
Wm come out of all this trouble. Cheer up, 
Sir Charles ! Anyhow you are not in for a 
CASS-tigation. 


On Messrs. Richard Bentley and Sons’ 
list of books appears Mr, Hissey^s Journeys 
m England, What an unpleasant visitor, if 
he is only true to the name of Hissey, and 
makes the tour of the Theatres in London and 
the provinces. Managers, beware ! 


"MY LAWYER.” 

[Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d., MT LAWYER : A Con se 
Abridgment of, and Popular Guide to, the Laws 
of England, By a Barrister-at-Law.] 

Who was it, when I thought I saw 
In something I had signed a fiaw. 

Gave me my first distaste for law ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who, when into his hands I fell, 

As I my grievance tried to teU, 

Around me wove some fatal spell ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who from my mind at once all trace 
Of doubt and fear did quite efface, 

And made me think I had a “ case ” ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who of all obstacles made light, 

And, whether I was wrong or right, 

Insisted that I ought to fight ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who, as I saw the costs increase, 

And wished to come to terms of peace, 
Declined to let the turmoil cease ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who daily plagued me more and more, 

And every time I passed his door 
Charged me straight off thirteen-and-four ? 

My Lawyer. 




^0, likingr not his little games, 

When I resolved to waive my claims, 
Umok added fuel to the dames ? 

My Lawyer, 

, Who, though some compromise I sought, 
And did not wish the matter fought. 
Before a jury had it brought P 

My Lawyer, 


Who, though at last I got enraged. 

The battle still more stoutly waged. 

And leading Counsel, three, engaged ? 

My Lawyer. 

Who, when, of course, my case went wrong, 
Because it wasn^t worth a song, 

Sent in a bill twelve pages long ? 

My Lawyer. 


And who, now that I ’m wiser grown, 
And to this book for aid have nown, 
Would still on me inflict Ms own ? 

My Lawyer. 

Tet now, spite all Ms legal tricks, 
Henceforth this work, price six-and*Bix, 
Shall promptly be, in every 

My Lawyer, 
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OBIOKET AT IiOBD’S. 

nUs hy ThmJb CrcmhOy Junior, 


Some fine Free Hitting. "Well Stopped ! 


THE LESSON OF THE ROYAL REVIEW. 

{By Our S^pecial Scientifio Experimentalist) 

It was with great satisfaction that I received my orders to visit 
Aldershot on the occasion of the Royal Review, “ to deduce from the 
display the exact position occupied hy England amongst the Powers 
of Europe as a Military ISfation.” I felt that hardly a better man 
could have been chosen for the task. My experience in the four 
divisions of the globe, my knowledge of the wars of the last three 
quarters of a century, exactly fitted me for the task. I said to 
myself, “I am intrusted with the performance of a solemn and 
sacred duty. I am asked to carefully report upon the condition of a 
large body of men, with a view to sampling the entire British Army. 
The iarge body of men shall have my careful consideration.” 
Actuated by these worthy motives, I left "Waterloo in the early 
mom (it was scarcely nine o’clock), and travelled to Aldershot. 

On my way down I entered into discussion -with four civilians, 
whose interest in the day’s proceedings seemed to be centred in the 
great question of lunch. It was in vain that I attempted to sound 
them upon the efficiency or the reverse of the Auxiliary Forces (they 
were all more or less connected with the Yolunteers), because they 
confined their conversation to where they were likely to find So-and- 

So’s drag on Bourley Wood, and where the Yolunteer Battalion 

of the Royal Such-and-Such a Regiment was situated. 

“What do you think of canvass as a shelter ? ” I asked,'note-book 
in hand. 

“ Oh, a mess-tent is as good a place as anywhere else if the cookery 
and wines are all right.” was the only reply I received that had the 
slightest bearing on the military situation. Then my companions 
refused to talk of anything further save the racing fixtures for 
the following fortnight. 

At Aldershot I found a number of omnibuses drawn up, labelled 
“House of Commons,” which were soon occupied by elderly ladies, 
who appeared to be excellent representatives of our Legislators. 
Seeing that the flymen had arranged a tariff that measured distances 
with sovereigns, and hours with bank-notes, I determined to walk to 
the Long Yailey, and my example was largely followed. Smartly- 
gowned ladies, and men whose attire suggested the shady side of 
PaU-Mall, dispensed with all conveyances, and sturdily trudged to 
the review ground, to the intense disgust of the cabmen, whose 
harvest could not have been particularly lucrative. The only vehicles 
that we saw on the road were waggons filled with country-folk, and 
harnessed to heavy lumbering cart-horses, that moved very delibe- 
rately and slowly, and now and again a London coach. A specimen 
of the last came up to me just as I was getting out of the town— it 
was occupied by a company of ladies and gentlemen with an up-all- 
night look about them. As a matter of fact. I believe it had started 
shortly after midnig^ht, or thereabouts. I recognised one of the 
occupants, who, until he caught my eye, had seemed rather de- 
pressed, but who, upon exchanging greetings vtith me, assumed a 
most jovial air, and seemed quite to wake up. He subsequently told 
me that he had never enjoyed himself so much. “ Up over-night, you 
see, then a long drive in the dawn and early morning, getting to 
Aldershot before the (^tteen’. Review, lunch, and home again.” The 
I last item, I fancy, must have been rather an anti-climax, mthough my 
: friend would not admit it. However, I have a kind of instinct that 
should there be another big Review, he will choose the rail in pre- 
ference to the road. 

• As I passed the barracks I could not help admiring the waggery 
of the Military Authorities in setting up placards requesting “ the 
Public not to walk on the grass.” The light-hearted Authorities (it 
is scarcely necessary to say to those who know the latent humour in 
the breasts of the Head-quarters’ Staff) had selected a site for these 
posters where no grass would grow. From the hurry-skurry observ- 
able on ^ sides, I gathered t^t- the Procession was on its way— a 
supposition that was turned into certainty by the boom of a Royal 
Salute. Md yet I was miles from my seat I There was only one 
thing to do— to force my way down a road that had [been closed since 
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nine o’clock. The entrance to this pathway was guarded by a 
mounted sentry. I approached him, and showed him my pass, 
which made me free of all “ camps and bivouacs.” He complained 
that he was not a “ camp,” but had nothing to urge in denial when 
1 insisted that “then he must be a bivouac.” As some dozens of 
others were attempting to force the passage, he allowed me to pass, 
and from that moment practically the British Army was at my 
mercy. Ho provision had been made to deal with spectators when 
once the g^ant Soots Grey had been passed. Thus I was able to 
lead the ^yal Procession, and was greatly pleased to find every 
one on the alert. Battalion after battalion seemed to me well set up, 
and the Duke of Cambridgb with his drawn sabre left nothing to be 
desired. I inspected them all, and can certainly say that I had not to 
stop to re-arrange a belt or even a general-officer’s scabbard. This 
being the case, my movements were rapid, but not faster than those 
of the Derby Dog. In the fearful heat I found my seat (a very 
comfortable one) close to the saluting point, and then was prepared to 
see the march-past. The bands struck “Geoege Rajngee” 
waved his sword and there was a shout. Then came the tramp of 
armed men, and it occurred to me that after a very long run, I could 
scarcely do better than close my eyes, I found by doing this that I 
could tbinlr the matter out. What had perplexed me on the road 
down was how I should find the mess of the particular regiment that 
had honoured me with a card of invitation for luncheon. 

I soon made up my mind that I had better ask my way. This I 
did, and found tne country Constabulary most intelligent. As I had 
come to Aldershot to see the soldiers, rather than to enjoy the 

g leasures of the table, it would perhaps be out of place to mention 
ere how good lobster salad is when you are really hungry, and how 
very grateful to the palate claret cup appears when one has had 
nothing to drink for many hours. Enough to say, I enjoyed myself 
thoroughly, and catching a train to Waterloo, was once more at home. 

On reading my notes I find that I have left unanswered the question 
with which I commenced this article. I was sent to Aldershot to 
“ deduce from the ffisplay, the exact position occupied by England 
amongst the Powers of Europe as a Mifitary Nation.” Ouite so. Well 
—but perhaps on second thoughts I had better get the Editor to send 
me to another review before I attempt to solve the problem. 

[Certainly ; try it —Bn,] 


or THE MASKE-ALINE GENDEE. 

The great success of the Gray’s Inn Mashe^ has raised in the mind 
of some of the critics the consideration whether a revival of this form 
of entertainment could not be established. Ever ready to assist in 
carrying out a valuable suggestion, Mr, "Bunch begs to provide a 
Scenario for a modern Maske : — 

ScEiTB I. — The Exterior of the Castles of Tobitts and Gladstonius 
with a view of the Palace of Westminster^ seen through the gate- 
way, Enter Sessionitjs, who looks about him and ponders, 

Sessionius, This should not be I Such a time as this puts down a 
thousand pleasant schemes of summer I When a Bill, an Opposition, 
and a Closure are met within the Hall of great St. Stephen’s I Let 
the Ex-M.P. bless the summer day, but Whigs, Rads, and Tories, 
needs must nod to the Sessions Reign. 

Enter Yaoatia. 

Vacatia, Well, o’ertaken Session I 

Sessionius, What ’s that I see ? How dare you approach. D’ye 
mean to give the lie to the prophets, who say I shall not be done until 
October!* Away, thou tempting fancy I Begone! Stay not a moment! 

Vacatia, Nay, be not angry! In days gone by thou used to 
welcome me ! Why is it ? 

Sessionius, Do you not see I cannot move ? With Irish Members 
and Coercion Bills, I may stay here for ever ! 

Yaoatia weeps, and is appeased hy Teipphjs, who explains that 
they can go unto the seaside hy the Sunday trains. Then all go 
out,^ Then enter the Excursionists, who sing strange songs in • 
praise of wine and tobacco. After a while the fun grows fast 
and furious^ and the Scene changes to , — 

The Gaeden oe Pabliamentaet Flowhes oe Speech. 

First song, wherein the Speakee works a charm hy which certain 
Irish Members dance a measure with sticks, and striking the 
Hoor, then one another's coat-tails, and, lastly, one another's ' 
heads. When this is done, Haecooetius appears in the pavan, 
or peacock's strut,'' and marches about, JEe disappears, and 
there is a Dance of Woodmen A hatchets Gladstonian 

Family. All this ends merrily with a view of Yaoatia working 
a change as Teippitts introduces a View of a possible Autumn s 
Session, > 


“What I want some fellow to teU me,*’ said Mr. Dhfeee, look- . 
ing up from an advertisement of a forthoomipg ’sale at Aldridge’s, « 
“ is— what the dickens is the use of a broken sporting dog ? ” ' 
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“a la PORTE!” 


Woli, Must beallt be qoino now ! Had a DELiaHXPUL Time 
OP IT. Spent a lot op Money, and enjoyed myselp amazingly. 
Ta ! Ta ! ” 

Sultm. ** So sobby yoit’re going. By the way, TMi attend 
TO THAT Little Matteb you game about, at the eabliest 
Moment possible. Ta I Ta T* 


GLEAE AS CRYSTAL ; OR, ALL ABOUT IT. 

Interior of a Railway Carriage on a Suburban Line, "Well- 
laformed Politicians discovered discussing question of the hour* 

First WelUInformed Folitician {summing up the situation with 
confidence). Well, that’s how it stands, Dbummond Wolfp has 
telegraphed to say that the thing: ’s no go, and that he can’t get ’em 
to sign. So he has put the Conyention into his pocket, and is coming 
home as fast as his legs can carry him. 

Second Well-Informed Politician {tentatively). Pardon me, hut I 
don’t think it has quite come to that, has it ? He was to have left, 
but the Sultan, you know, asked him to wait for an audience, or 
something of that sort. I saw something about it just now in the i 
paper. [Hunts up and down the columns of the “ Times ” vaguely. 
Third Well-Inf ornud Politician, 0 yes, I know what you mean. 
Here; it’s here. {Produces Standard,'*') Ha! this is it. {Reads,) 
“ Sir H. B. WoLPP was to have left yesterday, but having asked an 
audience to take leave, and the Sultan not having named a day for 
it, his departure has been postponed.” 

Second Well-Informed Politician,' that’s it. {Addressing 
First Well-Informed Politician with more assurance,) Ton see 
there’s evidently a chance of further negotiation. I shouldn’t bei 
surprised to hear that the thing was settled yet, I 

First Well-Informed Politician {with warmth). Stuff, Sir — j 
there ’ll be no settlement— and a precious good job too ! Who wants I 
any Convention? Hot England. Ho, we’re well out of it, and, 
what ’s more; Saxisbubt knows it. 

Third WelUInformed Politician, You (juite surprise me. Surely 
Lord Salisbuey had set his heart on the signing of the Convention. 

Second WelUInformed Politican, Oh yes, I’m sure of that. 
Why, I ’ve just been reading: it— in the Yienna Correspondence, I 
think it was. Where was it r {^Again commences a vague hunt up 
and down the columns of the ** Times," 

First WelUInformed Politician, Honsense— I don’t care what 
the “Yieima Correspondence” says. Tells a pack of lies, I’ll be 
bound* 3[ tell you Saxisbueit’s no fool, and he knows when he has 
got a free hand* 


Third WelUInformed Politician {slightly bewildered). But I 
thought the Convention, don’t you know, did give him a free hand 
—at least, a sort of a free hand— that ’s to say, that ’s the way I 
took it. 

Second WelUInformed Politician ijbrightly). Of course. Why 
that ’s the reason France and Eussia put the screw on the Sultan, 

First WelUInformed Politician, France and Eussia put the screw 
on! Stuff, ^ Sir I Who cares for France and Eussia? Salisbuby 
knows a trick or two worth anj game they can play. 

Fourth WelUInformed Politician {who has been waiting his chance, 
putting down the Daily News"), I don’t suppose this country will 
play any game, at all events, till the Orand Old Man ’s in again. 

First WelUInformed Politician {hotly). What! The Grand Old 

!^ Why, Sir, what do you mean? Why it’s he who’s 

responsible for every blessed muddle and mess, including this 
Egyptian business, that has overtaken the country for the last twenty 
years. Bless my soul, Sh, I can’t understand your having the face 
to put forward such an opinion. 

Fourth WelUInformed Politician {doggedly). Oh, you may bluster, 
but you won’t change my view of things, I can tell you. Gladstone ’s 
the man for Egypt, and for everything else. 

First WelUInformed Politician {Jboiling over). Confound it. Sir. 
Do you wish to insult me. I ’E tell you what it is. Sir, I’ll— 

I ’ll— [Left throwing more light on the situation as scene closes in. 


BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE. 

[Lord Randolph Churchill said that the loss of the Horth Paddington 
Election might prove a “ blessing in disguise ” to the Unionist Party.] 

Unhappy Unionist loquitur : — 

Oh, Grandolph, Ghandolph, was it aH your chaff ? 

I for your real thoughts would give a penny. 

Of such strange “blessings ” we could spare cue half; 

We have so many. 

There’s Smith ; no doubt he is a blessed boon ; 

His dash, his sparkle, and his tact are wonders. 

But why does he “ disguise ” them late and soon 
As awkward blunders ? 

Then Balfour ; he is courtesy’s pure pink, 

But why will he persist in masquerading 
As cynic rudeness ? Such “ disguise,” I think. 

Is most degrading. 

Matthews, again ! Yes, he aufond would bless 
A Cabinet of angels I ’Tis surprising 
To see him as a muddler in a mess 
Himself “ disguising,” 

' Then you yourself, my Grandolph I Blessings flow 
From your bold eyes and trim moustache so tufty, 

But why, sweet benediction, choose to go 
So much in mufti ? 

When you to spot our blunders use those eyes. 

And of our errors turn astute detective, 

Whate’er the “ blessing ” may be, the “disguise ” 

Is most effective. 

The “ Union” Cause our Country’s cause remains. 

But oh ! how long shall we remain its bosses, 

If all our blessings come disguised as banes. 

Our gains as losses ? 

Is it, sweet optimist, too much to’ask 
That you, and aU our failures, muddles, messings, 
Should, just to comfort us, tluow off the mask, 

And come as blessings'? 


We were glad to hear that the charges brought against the London 
Scottish rested upon the slightest possible foundation. There let them 
rest. They will not now change their title to the London Skittish. 


DUMB CBAMBO AT WIMBLEDON. 



Bar ’ll cool her! An excellent Ra%e-Fihdnr. 
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AT THE NAYAL KEYIEW. 

Neptune (jto Vulcan), Hillo, Mate, you here? 

Vulcan, Yes, my hearty; why not f 

Neptune, Well, my aacieat monopoly ’s all gone to pot. 

Yon Ve been “ inching it in,’' for a nnmber'of years ; 

Your Lemnos no longer has charms, it appears 
To detam you on shore. Onoe a K'aval Review 
To a smithy-smoked game-legged land-lubber like you— 
Vulcan, Oh, avast heaving there, Mate I 
Neptune, By Jove, he ’s as pat 

At our nautical patter as Dibdin, that 's flat. 

Can’t you tip us “ Tom Bowling^^ f 

Vulcan, Aye I {sings) “ Here a sheer hulk ” 

Neptune, Oh, stop I What a voice for a chap of your bulk I 
’Tis as shrill as a flle-squeak, and equally mellow. 

Vulcan, Oh yes, you old Stentor, a big breezy bellow 
Is your sole idea of a song, 

Neptune Uj^ering his ^haccy-lox amically). Have a quid? 

Vulcan, I don’t care if I do. But you know as a kid 
After leaving Olympus 

Neptune, , ^ , Ha ! ha I A fair “ chuck.” 

Poor Juno I She felt she was quite out of luck, 

To bear such a skinny young dot-and-go-one. 

Vulcan, Oh, if these are your manners—^ 

Nep^ne, Pooh I Only my fun. 

Pure ^ 3 ^th your yam. Let ’s see, where had you got to ? 
Vulcan, You know that I lived some nine years in a grotto. 

With Thetis, that helle of the Ocean, and therefore 
I’m not such a land-lubber, Hot that I care for 
Your coarse brinyflouts, my old Mulberry-nose. 

Neptune, Humph I ^ You’ve turned a teetotaller now, I suppose, 
^d should I sing “ Hey I Ho 1 and a bottle of rum,” 

You’d not jom in the song — or the swizzle ? 

^ Oh, come. 

We have no WiEFjaiD La.wson in Sicily yet ; 

All my Cyclops would strike. Yes I 1 ’m game for a “ wet.” 


Neptune, That ’s hearty. How, then, you young Thitoit, look slippy, 
. Fetch up t’other bottle. I feel rather nippy. 

And then the occasion ! Bkitannia. ’s my dear. 

We must drink to her health in this Jubilee Year. 

Vulcan, I ’m glad you say We.” 

Neptune, Well, I own you are “ in it,” 

I wouldn’t dispute your fair claims for a minute. 

But they’re thundering ugly, your new Iron Walls, 

And when a big flght comes, — well, look out for squalls. 

This playing at battle is all very grand, 

But I think twelve-inch metal much fitter for land. 

Wood ’s the stufl for the sea ; that ’s a point in my credo. 

That “ mount ” of yours safe ? I don’t t hink a torpedo 
A patch on a Sea-horse, or even a Triton. 

All right I ’tisn’t charged, so there ’s nothing to frighten. 
Things are not now done in your toasting-fork way, 

Neptune, Humph I My trident enabled BniTAifm. to sway 
In a style that ’s admitted on every side ; 

Whilst your guns and torpedoes remain to be tried. 

Your AjbiSTaoNGS and Whiteheaps may give themselves airs. 
But they don’t seem to stop periodical “ scares.” 

Perhaps you may wish, when it does come to war, 

For the old Man-of-war and the old pig-tailed Tar. 

However, old boy, here ’s the grog. That ’s a bottle 

^at might have glug-glug’d down myHELSoir’s brave throttle: 

It’s been in my cdlar since Trafalgar. 

Vulcan, Truly ? 

Neptune, Yes. ’Tis a big day,— let us honour it duly ; 

A splendid wind-up to the Jubilee 

Well, manhood and pluck are not matters of date. 

Let us hope, when it really does come to a tussle. 

That brave British spirit and stout British muscle 

May have the same pull as they did in the days 

When ‘‘ yard-arm to yard-arm ” was Jack’s favoured phrase, 

When death-stored torpedoes and Titan-lipped guns 

And steel in huge masses, and fast-flying tons 

Had never been dreamed of. Ah I Yulcan, your reign 

Has played up rare pranks with my briny domain ; 





Fatheh l^EPTums (cheerily), “ WHIT— YULCAN, MY HEARTY ! WELL, WE ’RE SHIPMATES 
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My spirit may sometimes rebel wben it dwells on 
The jolly old days of Bbakb, Bbubow, and Nblsoit. 
However, we ’re shipmates to-day, so here goes, 

Success to Old England, short shrift to her foes ; 

My favourite, spite of all change, I confess her. 

A bumper, my boy ! Here * s the dtnEEir, and G-od bless her I 


LANE AND GARDEN. 


VEEB. SAP. 

[To a Wandering Star.) 

“ I A-M willing to throw in my lot with that of my friend Huxley, and * to 
fight to the deat\ ’ against this wicked and cowardly surrender. A desperate 
gamester miscalled a Statesman, has chosen to invoke ignor^t foreign op^on 
against the instructed opinion of his own countrymen .’’— TynddlVs 
last Letter to the Times, 



“ Oh, TonaEBs’s could do it when it chose I mind that.” Attuhstus 
Bbtoeolantts can “do it,” too, when he chooses, mind that, and 
his production of Les Hugue- — 

note on Monday the 11th was 
a convincing proof of tMs 
assertion, The mm^enscene 
was as perfect as i£ the Opera 
had been a brand new one. 

The costumes were gorgeous, 
the scenes brilliant, and theyew 
de scene original and artistic. 

Monsieur Matjeel was an ideal Count 
de Nevers^ a chevalier sans peur et sans 
reproche. Miss Engle won aU hearts 
as Marguerite de Valois, ^^Non 'EngW 
sed ' Angel, ^ ” as the Pope didn’t say. 

The Page was rather weak, but made 
up in action and arobness—tbe archness 
was not confined to the eyes, but was 
also strikingly exhibited in another 
feature— for whaWer might have been 
lacking vocally; and then of course 

there were the two brothers, Jean and , w 

Edoxtaed de Ebszkb, always ready to come to the resky. we 
stopped till the end, and congratulated ourselves on having heard 
the very last of the JSitguencds for the first time in onr cheQ,nered 
career. We saw Signor Foil, as Marcel, perform a marriage cere- 
mony between Valentine and JRaoul, from which fact we gathered 
that the Count de Neoers must have been shot, otherwise Valentine 
would be a bigamist ; and, in fact, the moral position of the 
parties would oe an extremely unpleasant one, in view of th^ 
hurried departure from this wicked world, which the muskets of tne 
soldiers, executing the victims and the dramatist s design at the same 
time, compel them to make. The band and ohoriwes were excellent. 

At the Garden, on Tuesday llie 12th, the"n«w Opera, La Vita per 
lo Cxar, was produced and placed on the stage by Signor Baqo, as H 
it had been brought out at the beginning of the season instead of the 
finish. An eccentric Opera. The first Act fresh as the newly- 
painted scenery : full of life, colour, and melody. It started w^ 
with a chorus which was unanimously and enthusiastically encorea. 
Mme. Albani was never in better voice. Gatakee and BEVOXon 
were excellent. The First Act was an undemable success, and 

^^Tlien came the Seo^d Act, all chonis, hops, ai^ Poles, Ho A^a^, 
no Gatabb:^, no Bevotod. Music pretty, but m Toby m the 
Essence of Parliament puts it, “Business done. Hone. Obtain 
down: people a bit scared. Hot accustomed to an Aot without 
Principals, Evidently such an Unprincipard .^t must he 
Act TMrd revived aU hopes. Albani the bride, Gayabbe the bride- 
groom, ScALOHi the best hoy, Bevotod the best boy s father, a 
venerable grey-headed peasant, the very reverse of the mud old 
gent in Leech’s picture who was represented by the Bus cad as a 
ouBsin’ and a swearin’ like hanythink,” masmuch as he is alwap 
either blessing somebody, uttering patriotic sentiments about tne 
CzAB, or down on his hands and knees with his nose m the dust 
saying, or rather singing, his prayers. 

Third Act pleases everybody, raises onr hopes, and then m me 
Fourth Act we discover, to onr atQ£^ement, that we are o^y to s^ 
ScALCHi onoe again, that we have bidden farewell for ever to Albani 
and GayabbI:, and that the remainder of the Opera is to he oamed 
on right up to the end by the heavy father, a chorus of Poles,— all 
acting well, and not a stick amongst them,— and 
representing the Coronation of the Czab. And though 
of Albani, Scalchi, and Gayabbe made everyone s heart 
fonder, though we all missed them, yet we pitied the 
the poor old man,” admired his acting sin^mgjn a most dimcmt 
situation, and' agreed with everybody that this I 

decided success. The Second scene of the last Act mignt he curtmled 
with advantage. This is speaking only ^amaticaUy ; perhaps on a 
second hearing we should change our opinion. 

However, so ends the Covent Garden Opera Season ; it has finished 
first,— a good first. 

q vp, lifew Silver Coinage will be re-named, until it is re-called, 
“ The Silber-Gosohen.” ___ 


Tindall, Tindall, learned star, 
How we wonder where you are I 
Fizzing up like penny pop, 
Coming down on Gladstone 
lop I 


How you savants would cry 
“Shame!” 

"WTiy should Science only claim 
Eight to be exceeding rude. 


“ Besperate gamester 1 ” Tyndall 
mine,^ 

Such invective is not fine. 

Have you not a card to trump, 
Eattling Randolphou the stump ? 

Science in her calm retreat 
Ought that sort of bosh to beat ; 
She, whose words should drop 
like gold. 

Must not ape an angry scold. 

Party scribes wbo rage for pay. 
When most rabid write that 
way, 

Politicians of the pot 
Perpetrate that sort of rot. 

Just suppose that W. G. , 
Fancying your remarks too free, 
Bnbbed you, in polemic rage, 

“ Sciolist miscalled a sage.” 


“ Wicked I Cowardly ! ” Oh, 
bless ns I 

Hercules in the stot of Hessus 
Bid not rage in wilder fashion 
Than our Tindall in a passion. 

Bifference exists no doubt ; 

Let ns calmly figbt it out ; 

But to call eaeb other names 
Is the vulgarest of games. 

Honestly one view yon hold ; 

If to difier one makes bold, 

Is it fair, Sir, to infer, 

That he’s rascal, traitor, cur ? 

Pooht That’s Party’s puerile 
plan. 

Wisdom, Sir, should play theman. 
Brop these tart polemic pennings, 
Leave that sort of stuff to Jen- 
nings. 


EGBERT AT THE GILOHALL BALL. 

AsoME tte Jooblee Seesna is quite wae, I tosIi to rikkoid. my 
sediments with, regard to the show at Gildh_^l. I never, even m ^ 
wildest dreams of rapshnr, ipected. to see siteh a rate as I s^d there. 

I have, in my long perfeshnal career, seen lots of Kings, and ftneens, 
and Princes, aadsetterer, hnt in them cases, I mite say, inthe prand 
words of the old song, “Their Royaltys came by twos aad twM, 
hnrrah, hurrah 1 ” But on that okashun, they acshally onm by shoals ; 
and when they was aUMse^nhled they mustard no l^ t^s^t^-w^ 
true-horn Royalties. Wat a site for a treu-blew Conservatif ! The 
mere common compny, sneh as Common Conns^en, and s^rer, 
was railed ofl at arespeofnl distance, bnt they stood by tee hour _a 
gazin at ’em with rapshnr, altho’ none of ^ hadn t no to rat 
on. Howteey all seemed to enwythe mortal happraess of tee Com- 
mittee-men. who, with their long waa^, was ahoud to stand mrade 
the sacred inklosnre. I didn t see the Royal OnadMel, teo I was 
told as it wasn’t anything werry pertiekler as to tee Mncmg, not at 
Si MuS to the daneing at the Hopera. The gmersl compny 
seem^ to sufler terribly from the want of cheers. _ .^ Ipas^ nnder | 
tS Gallery I seed one most charming Lady, drest jest tte a Pmoess, 
acshallv a sitting on the floor from fatigue, and her l^band a 
watching over her like a garden angel, teo’ he was a Peild Marsel 

The wrld may he surprised to learn that Royalty 
jest like meer common people, so there was snm difflc^^ about 
waiting on ’em, as of course they had to sup alone, mth oifly the Lord 
and L^y Maress with ’em. But one of the mo^ xperienced gentl^emen 
in all London offered to do it for nothmk if he mte sleet hw staff.. 

“ I must ’ave Robbex to wait on me pussunally/’ says a oertam 
Ulnsterions Personidge. “I’m there, yom Royal Eyeness, I says, 
as I persented the rosewater on my henid nees. ms 

I had the almost crushing hpnner of andmg ew^ deUyoassy m 
the season and amost ewery ki^ of the grandest of Shampams to 
snob a supper party as praps TJrope has never before -mtaesse^ 
I have nothing to leweal of tee many strange things as I herd on 

wjwii 

they knows and sees that all they Ims to do to give teowsmds of mosti 
respectable people a feeUng of rapshnr amost 
is for ’em to stand still and let ’em gaze at em by the . One 
wood thinkit might panlnTOn ’em riter a time, hntonewoifld.1torrag. 

With the dippawmer of Royalty tee charm ^ ^ nite 

was gone, tee son had set and the moon 1^ 
pohe^oally. but teereokleoahnn of tee Bl^eof Royalty tot they h^ 
W fSond to gaze on, will last teem for long.e^ and to told to 
Sxm yet nhlmm as tee orowning glory of their hlessed hv^ 
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HOPE FOR ALL. 

"GoaO.” {to VotatOeFiipa). "Abx tott at Thbobem B oe 0, Me. Titteebt?" 
Mr. y. *‘T TELL t’ th’ teeth, Sie, I’m 'at Sea’ — at Sea, Sie, — oompletelt,” 

f Ha ^f%t4 MM t __ j 


/rf T“ A ^r’ -a-i. — Ai OISA, Ol*,— UOMPLETELY," lUflUdCUi, St. Maxtin WOTlld TIPVAI 

{He twmed out an utter failwe, was plucked at OolUge, andliodto take to ABT-Camaiax !) Sims 


“MAEGAEINE.” 

[A MiddUmarCs Lament) 

“ For the protection of the public, all 
consignments of the spurious compound 
that has hitherto, under the title of 
‘ Butterine,’ passed current in the market 
for genuine butter, will in future be 
distinctly labelled and known as * Mar- 
garine.’ ” — Trade Intelligence, 

Aja: I tell me not they’ve changed thy 
name. 

So long a sweet decoy. 

By which I ’ ve made my little game, 
And pjdmed ojff thy alloy. 

Of chemicals and horses’ fat, 

And things not nice or clean, 

You were composed: hut what of 
that?— 

You looked like butter in the pat. 
Why call you “ Margarine ’^? 

Ah’I why the public undeceive ? 

They bought thee with a will, i 
And in thy virtues so believe 
That they would buy thee still ! 
Why have such meddling measures 
framed 

By legislation mean ? 

Alas ! my origin’s proclaimed ; 

^"0 more with butter art thou named, 
But henceforth Margarine ” ! 


IN'JESTHETIC .ffiDILES. 

^ Bad luck to the Board of Works 
I in their project of demolishing the 
I steps, and disfiguring the platform 
of St. Martin’s Church, on the mere 
pretence of widening the entrance of 
theproposed Charing Cross Road. All 
my eye and Betty— namesake, but 
no relation to the Saint. Conveni- 
ence is a mere cloak for their unne- 
T.7 g®®®®?y,7andalism, a cloak which 
xumcklei, St. Martin would never have divided 


LAEKS TOR LEGISLATORS. 

- "wo'oIdbeEo departure from the most highly respectable preeedents 

m noldiug opeu-air sittings of the BCouse of Commons, while its adyantages in 
S! as regards not only physical comfort, but mental and moral 

ntness for the work of the senator, are too obyious to need enumeration.” 

Laily Taper, 

ScEira— TAe Grounds of the Crystal Talace, The House of 
Commons ass&mbled in the Jdosary ; Jdsporters {armed with 
speaking trumpets) in the Band Stand and on branches of Trees, 

Speak^ {in his shirt-sleeves). Order, order I I must reauest 
M^ibe^ to abstain from touching the Fireworks till the evening. 

•4. • * I rise to a point of order. Sir. What are we to do if 

It rams ? I see no preparation for rigging np an awning over ns, and 
1 must protest agamst this cowardly attempt on the part ot the 
Ooyernment to stifie, or perhaps I ought to say drown, discussion, 
and 

pie Speaker (tnfenJossW). If the Hon. Member talks of rain 
before it comes, I shall Imye to suspend him— ahem!— from the 
nM^t tree._ (iaupAfor.) The first Order of the Day is the 
Adjourn^ Discussion on the London Liocal Government Bill. 

8 %r We Harcourt Before the discussion begins I should like to ask 
your opinion, Sir, whether it is in order for the First Lord of the 
Ixeasury to go off tobogganing slide instead of stopping to 
answer questions? {^^ Hear ! hear !^^) ^ ® 

iSpeoSer. The question is one of some difihralty. I have oare- 

fnUT examined the pwoedents, hut there is no mention of tobogganing 

m the records of ttos House.^ I must therefore leave the nmtter to 
self-restraint of Hon. and Bight Hon. 

The Attori^-Qe^al {resuming the Delate on the london 
JStffl. Awmuohhetorideaof the difierent municipal 
the Metropolis will he mapped out can he 
W I therefore 

propose an adjournment of hw an hour for that purpose. 


{The Motion ts agreed U tcdhout a Dkision. On the expiration of 
the time an Mem. Member, who is indistinctly heard by the He- 
pmers, ts understood to propose that the selling of lemonade at 
s^penoe a glMs, wah<mt ice, to Members of Parliament consti- 
tutes a breach of the Privileges of the House, hut is ruled out of 

The Speaker, I call on the AiioBTrET-GEirEEAii to resume his 


[^Inej^ctual search made all about theBosary for Attobuey- 

\jS!NE]EtAli. 

An Irish Member . Try the Switch-Back Railway. 

A TIT Tv and cries of “ There isnH one ! ” 

1 5 • thought that very probably the learned Gentleman 

had looked m behmd the scenes at the Open-air Ballet. 

The Member for the Tower Hamlets (resuming^ ^e ^dSenssbn) 
dilate on necessity of more communications being 
established between the H(uth and South banks of the River, in any 
scheme for Municipal Reform, and alluding to the Tower Bridge 
^ 8^0fnds, remarked that of course Members knew that 
m kaH-an-hour the toe would have arrived for it to be illuminated, 
r ^“^®"^or^raits of Mr. PAJttNBix and all his followers ” 
TO be lighted (genera; cheering), and he therefore moved, as a matter 
of iwgentpn^o importance, tjiat the House do now adjourn, espe- 

top. rf »«. Aid w txtfi 

Th SpeaJter. ^se who areinfavour of adj’oumment say “ Aye.” 

against it-^why, blL S,th ^'8 
S«geant-at-Ams has gone off to see the 
Huparlim^t^ I Surely those figures coming down 


XrL, Jr au, than the old late Rours. Al 

teX a raccess.- i'eel rather all-frisky myself. 

' Hunk I >B go off and try a toboggan. {Left ,iUin^. 
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MR. PUNCH'S PARLIAMENTARY NAVAL REVIEW. 

{Fac-smiile of Shetch made hy Out Sjpecial Artist <mjhe spot.) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTBA.OTBD ISOM 

THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons^ Monday July 11.— Another Child of Yictory 
up to-day in person of Ballakiine, who won Coventry for the 
Liberals. “We shall have quite a family soon,” said Gladstoite, 
who sat on Front Bench, arrayed in wonderful summer suit. 
“ Blessings in disguise,” Geaitdolph calls the new recruits to Oppo- 
sition forces. But it comes to same thing. 

Old Morality created sensation by openly avowing himself a Sepa- 
ratist. Is firm with respect to Union with Wales and Ireland, but 
weak on Scotland. Confession made in connection writh promised 
Boundary Bill. PuLESioisr asked whether Wales was to be moluded 
in measure. 

.“I have not been able,” said Ritchie, with fine sarcasm, “to 
separate Wales from England in my own mind.” 

“ Is Scotland in the Bill ? ” asked Anderson. 

“ No,” said Old Morality. 

“Then,” said Tim Hbalt, “you separate Scotland in your own 
mind ? ” This was awkward ; but the truth must be told, and Old 
Morality told it. 

“ I separate Scotland in my own mind,” he said, in a voice low but 
firm. 

Profound sensation on Ministerial Benches. Things looking bad 
for Ministry lately, what with Spalding, North Paddington, Coventry, 
and Miss Cass. But now. Leader of House having avowed himself a 
Separatist, outlook black indeed. 


Elated with having brought out this damaging fact, Toe Heady 
went on rampage for rest of sitting. Arthttjr Balfour moved 
Second Reading of Irish Land Bill. Chamberlain, breaking long 
silence, delivered speech in support of measure. Tim kept up 
running commentary, growling, laughing spasmodically, and inter- 
jecting remarks. Chamberlain an ugly customer to tackle when at 
bay. Gave Tim as much as he brought. Wrangling getting a little 
high, when Speaker interposed, threatened to name Tim. 

* ‘ Name away ! ” Tim sang out, cheerily ; but knowing from 
experience that Speaker not to be trified with, presently subsided. 

On the whole a small House, and only whilst Chamberlain 
speaking any evidence of interest in proceedings. Next to the 
unexpected disclosure of Old Morality's falling away, most startling 
event of the evening was announcement by Ferguson that Wolff’s 
pic-nic had already cost the country £27,000. 

“ £27,000 ! ” exclaimed Coddington, making his maiden speech, 
and that sotto voce* “I’ll undertake to say that if it had been 
proposed to him at first, Wolff would have taken the odd seven 
thousand and closed the bargain, leaving the tax-payer a clear gain 
of £20,000.” And the Member for Blackburn softly whistled, and 
feebly rattled the loose change in his pocket. 

Business done . — Irish Land Bill introduced. 

Wolff at door of both Houses. In fact he^s there 
every night now. Peers and Commons are Unionists in desire to ^ow 
when the pic-nio will he over, or, as Bryce put it to-night amid 
cheers, “ When will finally and positively terminate the unparalleled 


and undignified position in which the country is placed P ” In Lords 
the Markiss disowned a capital retort the reporters invented for him. 
On Monday, Rosebery understood to ask whether Wolff was 
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«;g27,000I»» 


supposed to be in a state of suspended animation what time the 
SiTLTAN made up his mind. The Markiss reported to have replied 
that WouFF was “ rather in a state of animated 

f icy.’^ Capitd capping of a joke, only it 
Markiss isn’t personally responsible for it 
ould,” he said, with a wink at Gbauvule, 
respectful to use language like that with 
respect to Her Majesty’s Ambassador.” 

Heeschel says, Markiss is only mad 
because he didn’t think of it at the time, 
and is jealous of the more nimble fancy of 
the reporters. In the Commons, Bbtce 
announces that he will continue nightly to 
inq^uire about Wolff till he gets satis- 
factory answers. 

A hot dull night and the Irish Land Bill 
again. ^ Johbt Bilion had the best of it, 
delivering a lively speech to full audience. 
After this, Members began to go to dinner, 
and forgot to return. A full muster on 
both Pront Benches. Q-lalstone again in 
summer costume, with a rose in his coat 
and a gleam in his eye. Has grown ten 
years younger in the last fortnight. 
Spalding wiped ofE five years, North Pad- 
dington two, and Coventry the rest. 

“A few more triumphs at the poll,” 
says John Mobley, and he ’U be younger 
than any of us.” 

After dinner, Goest made a speech on 
behalf of Bill. Shrewd, pointed, and 
weighty with argument. “Another proof 
of fatuity of Government,” said Pabnell, 
« Ann I »» who has come hack in a brown billycock 

£27,000. “that they don’t make more use of 

Goest. Worth a bushelful of Geoegy BLimiitons, Gibsons, 
Matthewses, or even Smiths.” 

When spirits of House properly attuned, H. 0. E. Chudees ap- 
peared on the scene, and delivered prodigious 
speech, through which the few Members 
present gently dozed.^ 

, JBusiness done , — Irish Land BiU. 

^ Thursday , — Cheerful presence of Ash- 

^ BOUENB diffused over Minis- 

terial Bench in Lords to-night. 
Not often here. Has given up 
to Bublin what was meant for 
mankind. Always unfeignedly 
delighted to get back to West- 
minster. Business to-night to 
move the Second Heading of 
Coercion Bill. Considerable 

f athering of Peers, expecting 
ebate, and possible division. 
Amazed to find Front Oppo- 
sition Bench almost empty. 
Geanvulb rises to explain that 
it is useless to fight measure, 
and therefore don’t intend to 
raise debate. Aegyll furious. 
Had meant to smash Opposition, 
and they had run away I Sel- 
; 7 BOBNE sleekly sarcastic. Ad- 
mitted he, too, had speech 
ready, but would wait for 

appointoent. Several Peers who had come down, expecting lively 
entertainment, wanted their money returned at the doors. Markiss 
referred them to Geanville, but Gbanville had abeady smiled his 
way out. Bill read Second Time, and sitting comically collapsed. 

Commons crowded. Gbanbolph’s name underlined on the bills. 
Understood he meant to “go for” the Government. Expectation 
fully realised. Took the Land Bill out of Balfotje’s hands, publicly 
danced on it, kicked it up and down fioor of House, and finally 
tore it to shreds. 

• “I trust,” he said, when, at end of hour’s exercise of this kind, 
nothmg was left of the Bill but its title. “ that I have not by these 
! observations added to the difficulties of the situation.” 

J “Not at all, not at all,” said Old Morality, polite to the last. 

After Geandolph’s finished performance, Haecohet a little heavy. 
Htmour rose to highest level when he alluded to Jesse Collings as 
the Member for Three Acres and a Cow,” Hbney James deeply 
offended at levity of Haecohet’s tone. This last hit too much for 
hiin. Hose and quitted House amid hilarious cheers from Parnellites. 

' “That’s the worst of these fellows,” said Mr. Leahy, looking on 


refieotively from the Bar. “Now they’ve begun to associate with 
gentlemen, our company’s not good enough for them.” 

More speeches, including one from / 

Paenell and another from Glad- > 

STONE. But Geandolph’s speech 
worth more than a division ; so Second 
leading of Land Bill passed without , 

challenging one. Business done , — ill ^ 

Lords read Coercion Bill Second Time, 

Commons the Land Bill. 

Souse of Lords i Friday,— it’s 
all over, and nobody shot. At one 
time homicide seemed imminent, 

Geanville, taking note of complaint 
of absence of Opposition on previous MW 
night, skilfully touched a chord of 
human nature. Explained that he 
had been present till eight o’clock, an 
hour which suggested dinner. More 

than one mouth watered, and a sob 1 

of sympathy was heard from Bench 
where new Peer, formerly known as % 

ScLATEE - Booth, sat. Noethbeook, n 
however, obdurate. Introduced state- 

ment, which drew from Geanville f . jk , 

quiet remark, “ That is not true.” & \lw 

Noethbeooi hotly resumed his seat, 

as he said, to give Geanville oppor- n NWHi 

tunity for explanation. Here was a ^-'1 

pretty go! Lobd Chancblloe, with 

great presence of mind, adroitly, and That s the worst of these 
a]pparently accidentally, covered Sword fellows.” 

ot State under heap of papers. Who could say what might happen 
if a bloodthirsty eye rested on this "fortuitous means of attack? 
Geanvulb, cool and self-possessed, repeated his abrupter ejacula- 
tions in more delicate, round-about lashion, 

“I certainly,” he observed, defiantly eyeing Noethbeook, “said, 
as far as my knowledge goes, the statement is inaccurate.” 

A moment’s breathless silence. The offence was repeated, with 
the added insult of mocking phrase. Would Noethbeook ask Gean- ’ 
TiLLB to “ come outside,” or would he swallow the affront ? Noeth- 
BEOOK looked a moment at the veteran Leader, noted his resolute . 

look, his straightened figure, and the forefinger of his right hand 
dallying with a corner of a paper containing the Orders of the day, 
as II he were playing with pistol- trigger. On the whole, he thought ' 
he d change the subject ; which he did, to the relief of the excited 
rmg of spectators. Business done , — ^Lords passed two stages of 
Coercion Bill right off. Commons in Sujply. 


“ That ’s the worst of these 
fellows.” 







TookVeLa^dmorof'SSrUdffSy ^ GIPSIES ON THE IKEASimT 

danced oa it, kicked it up and down door of House, and finally . . BENCH, Jvvt 14. 

tore it to shreds. “ Gipsies, said the play, disfigured the children they stole in order that 

“I trust,” he said, when, at end of hour’s exercise of this kind, them for their own. (JoKyAtor.) The gipsies on the 

nothing was left of the BiU hut its title. “ that I haye not hy these f ) stole the Banfcruptoy Clauses of fte Eight 

ohseryations added to the difficulties of tLe situation.” ^ 

‘.‘Not at aU, not at aU,” said Old MoraUty. poUte to the last. md laughter.) ’• 

After GnaKDOific's finished performance, HIecoitbx alittle heayy. 

« ^ ^7®^ when he ^uded to Jesse Coilinos as New Novel, dedicated to Dr. Jackson of New York : The Comma 

the Memher for Tl^ Acres and a Cow.” Henet James deeply Man ; or, The Lost Sair of the Ages. By Baisbe Dash. ^ 

offended at levity of Haecottei’s tone. This last hit too much for j v s 

^ uniforms she prefers that of the Horrible 

That’s the wor st of these fellows,” said Mr. Leaht, looking on ArtiUery Company. 

ttf NOTICE.— Eejected Comm^cations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any dAspriptioTi, ^ 
in no case be returned, not even when aooempanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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ME. PUNCH’S MANUAL POE YOUNG EECITEES. 

A KATTTEAL anxiety that his pupils should he furnished with as ^ 
complete a repertory as possible, has prompted Mr. Tunch to ( 

command one of his spare Poets 
1 / // I to knock off a little dramatic ^ 

I ri / ^ \ founded (at a respectful 

i! I'U* \ distance) upon a famous Trans- i 

‘/i / A atlantic model. The spare Poet 

'// 0 ^ ^ in question-^all reluctant as he { 

felt even to appear to be com- ' 
peting with the inimitable — ^had, ' 
^ as the minion of Punch the ; 
Peremptory, no option but to ' 
^ powers. 

The special merit of the present , 
production will be found in the 
care with which ^ it has been | 
watered down to suit the capacity 
of amateursfor whom the original 
«R— would offer difficulties well-nigh ■ 
insuperable. This poem is par- j 
tioularly recommended to diffl- 

. I dent young ladies with a sup- ; 

pressed talent for recitation. 
” Some on reading it may imagine 
that its rough but genuine pathos is scarcely adapted to feminine 
treatment— but wait until you hear some young lady recite it! 
Mr. Punchy for his part, is content to wait for almost any length of 
time. The Author calls it :— 

HiLSDSTIBAL Jopp, 

The Reciter is supposed to he in the Strand^ facing the audience. As 
you come on^ the idea is that you are suddenly attracted hy an 
advertisement home hy the last of a string oj Sandwich-men. 
You stop him^ and begin as follows. By the way^ as you are 
enacting an American, you will of course he careful to speak 
through your nose, whenever it occurs to you. Now then : — 

H’yur, you I bossing them boards— Jess you fetch up a spell I 

\_Rough good^nature expressed hy forefinger. 
Don’t go twitching your cords I {Impatiently.) Lemme look at ye 
well: 

{Genial amusement.) Why, I’m derned ef ye don’t look as sheered 
as a tortoise growed out of his shell ! 

What ’s the style of your show ? This yer pictur looks gay : 

Why, ye don’t tell me so I {Homely gratification.) It ’s a 3Iurrican 
play I 

And you mosey along with the posters— wa’al, now, do ye find the job 

^~payf ’ 

{With a kindly curiosity.) Say, what was it — drink ? As has led 
toit. . . . Stop! 

Wa’al, on’y to think-— Ei it isn’t his shop I 

This identical theater as hires ye. Hev ye heerd on him ?— Has- 
DETJBAL JoPP I 

So ye hev. I declar ! Oh, it ’s likely the same, 

Which I knew Mm out thar {indicate the^ United States hy a vague 
jerk of your thumb), And I reckon it ’s Fame, 

If a broken-down blizzard like you— (No offence !)— kin look so at 
his name I 

{By the word “ so ” you should suggest a movement of pleased 
surprise on the part of the Sandwich-man.) 

Can’t ye stay for awhile— Till I ’ve opened my head ? 

So he ’s bin an* struck ile ? Which the same ’s what I said— 

Fur I see him in Fish outer Water, and sez I {sententiously), “A 
Tragedian 

Yes, I allays allowed, As he must make a Mt ; 

And not at all proud— No, /SVir— all on him grit ! (Affectionately.) 
Jess you wait till he hears Z’m around, arid you mark the reception 
I git! 

For us two were such chums As ye don’t often find. 

Lord I the way it all comes Scrouging in on my mind ! — 

{Abruptly.) This dern sun is that pesky an’ strong, it ’s enough for 
to strike a man blind I ^ 

{Here you should convey the idea that this is a mere excuse for a not 
unmanly emotion ; this is generally done hy wiping the eye sur- 
reptitiously on the coat-sleeve.) 

A freehandeder cuss Never stepped on a street. 

Which he ’d raise such a fuss. When we happened to meet— 

I could see he ’d be hurt in his feelins ef he warn’t not allowed to 
stand treat ! 

go he ’s managed to climb To the top of the tree I 

{Homely, unselfish satisfaction. 
But I ’ll bet every time— Big a boss as he be— 

He remembers Lis pardner in Frisco- Yes, he don’t forgit little old 
Me ! {This proudly , hut tenderly. 


(Here the Sandwich-man is supposed to make some sort of assent. 
You turn upon him savagely, with an irritation assumed to 
conceal deep feeling.) 

What on airth do you mean ? By a’ say in’ You ’re sure 
Of it.” {With half recognition.) Seems like I’ve seen Those yer 
f eatnrs afore ! {Hand to chin, dubiously. 

A mistake ? {Roughly.) Well then, you hold yer bosses, and don’t 
interrup’ me no more ! 

(The Sandwich-man here makes (mother attempt to escape ; you put 
out two detaining fin^rs.) 

Come, you ain’t going yet ? {Heartily.) fl’yur, you lem me run on ! 
Why, we ’ve on’y jest met— And you want to be gone !^ 

I must hev some critter, I tell ye, to practise chin-music upon I 
No, theer don’t seem a doubt — He is cock of the school ; 

I And the staffing ’s knocked out Of your IsviNa and Toole ! 


{Outburst of rapturous exultation. 
Jest, to tbink o’ Jopp busting np Bajrbett !— thar, call me a soft- 
hearted fool I 

{Second emotional display ; half turn, and use your handkerchief 
with ostentation ; the Sandwich-man is also affected, which you 
observe with some surprise.) 

Why, you air lookin’ queer I Derned ef Jkin see why I 
Sho I yon thought ’twas a tear As I ’ve got in my eye ? 

{^Rough shame at your own weakness. 
No, I don’t take no stock in hydranlics— it’s on’y a dod-gasted fiy ! 

{Resume with a proud anticipation. 
He ’ll be chipper an’ smart. — But, fur all he has riz, 

He will open his heart And a bottle of fizz 

Eight away when he sees me ! (Here you seem to detect a lurking 
doubt in the Sandwich-man's eye.) Hightoned, Sir? You’d 
better believe that he is ! 

I ain’t feared o’ no change : Jopp ’ll he jest as true ! 

{Stop abruptly, and stare glassily. 
{In a husky whisper.) Blame my cats— but it’s strange! (Take a 
step backwards.) What in thunder I . . . Jopp it ’s— YOU I ! ! 

[ With a shout. 

(Crestfallen tone.) So ye’re not on the hoards, hut between ’em ! 
(Change to hasty and somewhat confused apology.) . . . Ye’ll 
excuse me— I ’ve suthiii’ to do I 

{Go off hurriedly, with air of a man recollecting an appointment. 

It is hardly necessary to advise you that the effect you should aim 
at is the securing of your audience’s sympathy for yourself— the 
victim of such an unfortunate mistake — don’t let them trouble 
themselves about the unseen Sandwich-man. 

DE. taitnee’s eeconciliatoey couplet. I 

This the burden of my song— I 

Love me little, love me, Long I 

DUMB CRAMBO^S SCHOOL-BOOK REVIEW. 

The following book, advertised in Messrs. Exvington’s list, has 
attracted the attention of our Mr. D. C. : — 

A SCHOOL FLOJEIA. For the use of Elementary Botanical Classes. By 
W Maubhall Watts, B. So. (Loud.), B. So. (Jict,)., Physical Science 
Master in the Giggleswick Grammar School. 

A School Floea (illusteatbd). 




The Knock-down Blow. 
(One specimen.) 




The Birch. 
(Second Specimen.) 






" The Master of Physical Science.” Giggles-mck Grammar School. 


VOL. xcnr. 


E 



38 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARrVAEI. 30, 1887. 



MODERN CRAZES. 

{The Last Thing in Musical Prodigies,) 
‘•’THE BABY BOTTESINL” 


DESPATCH WITH ECONOMY. 

{Minutes relatwe to a Misdirected Telegrami found not a hundred miles from the G. P. 0 , ) 


Twelfth Minute, ISTotliing has been done. 
What can be done ? {Initials as hefore,) 
Thirteenth Minute, An Officer shonld 
call npon the sender of the telegram and 
demand payment of the sixpence. 

{Initials as before,) 

Fourteenth Minute, An Officer has called 
several times, and cannot hnd the sender 
in. Bis wife repeats she knows nothing 
abont it, and declines to give information. 

initials as before,) 

Fifteenth Minute, Has the sender no 
other address ? He mast pay the sixpence. 
Let him be told this. {Initials as before,) 
Sixteenth Minute, We have found hitn 
at another address, but he still declines to 
pay the sixpence, he says he has never re- 
ceived the telegram. {Initials as before,) 
Seventeenth Minute, Try again. Let hi-m 
be informed that if he does not pa^r the 
sixpence, no further telegram of his wffi be 
directed. {Initials as before,) 

Eighteenth Minute, He has been told so. 
He says he does not want his messages re- 
directed. He has not as yet paid the six- 
pence. ^ {Liitials as before,) 

Nineteenth Minute, Ten daj^s since last 
communication. Has that missing sixpence 
been recovered ? {Initials as before,) 
Twentieth Minute, Ho. The sender of 
the telegram, we believe, has gone abroad. 

{Initials as before,) 

Twenty-first Minute, Month since re- 
ceipt of last information. Has that missing 
sixpence been recovered ? The sender must 
be asked for it again it is has not been re- 
ceived. {Initials as before,) 

Twenty- second Minute, An equivalent to 
the money due on redirecting the message 
has been recovered. The sender has given 
an Officer of the Department a French 
franc. ^ ^ {Initials as before,) 

Twenty-third Minute, Let the French 
franc be exchanged for English money and 
paid into the account of the Department. 
Account of expenses to the Department for 
collecting the sixpence should now be sent. 

{Initials as before,) 

1 Final Minute, In compliance with instruc- 
tions, ^ account of expenses incurred in 
I collecting the sixpence will be forwarded 
I forthwith. Some time will be required in 
setting out the details. Being rather large, 
it has been considered advisable to send the 
packet by Parcels Post. 

{Initials as before,) 


Obigdtal Telegbam::— 


JACK’S EESPOHSE. 


From Lucy to Fluiterby, Peacock's Priory^ Battersea, 


{Syithead, July 23, 1887.) 


“ Ask Jack to dine with us at eight.” 

First Minute, This Telegram was sent to Peacock’s Rest, but ’’there refused as Mr. 
Fluttebby was not there. It was re- directed to what was supposed to be'his address, ‘ * Morton’s 
Repository, Whitechapel.” It was again refused. We cannot recover the sixpence. 

^ , {Official Initials,) 

Second Minute, Who re- directed the Telegram, and why was it not paid for before 
delivery ? ^ {Initials as before,) 

Third Minute, We cannot ascertain the name of the person whore-directed the Telegram, 
and did not receive the sixpence because the Telegram was never accepted. 

■TY .T ^ {Initials as before,) 

Fourth Minute, Who sent the Telegram originally ? {Initials as before,) 

Fifth Minute, We have sent an Officer to inquire, and find that Ltrcr lives in Flower 
Cottage, Kensingbridge—she is the sender’s wife. She says she knows nothing about the 
telegram. . , {Initials as before^ 

Sixth Minute, Cannot the address of the sender be ascertained? {Initials as before,) 
Seventh Minute, We believe the sender must also live in Flower Cottage, Kensingbridge. 
Shall we send an Officer to inquire ? {Initials as before,) 

Eighth Minute, An Officer from the Head Office had better be sent. {Initials as before.) 

^ Ninth Minute, An Officer from the Head Office has been sent. The sender of the telegram 
IS either out or says he is out. His wife declares she knows nothing about it. 

m -rr- . {Initials as before,) 

Tenth Minute, Has the sender no other address besides Peacock’s Priory, Morton’s 
Repository, and Flower House, Kensingbridge ? {Initials as before.) 

Eleventh Minute, What is being done about that missing sixpence? A week since last 
reply. Its non-payment interferes with the Estimates. {Initials as before ) 


pN replying to a Kaval Deputation which 
waited upon the Queen with a Jubilee Album 
and Address, Heb. Majesty said, “she felt 
certain that the Havy would always uphold the 
honour of the Kingdom.”] 

Right Royal Lady on the throne I 
From stem to starn, from top to kelson, 
The British Fleet is all your own, 

To-day as in them times of Helsoh. 
’Twill help you still to rule the wave. 
Though swabs may croak and lubbers 
twaddle ; 

That Album Muhe our Admiral gave. 
Shows many a change in rig and model, 
But could they hail us at Spithead, 

To-day, old Dbake, or Howe or Howabb, 
They ’d find the race as never bred. 

To scour the brine, traitor or coward. 
What the old Victory did of old, 

The Ajax or the Devastation 
Would dare to-day, and Jack makes bold, 
In this here year of Jubilation, 

To answer to his Sovereign’s trust, 

Like every British son of Adam, 

(’Midst the enthoosiatic bust 
Of loud hooray s) his ‘ ‘ Aye, aye, Madam I ” 
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SEEING HIS WAT. 

The Times Correspondent at Berlin lately alleged that the cantions 
and diplomatic attitude of Prince PEBnmAHD of Cohurg had some- 
what damped the enthusiasm of the deputation that waited on hm 
to offer him the Bulgarian Throne. The following are a few of the 
“posers” that His Serene Highness is said to have put to the 
delegates on the occasion in question. xv 4 . ^ 

What sort of a place is Sofia? Does the climate resemhle that ot 
Hampstead, will it support two Italian Operas in the Season, can it 
hoast an Underground Eailway, and does it contain any respectable 
agent for the stde of Turkish cigarettes ? ^ 

Does the Palace want repapering? Does it contain a throne, 
regalia, and other royal appurtenances, left by the late tenant ; and, 
if not, could the deputation recommend any local emporium where 
these and other suitable and necessary things could be temporarily 
secured at advantageous terms on the three years’ hire system ? 

WiB the Eoyal Salary touch £300 a year, and will it be paid 
^gularly in casn, and notin promissory' notes at uncertain intervals ? 
V ill the great Sobranje vote an additional sum to the civil list for 


boot-cleaning and the expenses of a weekly charwoman for the 
Eoyal household ? Will the Prince’s cab-hire, on the occasion of his 
attending Official banquets, be forthcoming from the same source ? 

Will the National party raise any objection to the Prince counting 
five Eussian Henerals among the members of his Cabinet, as a slight 
means of securing the amiable consideration of the Czar ? 

In the event of a sudden night emeute threatening the stability of 
the throne, would it be the business of the Prime Minister to arouse 
the Prince, bring him his boots and shaving- water, and, providing 
him with a trick-wig and comic disguise, point out to him biiefiy m 
a local Bradshaw the best available trains starting before dawn for 

the frontier? , . a j 

Finally, if the Prince consented to accept the throne, and hired 
b is crown and coronation-robes from a well-known costumier s for 
the occasion, would the great Sobranje defray the cost, or, if with a 
view to the situation bemg a permanency, he could secure them at 
the price of second-hand ^oods, would they be prepared to come to 
some arrangement for their purchase ? 

A Qrowiko Ihdustry.— Market-Gardening. 
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PRODDING THEM ON. 


Times [ loquUm-^to S - l - sb-ry and B - lf - r ), “Now then, what are toit afraid of? Yotj’vb got tottb weapon; rsE it. Or, if 

Totr don’t, tod’ll catch it from me !” 


AN EPITAPH I 

To the Memort of 
The Eotptian Convention. 

It was an Ill-starred Instrument, 

Conceived in Doubt, Matured in Perplexity, 

AND 

Completed in Consternation, 

It was Ultimately Drafted with the Immediat e but 
Amusing Effect of 

Sending the Duo de Montebello into Hysterics, 

Causing an Icy Indifference on the Part of M. Helidoff, 

AND 

Inducing the Sultan to sing 
Once and for all straight off 
An bntiee Encore Yerse of 
“OhI WHAT aSurpriseI” I 

Thus 

Happily at one and the same time | 

Having fulfilled the Trlple purpose 

OF 

Eaising the passing Smile of Diplomatic Europe, 
Throwing Sir H. Drummond Wolff into a Condition of 
“Animated Expectancy,” 

AND 

Costing the British Tax-payer £28,000 Sterling, 

To the permanent Astonishment of its Author, 

The Smothered Satisfaction of the Sublime Porte, 

ND the General Rejoicing of the Egyptian Bond-holder, 
It Returned at Length to this Country, 
Uncrumpled, but Unsigned, 

To be Relegated Comically, but Effectually, 

To A Waste-Paper Basxet at the Eoreign Office, 

OM WHICH IT IS THE DEVOUT HOPB OF THOUGHTFUL POLITICIANS, 

The settled Yerdict of Public Opinion, 

AND 

The determined Resolution of Lord Salisbury, 

That its shattered Eragments 
Shall never, under any Circumstances, 

Again emerge. 


Foul is Fair. 

{A Parliamentary Song of Sixpence,) 

The Irisli M,P.^s, who are bom to the maamer, 

Can’t see any bami in the language of Tanner. 

In war for onld Ireland they oomy declare 

That the course they pursue is quite (Donnyhrook) fair ; 

And with joy each impulsive Muesian. howler 

Cries, “If T anner’ be foul, there’s ‘Bob ’ that is Fowler.” 

But Stooping to Conquer is always their plight ; 

Sir Robert ’s, at worst, the Mistakes of a Enight. 


THE GEEAT THIEST LAND. 


Why, in this clever age, 

So “point-device,” 

Is there no beverage 
Cool, cheaj), and nice? 

It’s safe to rile ye, 

Dog-days being here. 
When you ’re charged liighly 
For iced ginger-beer. 

Who can be placid 
When sixpence is paid 
For sweet citric acid 
Dubbed lemonade ? 

Is there no substitute 
Which we may quaff 
For tea with milk dilute, 

Or shandy-gaff ? 

A sheer abuse is 
Ice joined to beer ; 

Our gastric juices 
Hate it, and fear ; 
Half-pint-partakers, 

When weather’s hot, 
Barons or bakers, 

All go to pot. 

Should spirits tempt you, 
Heed it be said 
Hougbt can exempt you 
From a racked head, 


Just like poor Siseba ? 

Soda’s a snare? 

Milk clogs the viscera ; 

Of “ fizz ” beware ! 

Brandy each new nipper 
Maketh go mad ; 

Juice of the juniper, 

Fbu ’re berry bad ! 
How that so many men 
Counsel “ Abstain ! ” 
It’s rum that any men 
Drink to their bane. 

In this heat tropical. 

He ’s a true Mena 
Who, philanthropical, 
Bids our thirst end. 
Will no inventor 
Try a new shot ? 

Here our hopes centre ; 
Who is our Watt ? 

Our British livers 
Don’t care a rap 
For “ corpse-revivers,”— 
A nauseous tap I 
Drink for the Million ! 

Hor dear or heady ; 
Bring me a chilly one— 
JSut none is ready f 


THE COURT CIRCULAR. 

The Levee held by Mr. John Clayton, and Mr. Arthur Cecil, 
on Friday night, was numerously attended. Excellent specimens 
of Mr. Pinero’s work were presented in the first Acts of the recent 
Court successes— to wit, The Schoolmistress, Bandy BichymA" The 
Magistrate. Mr. Clayton made an excellent speech, which was 
enthusiastically applauded, and Mrs. John wood and Mss 
Hoereys received special calls. After a brief interval, during which 
Court favour will he extended to King WiUiam Street, Strand, a 
more spacious palace will be erected for the reception of Courtiers in 
Chelsea, where a new Comedy, by Mr. Pinero, will be presented. 
Mr. Arthur Cecil, though retiring from managerial cares, will, 
w^n the new Theatre is finished, undertake what would be a 
difficult task for anybody else, to fill his nsual place on the hoards. 

Magazine Title {applicable to the Police Station where Miss Cass 
was temporarily locrnd wp),— “ Cass^cellsP 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH'S STUDIO. 

1^0. XXIX.— A Ladt Dramatist. 

“ You must do it at a Matinee^'* said lier little crowd of five 
o’clock tea-visitors, “and get Mr. Ellistom DmrnT to plav Hke 
Roman Poet.” 

One of the company was in earnest. Miss Elmtra Jenks believed 

On the contraiy, their memories were excellent. 

“ Thirty-five, if she’s a day,” was the silent verdict; aloud, it 
ran thus My dear, a woman is no older than she looks. You are 
twenty-five, and, in the classic dress of the Roman Maiden, you will 
appear twenty — ^not a day older.” 

“ You are very Imd,” she said ; “ but fiattery is pleasant when it 
encourages one’s dearest hopes.” 

“ We^do not fiatter— we speak as critics, and friends,” they replied. 

Elliston Dexjrt, the new Tragedian of the Parthenon Theatre, 
who had come from the Provinces to astonish London, was the only 
Actor who had given Miss De Q-oncoxjet any real encouragement to 
persevere in the direction to which her ambition pointed; but he 
was fi^ of sympathy, and knew what it was himself to fight against 
prejudice, not to say conspiracy. He had literally hewn his way 
tocugk the ranks of his opponents to the position he now held at 
the Parthenon. It was not a very high position, it was true, but he 
had been seen and heard ; and the future .was before him. 

Simlarly, he had armed, in the interests of Dramatic Art, Miss 
De Q-oncourt must fight her way. He used the aggressive verb 
metaphorically, of course, and in its moral sense ; but he meant it to 
impl^ all that was fearless in the conduct of an earnest woman 
conscious of her literar]^ and dramatic power — she must fight her 
way ! It had fallen to fiis lot to read many original Dramas, but 
among all the unacted works of his time, none were so full of 
promise as Miss De GlONCOinaT’s Before the Dawn, He could wish 
himself no better fortune than the opportunity of creating the 
leading rSle at a West End Theatre. 

Miss De G-oncotjrt hung upon the music of his words. At least 
such was her confession to Miss Elmira Jenes, her admirer and 
satellite, (every dramatic student has a human satellite, or a con- 
fiding dog, and the latter is generally the most constant) who agreed 
with her that in Art, sympathy is everything, 

Mms De Q-omcourt may be said to have served an amateur appren- 
faceship to the art of the playwright : it had begun at school with 
Charades ; it had progressed through several seasons of amateur 
meatncals ; it had culminated in five Acts of blank verse ; and apart 
from the epistolary appeals that, had been made to London Managers, 
to save the reputation of native modem dramatists by its immedite 
production, Mss El mir a Jeiiks had discussed the work in a 
certam lady’s journal, to which she contributed, assuring the world 
that Before the Dawn was worthyjof the noblest efforts of dramatic 
poetry. Jmss De Gomcottrt was also put forward as an honour to 
womanhood, having preferred the higher life of Art to the lower 
mission of Matrimony ; and all that she and her friends now desired, 
was a fitting opportunity for the demonstration of the integrity of 
her ambition, which was to Mow in the footsteps of Mrs. LNCHBALn, 
Joanna Bailue, and other distinguished lady dramatists. Miss De 
Goncourt was a spinster and an orphan, with a settled income of 
tiiree himdred and j^ty pounds a year; and she sat in her little 
Bedford Park study from day to day, with a pen in her hand, and a 
smile on her lips, a smile of hope and confidence. 

It was a dainty room, with a grey dimity dado, that marked 


off a few old engravings of poetic and dramatic subjects. The over- 
mantel was green and white, with busts of Shaespeare, Sbeleet, 
Joan oe Arc, and Florence Hightinoale, upon its little shelves. 
There were bookcases and cabinets here and there, containing 
favorite authors and relies of great actresses, such as hair-pins used 
by . MMN Faucit, a shoestring belonging to Rachel, and a brooch 
. which had been worn 1^ Mrs. SmnoNS. Had not these geniuses, 

I watched, waited and suffered ? Then what right had she to be im- 
mtient ? It must have been a sweet nature that could philosophise 
thus in face of an entire cabinet of rejected plays, bound in white 
morocco, emblematic of their purity, though destined, it might be, to 
revolutionise the present frivolous stage as soon as the production of 
Before the Dawn should send iboth actors and managers to their 
author’s door ravenous for the right to give her other works to an 
astonished and delighted public. 

This day of triumph might be nearer than either friends or scoffers 
I anticip^d.^ Mr. Elliston Drurx had taken a warm interest in her 
work ; had indorsed the advice she had received to try Before the 
Daim at a Matinee ; had consented to play the leading character ; 
and, what was more interesting still, had volunteered to coach her 
j m the part of the heroine, if she was w illing to impersonate that 
! poetic and self-sacrificing creation. Miss De Goncotjrt was willing 
to place herself in the hands of Mr. Elliston Drurt : Miss De Gon- 

^ J ^ _ 1 1_1* n. m 


of the Parthenon Theatie on the day when the parts were distributed ! 
^e delight of those first rehearses ! She fSt so much at home on 
the Stage, that she began to dream of a pre-existence in which she 
h^ been a priestess of Art, somewhat after the manner of her Roman 
girl who, crowned with a poisoned diadem, was sacrified in the Temple, 
but to live again with the gods in a sublimated world of song. 
Mr. IElliston DRinax accompanied her to the train after each re- 
hearsal, and paid her so much homage, that she began to associate 
him in her tender feminine mind with the Roman youth for whose 
love she was martyred at the shrine ; and, long before the eventful 
momng came, Mr. Elliston Driirx (who had received a fortnight’s 
notice at the Parthenon, but still had the future all before him) had 
made up his mind to hang up his hat, for good, in the esthetic little 
hall of the De Goncotjrt inside the blue-and-white palings of the 
Bedford Park Estate. 

“ Was it not a success, Before the Dawn f ” Ask the ring’of 
authors, the conspirators, the tribe of envy, hatred, and m^ce 
assembled on that memorable occasion to crush the new authoress. 
Ask the leading actors, who had always dreaded the day when Mr. 
Elliston Drurx should play a star part in a Metropolitan Theatre. 
Xo, Ladies and Gentlemen, Before the Dawn was a failure. Certain 
pronaumnt critics were suborned to say so ; and one of them, more 
mruel than the rest, declared that all the humorous range of modem 
BurlesQLue did not siroply a reminiscence so positively comic as the 
scene in wMch the Roman^ Maiden, staggering under her poisoned 
mown (which would fall into an irresistibly funny angle with the 
Actress’s un-Roman nose), hurled back upon TreERTUS C2ESAR the 
curse of the avenging gods. 

But they have a consolation, the Lady Dramatist and her illus- 
trious husband (he did hang up his hat, and his coat, he had little 
else to move £rom his garret in the Strand), in having possibly 
found a more useful field of duty than that of an^active partici- 
pation in the work before the footlights. It has been sarcastically, 
and we betieve wongfully asserted by a Tory Earl that critics are 
men who have failed as authors ; but a similar calumny has been 
perpetrated by Miss Elmira Jenes (whose sateUiteship came to a 
violent end with the marriage of her bright particular star to Mr. 
Elliston Drurx) who has not hesitated to declare in her unscrupulous 
paper that the modem teachers of elocution are ladies and gentiemen 
who have failed as actors and actresses. M!r. and Mrs. Elliston 
Drurx nevertheless pursue the even tenor of their way; their 
elocution classes are well attended ; Mrs. Drurx’s afternoons never 
lack intere^ing visitors ; and her husband’s occasional Shakspearian 
recitals at Hamnaersmith and Putney, inspire the local critics with 
eloquent expressions of regret that the degenerate condition of the 
stage should condemn so rare an actor to the drawing-room and the 
platform. 

m. Elliston Drurx finds this a sufficient balm for his bruised 
soul ; and his admiring wife declares that walking along the vale of 
me hand in hand with Elliston, is after all bliss enough, without 
the added and questionable joy of being a popular Lady Dramatist* 

^ “ The Saturdax Review” at Spithead.— Our Special’s account 
18 too late for this week. He went away on Friday last, and was last 
sean on board the new P. & 0. ship Victoria, Wire just arrived says, 

iSteamed through Fleet in tug. Tender reminiscences. Big guns 
everywhere. We’re the biggest. Salutations.” That’s all! 

Mbs. R. says she is glad her nephew* became a good horseman 
before he was called to the Bar, as he is always now going on Circus. 




MAKING IT EAST; 


OB, THE SHOEMAKER AND THE CONSIDERATE CDSTOMBR. 

SMsmaker , . Lord S-i-sb-ry. CustoTner . . Lord H-rt-ngt-n. 


Customer, H-o-w-o-u-gr-liI I ! 


Shoemaker {solicitously). Beg: pardon, m’Lord I Hurt yon, m’Lord ? 
Customer, Hurt ? I sLonld tnink it did, indeed. 


seems to fit you to 
fit now. 

But this won^t 


Customer, Humph I I can make wiift with that. But this won^t 
do at all. Tight across the instep and pinches the toes awfully. 
{Asi^,) Hang it! it^s a beastly bad fit everyway; but that it 


woniii't suit to me change just now, I’d throw the confounded 
things on his hands and go elsewhere. 

Shoemaker {aside). He looks grumpy; I must mind my eye, or I 
shall lose his custom. And that woul<m’t suit my books a bit— just 
now. {Aloud,) Awfully sorry, I ’m sure. m’Lord. We must try again. 

Customer, You ought to have got the measure of my foot better 
than this, especially when I handed you my old lasts. 

Shoemaker, Well, m’Lord, you see, you’ve a bit— ahem I— outgrown 
’em like, don’t you see, m’Lord ? 

Customer, Outgrown them? What do you mean? Beet don’t 
grow at my time of life. 

Shoemaker {aside) , How shall I put it so as not to huff him? Bunions 
are a growth ; so are corns— of a kind. {Aloud,) Why, m’Lord, I 
think— I— a— fancy your last pair— G-ladstone highlows they were— 
weren’t they?— tr^g shoes for tender feet, m’Lord— must have 
been just a trifle too small, and— ahem I— compressed your feet a 
little, ai the Joints^ m’Lord. 

Customer {aside). By Jove, he ’s right. G-.’s tight fits have galled 
me for some lime past, and the last pair he made me I simply 
couldn’t get on. (Aloud,) Hang it, man, what has that to do with it ? 
Tour husmess is to fit my feet as they are. If you can’t do it 

Shoemaker (hastily), CanH^ m’Lord ? IS'o such word in our shop, 
m’Lord. I flatter myself we could fit the biggest beetle-crusher ever 


bunion’d into the shape of a giant potato or a Californian nugget. 
Much more your shapely foot, m’Lord, which, if it has been nubblyfied 
a leetle by misfits, will soon recover its proper proportions— under 
proper treatment. 

Customer, Well, off with this boot, anyhow. Tou’U have to 
make it longer and wider, ease it here and slacken it there, before 
Jean wear it. , . 

Shoemaker, Y&ry good, m’Lord. (Aside,) Doosed imperative, 
but I can’t afford to offend him. Though I never expected an old- 
established high-class firm like ours would have stooped to tout for 
any of botching G.’s old customers. There’s Mr. Joseph Betjmha- 
GEH, how, fancy my having to kneel at his feet, and take his 
measure I More particular than this one. if anything, and puts him 
up to half his objections, I believe. Well, well, trade ’s had, and 
we mustn’t be too scrupulous, I suppose. Besides, some of G.’s old 
customers seem drifting back to the, old shop we thought was just 
about shutting up,' and that won’t do at any price. 

Customer (irritally). What are you muttering and murmuring 
about ? 

Shoemaker, Murmuring, m’Lord ? Oh dear no, m’Lord. Not at 
aU, m’Lord. Ouite the contrary. I was only blessing that there 
G. for spoiling the Trade as he has done. Brought us down from 
Wellingtons, and even his own smartly cut Oxonians to borough 
Bluchers and rustic highlows ; and now wants to set a new fashion 
all on a sudden, and make* us all take to his confounded badly cut 
Irish brogues. Yah I Chaps like G. ought to be boycotted — ahem I 
— 1 mean j?rimrose-Leagued out of the profession. Wonder any 
gentleman can condescend to deal with him. Now, my customers, as 
your friend Mr. Joseph kindly acknowledged t’other day, are gen- 
tlemen to a man, and for cut, style, finish and polish, I will say 

Customer, Oh, yes, no doubt. But the point just at 'present, my 
good fellow, is fit. If you miss that you miss all. 

Shoemaker (eagerly). Oh, have no fear on that account, m’Lord. 
Elastic’s the word, m’Lord. We ’ve any number of different trees, 
and our leather is warranted to stretch to any extent. We ’ll even 
alter our favourite old-fashionable cut to suit- such customers as you I 




MAKING IT EASY. 

Shoemakbk {most acoommodatmg). “THE OTHER FITS ALL EIGHT, M’LORD,-THIS ONE WAS A BIT TIGHT, -BHT NOW I’VE EASED IT YOU’LL BE 
ABLE TO WEAR IT WITH PERFECT COMFORT. WE CAN’T AFFORD TO LOSE TOUR CUSTOM. M’LOBD ! ” 



• lOOT 





Jtot 30, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIYARI. 


««« z. • tlT* ’ * wv um -ii iv ux XU. vTive US a ueueiiT} ht^ 

I a^t Sis bS)tr^ ^ without reproach, and we ’ll stick to you. But Ilow 

we ’E alter it to any extent, to suit youx taste, 
^Tf ^ cut npon which our House has always prided 

itselL There I liwa^ a kt tigh^fc, hut now I Ve eased it you ’E he able to wear 

it with perfect comfort. We can’t afford ti) lose your custom, m’Lord ! 


Ow are yer, my arty, and ’ow does this Summer suit you f 
A 5 S® it s a scorcher ! I lap lemon-squosh till aE ’s blue, iP 

And then feel as as a dust-bin. Want aE Spiers and Pond’s upon trust, 0% 

Por it do make a ole m the ochre to deal with a true first-class thust. n|||||||9 

But it ’s pwper, dew boy, ps it ’s proper, this weather is, took on the ’ole, Ir - 

wiT for ,<>hday outmgs and skylarks it sets a chap fair on the roU. / // / 

Where d yer thinkaslspentmy last bustup? I know you’d be out of the ’unt .a// 

If you guessed for a ’ole month o’ Sundays. I passed it, old pal, in a punt / 

"^'^dSrboy*®^ ‘'that’s ’is gammon I” Ho, CHAuirE, it’s righteous, 

It ’s quite true that to ehiy^^ Thames hanglers is jest what we used to enjoy. ' { / 1 1 

i^kerlek that old_ buffer at Briohmond, and ’ow we shoved foul of his swim, / //Iw/I 

And lost him a middlin’ -sized barbel and set bis straw tile on the «him P f 

Hanglmv isn’t my mark, tiiaVs a moral, and fishermen mostly is fools : /, 

To chaffy em and tip em the kibosh is one of my reglarest rules ; 

-^d it t our sort only as does it, you take the non-anglers aE round, \ll 

^ ^ potting the puntist they ’re ’Abj£es right down to the 

M our chicest stock-jokes and pet patter they mops up, like mugs as they are, \ 

Por they miykt^t their own chaff, eh, Chaeite P not borrow it aU from the bar. I ^ 

But i ve seen Ettle toffs m white weskits a slinging our lingo to rights, v v^i ,f V ' 

About colds, and coek-salmoiiSy-and~shop ’nns ; it ’a-one of the rnmmiest sights.- - - - 

W conrse Ihey all trot out Sam Jororsoir ; you know the fine crusted old wheeze. ' ■ 

^^cked it one day at a cove as lay stretched at the foot of some trees. ‘ 

^ «on^ other” ? sez he. Ahl that’s neat, and 

And as you seem to he worm and fool, one may say ‘ extremes meet,’ Sir, in vow.” 

’OwsomeverJ’ve ’ad a day’s ’coking at last, and it wasn’t arf bad. CONVENTIOITAL MISSIOHABY WHO 

You know since [ turned Primrose Leaguer 1 1 ve mixed with the Toppers, my lad ; ® OITLBH ’ T C OH VEE.T THE STILT AH. 

f heHeve, got Jack Joltee a pass « Sir Drummond -Wolff’s Mission is at an end.’»-P^«^r 5 

Ji or some hue preserved waters ; no pay, mate, and everythink fixed np fust-class, generally. 

Jack arsked me and Bexl Bonsoe to line him, and seein’ it didn’t mean tin, — • — ■ '■ 

And the ’ole thing seemed swell, with good grubbing and lots o’ prime lotion things appeared to go qnisby; Beix’s skirt 

chucked in. ’ad got sEmed, dontcher see, 

I was *‘on’’ like a shot. Bell’s a bloomer, and Jack, though a hit of a jug, sf*-® vowed it was spEed, whEe Jack looked jest as 

Is too long in the purse to let slip ; so the game looked aU proper and snug. though he could scrumplicate me. 

JAOK’s^^sWthatohed young joker in gig-lamps, good-natured, and nuts on ®for 

He tarns®nr^th four rods and two bait-cans, and taoHe of every dashed sort. w ®!lf ® hanchor, and made 

Such rum-lqokmg gimoraoka, my pippin ; lines coEed np in boxes and books, ^ oee-nne lor onr pno. 

And Eve-bait, and worms aU a-wriggle, and big ugly hunches of ’ooks. The dinner soon smoothed down onr feathers, though 




THE CONVENTIONAL MISSIONTAHY WHO 
COHLDN’T CONVERT THE SULTAN. 

“Sir Drummond Wolff’s Mission is at an Papers 


And she vowed it was spEed, whEe Jack looked jest as 
though he could scrumplicate me. 

So sez I, “ Let us turn up this barney, and toddle ashore 
for some grub;” 

And we pxEled np the stone and the hanchor, and made 
a hee-Ene for onr pub. 

The dinner soon smoothed down onr feathers, though 
Jack ’ad a sad sort o’ look. 

Selfish feUows these hanglers are, Charlie, they carn’t 
keep their heye off the ’ook. 

Bless yer ’art, ’cos we struck arter dinner, and chucked 
up the perch for a spree, [as blue as could be. 


I was a’most afraid to set down, for the things seemed aE over the shop, -Si n . xi. >x 

And Bell she kep startin’ and squeakin’, a-settin’ me fair on the ’op : Charlie, they earn t 

Fust a fish as dabbed flop on her^at, then a ’ook as got snagged in ’er skirt, -Rinaa a- a x, ^ a 

nwa3onehUssedsquorkaUthetime,[^te,thoughnothinkmuch’appenedto’urt. np the plrch fw a ^™Mne®^cKe^ 

Booty spot; sort o lake green and windm’, with nice quiet “swims” all about. And took a turn round, me a pulling, that Jack looked 

® gammooks, the snide comic song, and .Owsomever we chaffed ’im a good ’un. Miss Beii and 

No larks at the locks, no collisions, no landings for lotion, you know, *_ « » v -i. t 

^d, but for Miss Bbh and the bottle, it might a bin jest a hit slow. t4S I me^t pTtr^ek.®^°°'' ’ 

But the prog was A 1, and no kid. Though Jack stuck to his tackle like wax, “Oh. I cam’t abide anglers,” she whispered, “ they ’re 
Bmp and me was soon stodging like winkles ; that gal did make play with the flabby and cold like their fiah, 

„ • . T II > I „ c< TT ^ I would jest sling ’is ’ook, and leave 

month of ® ^ ^ kiiow wot I wim.”- 

“WotXyiTthLTMiss B.f”-and she larfed till ’er cheeks went like 

raspberry iam. .... .i.„ 


IT vw viw tfvw uxLxujx, jixxoo x». i — oiiu Blits liu'ieu ulil QT CIieeKS WellX JLlKe /i,,, A - xi- rr .. — — 

raspberry iam. wen^ dilg Guard with a tip, ^ ^ , [ Jolter the shp. 

And we managed to mp m fust-class, and so gave Master 
i^LTER looked jert a mossel disgusted, and turned a hit rusty, for htnif It give ’im the needle in course, being left in the lurch in 

When we made the punt rock in our romps, which he said was “ disturbing the this way, [true dasher to say ? 

A j T But the petticoats know wot is wot, and so wot ’s your 

rri% I— * fi a • « « ^ * lUl* •* QOH u 08X6 Of 1 a)SS y [^X0SS« 

^en pulied m Jus trimmer, and, scissors I a jolly big jack came aboard, Your angler is ulways a juggins, so he ’s no pertikler big 

Wioh flopped round us, and showed his sharp teeth, tifl Miss Bonsor went Bell Bonsor is mashed on me proper, and if I ’d a fancy 
pasty, and r^ed. , , , . to marry, - 

A ? vf > .“IW “ f?? pants when I tried to cut in to Bmp’s aid ; But if there ’s a fish as ain't easy to ’ook it ’s 
And I m Diowed ii she didn’t turn raspy, and chaff me for being afraid^ Yours artfully, ’Abet. 


l^g’te sWk ; made a crab at my pants when I tried to cut in to Bell’s aid : 
And I’m blowed if she didn’t turn raspy, and chaff me for being afraid. 
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MODEL” LEGISLATION. 


Wandering Student [to his Companion^ after reading Poster). *** Class op Yisi * Well, 

I*M What aee the Arts in this Countrt coming to, JimmeyI?” iExeunt depressed ! 

THE COTJNTfiT-COUSIN^S TADE MECUM. 

Question^ So you have conscientiously done the Jubilee ? 

Answer, Certainly, For the last month I have scarcely ever been to bed. 

Q. Why ? A, Somehow I have not retired to rest before it has been time to vet up. 

Q: Did you go to the Abbey ? 

A, That I did ! Most touching I Shall never forget 

Q. Thank you. I think I can supply as much as you want of that sort of thing. I will 
not trouble you for any descriptions. Were you at the Guildhall Ball ? 

A. I was, and saw all the foreign Royalties. 

0. How did the Lord Mayor get through it ? 

A, On the whole, well ; although the Remembrancer, in a full-bottomed wig, lushing 
abow, m a very energetm fashion, was suggestive of JPushos in Bomlastes Furioso, 

Q. Were you at the Royal Academy Soiree f 
A, Certainly. It' was a very large gathering. 

Q, And who did you see there ? 

A, The same persons as those I had noticed in the Abbey. 

Q. .^d they were--— A, The persons I had seen at the Reform Club Ball. 

Q, And they r ^ A, W&ce subsequently found at the Inner Temple Ball, the Gray’s Inn 
Ma^e, and the laying of the foundation-stone of the Institute* 

Q. Was the MasTce of Flowers a success ? A, A very great success ; but it was all I 


could do to keep awake— I was so dead beat 
—in the Gray’s Inn grounds at the Garden 
Party afterwards. 

Q, And the Yolunteer Review— how did 
you like that ? 

A. Oh, splendid! Nearly thirty thousand 
men all marching past. 

Q, And the Review at Aldershot ? 

A, Magnificent I Nearly seventy thou- 
sand men marching past. 

Q. Did they all pass you ? 

A, Yes, all. They took three hours or 
more in doing it. They were all alike. 
Seventy thousand men, all alike, for three 
hours. It was deeply interesting. 

Q. Did you see the Gijeen ? 

A. I saw where she was, but Her Majesty 
was concealed from view by the Long 
Yalley dust. 

Q. Did you go to the Lincoln’s Inn 
Garden Party ? 

Ao To meet Lord Herschell, his friends, 
and the Prince and Princess ? Certainly. It 
differed from other Garden Parties in having 
in the grounds a sort of bath containing a 
fountain, ducks, and (to the best of my 
belief) turtles. 

Q. Have you been to many Garden 
Parties ? 

A, Oh yes, to a large number. I have 
been to nineteen with Indian Princes com- 
plete, and two without. 

Q. Did you go to the Naval Review ? 

A, Oh yes ; in the middle of the night. 
I came back before the dawn on the follow- 
ing morning. 

Q. Was it very beautiful? 

A, Yery— what I could see of it. 

Q, What did you see of it ? 

Ao Not much. 

Q. Have you done anything else ? 

A. I have been in a chronic state of 
dinners, balls, operas, laying of foundation- 
stones, fireworks, and marches past. 

Q. Are you at all confused ? 

A, So much confused; that I have just 
head enough left to try, in a feeble manner, 
to get back to the country, 

Q. And if you do get back to the country, 
when shall you again visit towm ? 

A, Well, it is my impression, not just 
immediatelyj 

SIDONIAN SHAKSPEARE. 

In' a deep and dark recess, among the 
sepulchral chambers of Sidon, on a splendid 
Sarcophagus in black stone, the delvers of 
the Palestine Exploration Committee lately 
discovered an ancient Phoenician inscription, 
which has been translated in a Beyrout 
newspaper as follows : — 

\ “ I, Talnitb, Priest of Astarte, and King of 

, Sidon, son of Eshmtjnazab, Priest of Astarte, 
and King of Sidon, lying in this tomb, say : — 
Come not to open my tomb ; there is here neither 
gold, nor silver, nor treasure. He who will open 
this tomb shall have no prosperity under the sun, 
and shall not find repose in the grave.” 

If the explorers who unearthed Talnite's 
epitaph had been able to read it, they might 
have been fit to shake in their shoes ; only 
L that no Archseologist now makes any bones 
whatever of rifiing an ancient tomb. Here- 
after, perhaps, the Australian emissary of a 
British Exploration Fund will not be deter- 
r red by a commination similar to the fore- 
going from opening^ the tomb of Shakspeare, 
and perhaps removing both that Sarcophagus 
and its contents, should he find any remain- 
ing, to a Melbourne Museum. 

1 The Other “G. 0. M.”— G. Osborne 
Morgan. (“Mr. G.” must copyright the 
C initials.) 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Ii3.TILA(3TED PEOEC 

THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

Monday^ July 18.— Pretty incident in Lords to-night. Debate on 
Third Reading of Coercion Bill. In middle of proceedings Denman” 
remembered four other lines for ^notation from late Lord Houghton’s 
poems. Last time he recited from this source the reporters, as he 
complained, had not reproduced the q.uotation. Evidently in strong 


rose again, and approached the table. So did the Markiss, and the 
two Statesmen stood and glared at each other across the table. 

“My name Denman began. 

“ My Lords,” said the Markiss. 

“Order I order 1” shouted the Peers. Then Gbantille remem- 
bered what the Markiss had done for him in similar circumstances, 
and, interposing, moved that the Markiss be hepd. House agreed, 
Norval, retiring from the Grampian hills, withdrew to the Low- 
lands by the Bar. . , . « .j. l 

In Commons Gbandolph turned up in his favourite character as 
Economist. Crammed to the moustache. Eignres which he rattled 
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DR. SPEAKER BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG PARLIAMENTARY FRIENDS. 

GIYING IT THEM ALL ROUND. 


force in Gallery to-night; working away at high pressure. Now 
the time, or never. So Denman rose and began— 

“ My name is Noeval ” 

Unfortunately Geanvillb rose at same moment. Didn’t seem at 
all interested in further biographical details, and recurred to Coer- 
cion Bin. Denman not to be turned aside. 

“ On the Grampian hills,” 

he continued ; whereupon the Markiss rose and moved formal Reso- 
lution that Geanvilie be heard. 

Evidently some misunderstanding; but Denman too polite to 
insist on pushing himself forward ; resumed his seat, and patiently 
awaited conclusion of Gbanville’s speech. Thereupon promptly 


out show that^Eirst Lord^and -fBoard of Admiralty are spendthrifts. 
Q;uite a marvellous store of learning, which hampered Hamilton, 
baffled Bebeseobu, riled Reed and flurried Fobwood. 

This, the serious business of the sitting, prefaced by a privilege case 
which of course attracted much more attention. Long complained 
that on addressing Tanneb in Lobby after debate of Friday, Member 
for Mid-Cork had turned upon him and abused him in coarsest 
language. Old Morality moved that Tanneb be suspended for a 
month. Many Members of opinion that 0. M. need not have been so 
precise. As they were hanging him np,^ a month or two more or leas 
would make no difference. Others laid the blame on Long, who 
opened the conversation. . , ▼ ^ 

“ If a man touches pitch he must expect to be defiled,” said Lady 
Pabeeb, gyrating coc^nettishly in the Lobby. Sexton moved ad- 
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jonrninent of debate till Tbursday. In course of speecli fell upon 
(jjEj^T-D-iTis standing: at Bar, smiling,” as Sexton bitterly said, 
“in such a superior manner.” Finding a bead 
there, Sexton brought down 'shillelagh on it. 
Suddenness of assault took away G-.-D.’s breath. 
Yery indignant when he recovered. 

SJi “What business had he to attack me?” he 

asked. “ I '11 interpolate the Speaxee, and see 
if this, too, isn’t a Breach of Privilege.” 
HHSraSK Business ^fowe.—Supply. 

Seems Tannes not the only Member 
who has been “saying things” in the Lobby. 
Alderman Fowler accused of having sinned in a 
similar way against Howell. Irish Members 
gleefully taken up case. Sexton gave 
notice that on Thursday, when Motion 
for suspension of Tanner comes on, 
he will move that Fowler be also 
suspended for a month. “ They can 
go away together for a month in the 
Tim Healt says; “or 
might take a trip to Norway. Any- 
how, they’ll be able to pair for the 
/fy/k remainder of the Session.” 

^ Towler makes light of the threat, 

BSf II but not at all a pleasant thing. Par- 


A Mf m liamentary life, as a whole, getting | 

Illy MM, f ^^^her a weariness to the flesh. Only i 

^ MM ”^he other day he was sat upon in 

*=^w**^ connection with the manufacture of 

If a man touches pitch,” &c. bogus petitions, now is to be brought 
up for using bad language in the 
Lobby. Wishes he ’d been made a J ubilee Peer. 

After questions, gallant little Wales came up, piping its eye. 
Thirty-one men been arrested in connection with Tithe Eiots near 
Euthin. Government, having got into swing in Ireland, proposed 
to change the ‘cenue^ and try prisoners by Special Jury. Ellis moved 
Adjournment in order to protest. Backed up by Osborne Morgan, 
Harcourt,^ Dillwyn, and others. On other side, Attorney- 
General justified course taken, and Solicitor-General declared 
Osborne Morgan’s speech “a scandal to the House of Commons.” 

Idea of Osborne Morgan creating a scandal 
> hoIB shocked the House; Glaree obliged to withdraw 
mmm remark, and apologise. 

Gem of the evening was Swetenham’s speech. 
Delightful the ease and fluency with which he pro- 
Br nounced such words as Llanymreoh and Llansaint- 
W fraid, and others guiltless of a vowel. Delicious 
the way in which he ogled Osborne Morgan, slily 
insinuating his intimate knowledge of the criming 
classes. What with his remarks, and the accusation 
I I Solicitor-General, House 

' began to think there was more in 

Osborne Morgan than met the 
unawares, 

been nursing a viper in its bosom. 
dom, — Supply. 

Thursday, — Dr. Tanner and 

mm/J mSSlbW ^$^ Alderman Fowler both in their 

places at Question Time. First 

business on paper was Adjourned 
jUr Debate on Old Morality’s Motion 

Mr suspend Tanner for a month. 

m Bit jr ^ Sexton gave notice to haul up the 
MS on charge similar to 

mi which hung over meek head 

of Tanner. Tanner in apologetic 
mood, but the Alderman defiant. 
“ Scandalous I ” course ^ of debate Howell, 

. _ . * allegedvictimofAlderman’smina- 

tory observations, attempted to introduce the subject. Tanner 
debate been on for hour and half ; began to flag a little. Time 
seemed opportune [for serving up the Alderman. But Speaker 
peremptorily interposed, and would have none of it. SuJflcient for 
Tanner thereof, and so the Alderman, a pillar of 
the Churoh, a mainstay of the State, must go down to posterity under 
charge of having used naughty words in the Lobby. 

Tanner episode proved lively enough. Taistner apologised for 
language used to Walter Long, and duly expressed Ms regret. All 
eyes turned npon Old Morality. Expected, as Leader of House, to 
interpose, and brmg unsavoury proceedings to swift close— and so, 
let us go to business. But 0. M. let Long slip in with correction of 
Tanner’s version of what had passed. Squabbled for half-an-hour 
as to what had really been said. House got its hack up. Opportu- 
nity for controlling it passed. Storm grew higher as moments slipped 


by. Harcourt in Ms element, thumping the table and shouting at 
top of Ms voice in effort, sometimes vain, to make Mmself heard 
— amid clamour on opposite benches. Finally, 
B WB Whitbreab appeMed to Breaker to give 
JSSH his opinion. This awkward for Speaker, 

who must needs offend one or other of 
angry parties. Acquitted himself admir- 
ably. With infinite tact expressed his 
opinion that, as contended from Opposition 
Benches, Tanner’s apology “formal, dis- 
tinct, and unreserved.” Rather a snub 
tMs for Old Morality and Hartington, 
who had backed him up. But decision 
unanimously accepted, and the smile 
wMch Bigwoob reported he had “seen 
on' the countenance of Dr. Tanner” 
when first addressed in Lobby by Long, 

“We’ve lost two hours’ precious time,” 
Kennaway, walking out, “ and 
the only person that ’s made anything 
y out of it is Tanner. A week ago 
was in low water, snubbed by Ms 
friends, for whom Ms conduct 
HB elevated to po- 

sition of persecuted hero, made 
the subject of elaborate debate, 
i. dragged Government into fresh 

071 muddle, and brought upon them 

v//, ^ gbuke^f rom Mgbest authority in the 

inof fTiTo Business done,— (j(0t into Commit- 

‘•We ye lost^o hours precious ^and BiU. 

Friday, — House assembled tMs 
afternoon at Waterloo Station, bound for Portsmouth and South- 
ampton, to see the Review. 

&mness Took return-tickets. 


“ Dear me I ” said Mrs. Ram, “ I always thought that Margarine 
was a foreign title. Wasn’t there a Margarine of Hesse ? ” 


GOOD-WOODCUTS. 

By D, CramlOi Junior, 








« Ham?— Steaks !’» 






“Rich! mon’!” 




“ Scandalous I * 



Little Time was lost in getting 
to the Post. 




Taking Inside Place. 


Drawing Out Clear. 


HOTIOB. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. # 
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^ „ ALL IN PLAY. 

Djbab Me. Punch, 

Now that yoTir own particular theatrical adviser and fol- 
lower, Mr. Nibbs, has left London for a trip abroad, I venture to 
address you on matters dramatic. I am the more desirous of so 
doing because, although the Season is nearly over, two very import- 
ant additions have been made to the London playhouse programme — 
two additions that have hitherto escaped your eagle glance. I refer, 
Sir, to The Doctor at the Globe, and The Colonel at the Comedy — 
both from the pen of a gentleman who (while I am writing this in 
London) is partaking of the waters at Royat. Mr. Bttbnand is to be 
congratulated upon the success that has attended both productions. 
I had heard rumours that The Doctor had found some difl3.oulty in 



How happy could he be with either.” 


establishing himself (or rather herself, because I am talking of a lady) 
satisfactorily in Newcastle Street, Strand. It was said that she 
required practice, but when I attended her consulting-room the 
other evening, I found the theatre fuU of patients, who were under- 
going a treatment that may be described (without any particular 
reference to marriages or “ the United States”) as *‘a merry cure.” I 
was accompanied by a young gentleman fresh from school, and at 
first felt some alarm on his account, as his appreciation of the witty 
dialogue with which the piece abounds was so intense that he threat- 
ened more than once to die of laughing. 

I have never seen a play “ go ” better— rarely so well. The heroine 
— ^the “ was played with much eSect and discretion by 

Miss Enson, a lady for whom I prophesy a bright future. Mr. Penxex 
was excellent in a part that fitted him to perfection. Both Miss 
Yictoe, as a “ strong woman,” and Mr. Hill, as— well, himself, — 
kept the pit in roars. The piece is more than a farce. The first two 
Acts are certainly farcical, but there is 
a touch of pathos in the last scene 
which reminds one that there is a close 
relationship between smiles and tears. 
And here let me note that the company 
in the private boxes, even when most 
heartily laughing, were still in tiers. 
As a rule the Doctor is not a popular 
person, but at the Globe she is sure to 
be always welcome. Any one sufiering 
from that very distressing and preva- 
lent malady, “the Doleful Dumps,” 
cannot do better than go to Newcastle 
Street for a speedy cure. 

The Colonel at the Comedy is equally 
at home, and, on the occasion of his 
revival, was received with enthusiasm. 
Mr. Beuce has succeeded Mr. Coghlan 
in the title role^ and plays just as well 
as his predecessor. Mr. Hdbiebeex is 
the original Forester^ and the rest of 
the dramatis personc^ axe worthy of 
the applause bestowed upon them. To 
judge from the laughter that followed 
every attack upon the sesthetio f ad, the 
“Greenery Yallery Gallery” is as 
much to the front as ever— a fact, by 
the way, that was amply demonstrated 
at the Soirie of the Eoyal Academy, where “passionate Brompton” 
was numerously represented. 

The Bells of Hademere seem to be ringing in large audiences at 
the Adelphi, although the piece is not violently novel in its plot or 



characters. Mrs. Beenaed-Bjeeee ceases to die ‘ ‘ every evening ” at the 
end of this week at the Opera Comique until November. I peeped in, 
a few days since, just before the last scene of As in a LooMng- Glass^ 
and found the talented lady on the point of committing her nightly 
suicide. Somehow I missed the commencement of the self-murder, 
and thus could not satisfactorily account for her dying until I noticed 
that a double-bass was moaning piteously. Possibly ttiis double-bass 
made Mrs. Beeptaeb-Bbeeb wish to me— it certainly created the 
same desire on my part. Believe me, yours sincerely. 

One who has Goise to Pieces. 


OUR EXCHANGE AND MART. 

Holiday Inquiries. 

E ligible continental teayelling companion.— 

A D.C.L.j B.M., and R.S.Y.P. of an Irish University, is 
desirous of meeting with one or two Young English Dukes who con- 
templating, as a preliminary to their taking their seats in the House 
of Lords, passing a season at Monaco, would consider the advertiser’s 
society and personal charge, together with his acquaintance with a 
system of his own calculated to realise a substantial financial profit 
from any lengthened stay in the locality, an equivalent for the pay- 
ment of his hotel, travelling, and other incidental expenses. 
Highest references given and expected. Apply to “Mastee oe 
Aets.” Blindhnokv. County Cork. 

I NYALID OUTING. EXCEPTIONAL ADYANTAGES. — A 
confirmed Invalid, formerly an active member of the Alpine 
Club, who has temporarily lost the use of his legs, and has in conse- 
quence hired a Steam -traction engine attached to which, in a bath- 
chair, he proposes making a prolonged excursion through the most 
mountainous districts of Wales, is anxious to meet with five other 
paxaly tics who will join him in his contemplated undertaking, and 
bear a portion of the expense. As he will take in tow two furniture 
vans containing respectively a Cottage -Hospital and a Turkish-bath, 
and be accompanied by three doctors, and a German Band, it is 
scarcely necessary for him to point out that the details of the trip 
will be carried out with a due regard to the necessities of health and 
recreation. ^ Whfie the fact that a highly respectable firm of 
Solicitors will join him en route ^ will be a gnaxantee that any 
vexatious litigation instituted against him hy local boroughs for the 
crushing and otherwise damaging their gas and water-mains, or 
running into their lamp-posts wiU. if it occur, he jealously watched 
and efiectually dealt with. In the^ not unforeseen, though hy no 
means expected event of the Traction Engine becoming hy some 
accident permanently wedged in and unable to move from some in- 
accessible pass, it is understood that the party shall separate, and 
that each member shall he at liberty to return home hy any route 
he may select for himself as most convenient and available for the 
purpose. Eor all further particulars apply to X, X. X. , Stxuggle-on- 
the-Limp, Lame End, Beds. 

L IEE in the country, rare opportunity.— A n 
impecunious Nobleman, whose income has been seriously re- 
duced owing to the prevailing agricultural depression, would he 
willing to let his Eamily Mansion to a considerate tenant at a com- 
paratively low rental. As half the furniture has been seized under 
a distress-warrant, and as a man in possession is permanently 
installed, under a bill of sale, in charge of the rest, a recluse of 
aesthetic tastes, to whom a series of rooms entirely devoid of furni- 
niture would present a distinct attraction, and who would find a little 
friendly social intercourse not an altogether disagreeable experience, 
might discover in the above an eligible opportunity. Some excellent 
fishing can he had on the sly in the small hours of the morning by 
dodging the local Middle-man to whom it has been let. Capital rat- 
shooting over nearly an eighth of an acre of wild farmryard buildings. 

Address, “ Mabq,uis.” Spillover. Herts. 

rpHE BEST PART OF HALF A PACE OF HOUNDS FOR 
i SALE. — A Midland County Sg^uire, who, through having come 
into a Suhurhan Omnibus business, is about to relinquish his position 
as a county gentleman, is anxious to find a purchaser for what is 
left of a Pack of Hounds, of which he has for several years been the 
acknowledged Master. The “remnant” consists of a Dachshund, a 
Setter, slightly blind of one eye, two Drawing-room Pugs, a Lurcher, 
and a French Poodle, who can tell fortunes with a pack of cards, 
jump through three papered hoops at a time, walk round the room 
on his fore legs, and take five o’clock tea with any assembled 
company. Any enthusiastic huntsman wishing ‘ * to ride to hounds ” 
in the middle of August, could, with a little preliminary trainiug, 
scarcely fail to find in the above aU the elements that would provide 
him with a capital nin, even at this comparatively early season of 
the sporting year. With a red herring tied on to the fox, they could 
he warranted not to miss the scent ; and, failing their performances 
in the field, might be safely relied on as a striking feature in any 
provincial Circus. The advertiser would he glad to hear from a 
respectable and responsible sausage manufactory.— Apply, Mastee, 
Packhohne, Xemlworth. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE POETS. 

A CroLE OF Cathat.” 

Locksley Hall, 


SOME MORE OEPIOIAL JILLS. 

( Whom Mr. Punchy with his characteristic serise of justice and fair-^iplay^ is proud to 
recognise as no less representative than his earlier types— although he could wish 
he had the pleasure of encountering them a little more fregwently.) 

ScoEKnB—-^ large Branch Post Office. The weather is oppressively warm^ and 
ike Public slightly irritable in consequence. Behind the counter are three 
Young Ladies^ ^distinctly engaging appearance^ whom we will call Miss 
G-oodcbgdli), Miss Meekiit, Miss Mannebly, respectively. As the 
Curtain rises^^ Miss Goodchile is laboriously explaining to an old lady with 
defective hearing the relative advantages of a Postal and a Post Office Order. 

The Old Lady. Just say it over again, so that a body can hear ye. You 
young Misses ought to he taught to speak out. ’stead o’ mumbling the way you do. 
TTAy cau’tyegive me a Postal Order for fiTe-and-fourpence, and a’ done with 
it, eh? 

Miss Goodchild [endeavouring to speak distinctly). A Post Office Order will 
he what you require. See, you just fill in that form, and then I ’Umake it out— 
it’s quite simple. 

Old Lady. Yes, I dessay, anything to saye yourselyes a little trouble I 
You’re all alike, you Post-OfB.ce young women. As if I couldn’t send five-and- 
fonrpence to my hoy down at Toadley in the ’Ole, without fiUing^up a parcel o’ 
nonsense ! ^ 

Person behind [with a talent for grim irony of a heavy order). Can you 
inform me whether there are any arrangements for providing luncheon for the 
Public— because, as it appears I am to spend the entire day here 

ilfm Goodchild [sweetly). I’m so very sorry to. keep you waiting. Sir, As 
soon as ever I have attended to this lady ! 

Old Lady. If you caZ/it attending— which I don’t myself. There’s your form. 

Miss Goodchild. Oh, but you haven’t told me.whomyou want ^the order made 
out to I 

Old Lady. I did— I told you it was my son. If you hadn’t been wool- 
gathering, you ’d ha’ heard me. I ’m sure I speak plain enough I 

Miss Goodchild [laughing good-humouredly^. Oh, yes, you speak very plainly 
—hut I want the name in full, please, to put in the instructions. 

The Person with the Irony. When you have quite concluded your little 
conversation 

Miss Goodchild [as she fills in the order). !N’ow, Sir, what can I do for you? 


The Person with the Irony. Well, I shonld he glad to 
be informed wbat you mean by requiring me to take out 
a licence for a dog that died of distemper a fortnight 
after I had him— and I had a warranty with him too ! 

Miss Goodchild. Oh, but that isn’t my department, you 

see. You must go {gives him elaborate instructions as 

to the place he is to apply to.) 

The Person. Ah, if you had had the common courtesy 
to tell me all that before, I should not have wasted my 
time like this I \_Exit in wrath. 

A Feeble Lady [to Miss Mbekdt). Oh, I just thought 
as I was passing by — may I put my umbrella here— and 
these parcels ? thank you. I daresay you can tell me. 
Does the Mail for New Heligoland touch at Port Sandune ? 
They go every other Friday, don’t they ? or is it changed 
to alternate Tuesdays now ? and will there be anyone on 
board who would look after a box of Japanese rats if I 
sent them?— they ’U want feeding, or something I 
suppose. 

[Miss MEEKiy disentangles these inquiries^ and 
answers them categorically to ^ the best of her 
j knowledge^ information arid belief. 

Feeble Lady [disappointed). Oh, I quite thought you 
would know all about it ! Then you wouldnH send the 
i rats, you think ? 

i Miss Meekin. No, I don’t think I should send the 
rats, without someone in charge. 

Feeble Lady. Oh, well, but I call it very unsatis- 
factory— did 1 put my umbrella down in this corner, or 
not ?, Oh, [slightly annoy e^ you have it . . . there must 
be another parcel, do see if you haven’t put it away by 
mistake ! No ? Then it will be all right about the rats ? 

\_Fxit vaguely, 

A Conversational Man [to Miss MjjnffBBXY). Warm, 
isn’t it? 

Miss Mannerly. Very warm. What can I do for you ? 

Conv. Man. Wait a bit. Give a mau time to get his 
breath . . . phew I [In an injured tone.) Why, the 
mercury in this oflBLce of yours must be over eighty at 
least! 

Miss Mannerly, I daresay , . , you wanted P 

Conv. Man. Daresay ! Haven’t you got a thermometer 
—you can easily look for yourself I 

Miss M. I’m afraid there isn’t one. If you will teE 
me what you came for ? 

Conv, Man. Ah, you wouldn’t he in snch a hurry if I 
was a nice-looking young chap ! You ’d be ready enough 
to talk all day then— J know what you young ladies are 
like! 

Miss M. Perhaps we are not all alike — and I really 
have no time to talk to anybody. 

[ Turns away and weighs a parcel for somebody else. 

Conv. M. So that’s the way you treat a ci^E remark, 
is it ! 1 teE you what it is— you young women want 
taking down; a Ettle showing up wiE do good! 
Perhaps you haven’t seen Punch lately ? Well, you 
look out — could give Punch some wrinMes if 1 liked I 
Ah, I thought that would make a change in you I What 
do I want ? Well, ’pou my soul I forget what I came in 
for. I ’E look in when you ’re in a better temper. 

[Exit with the consciousness of having scored. 

A Testy Mon[toWim Meekin). Look here, thisis simply 
scandalous! I’ve brought it to show you. My Ettle 
girl in the country sent home some silkworms to her 
si ster in a light paper-box. They were marked * ‘ fragEe, 
with care ” — and this is how they arrived ! ( Thrusts a 
crushed packet, unpleasantly stained, upon Miss Meekht’s 
notice.) That’s your stamping, that is 1 

Miss Meekin. I ’m sure 1 ’m very sorry, 

^ Testy M, Sorry! What’s the use of thatf The 
sEkworms are dead! dead throne-h culpable negHgence 
on the part of someone in this cfBce— and E you ’ll give 
me a sheet of paper, I’E let the Postmaster- Generd 
know whsit I think of you here. (Miss Meekin supplies 
him '^toith paper and an^ envelope ; he dashes down a 
strong-worded screed with a gold ^encil-case.\ There, 
you’E hear more of that— I’E hrmg these silkworms 
heme to somebody, if I have to doit through ParEament I 
good-day to you. 

Miss Meekin [as he is opening the door). Sir, one 
moment! 

Testy Man. No, I ’U Esten to no apologies— disgraceful, 
disgraceful ! 

Miss Meekin [a little roused). I wasn’t going to 
apologise— only to teU you you ’ve left your pencE-case 
on the counter. 
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Testy Man. Oh.— er— have I? much oMiged. [pisarmed.) And 
you may give me back that letter— I *11 think over it ! 

Miss GoodeMd {to Mrs. CturvERPUL— a regular client). Oh, Mrs. 
ftuiVEEPUii, do you knovT, you never put any stamp on that letter to 
Wurra-G-orra ? I saw it was in your hand writing. 

Mrs. Quiverful. Dear, dear me ! how careless— and my boy ex- 
pecting to hear as usual I So you couldn’t send it ? 

Miss G. Oh, yes, it was sent— I thought you wouldn’t like to miss 
the Mail. 

Mrs. Q. But he ’ll have to pay double at his end— he’ll think I 
grudge the expense, poor boy ! 

Miss G. {timidly). I— I thought you’d rather it went stamped, so 
I— I took the liberty of stamping ii myself. 


Mrs. Q. Did you? Then you’re a darling, and I don’t care what 
unkind things Mr. Punch chooses to say about you— there I 
Mr. Punch {m bachground\ If they were all like her, he w’ould 
I nevk‘ have said any unkind things at all, Madam. 0 si sic omnes I 


never have said any unkim 
'.Mrs, Q. [in some alarm) 

I singular person I 


gs at all, Madam. 0 si sic omnes I 
■quite so, I’m sure. What a very 
IScene closes in. 


Horatian Motto eob Mr. STANsrELi) & Oo.—* * Gens humana 
ruit per vetitum nefas.*^ “ The humane gent plunges headlong into 
impropriety.” 

1 The Best “Dress Improver.”— A Pretty Girl. 
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A REMINISCENCE OF THE NAVAL REVIEW. 

I HAD never seen a Kaval Eeview. It was to come off on th 
Saturday, and tlxis was the Thursday previous. When therefore ii 
answer to a modest iiKiuiry, I received 
a wire from Mr. Richahd Rossheb, 

Chairman of the Great M. & K Steam- 
ship Company, saying:, “Come aboard 
our new boat, Megina, to-morrow, 

Friday * tickets and instructions by 

post,^’ I made up my mind on the spot ^ 

to accept, if I could return on the \ 

Saturday night, as business of the _ 

utmost importance demanded my pre- 

senee in London on Sunday morning. 

What that business was is nobody’s 

business but mine, so I need not explain. ' rrfrj r S Sf 

Suffice it to say that to miss a certain . ’’ I 'il l 

appointment on Sunday morning, would - -if' 1 ' 

have been fraught with most disastrous ’ 

conseguences to myself and others. . 

I answered Rosshee’s telegram, 

“Tes, with pleasure, if you can land 
me Saturday night.” To which the 

reply was, “ Think it^ can be managed ; try to come.” To this I 
wired, “Instructions ’and tickets received. Am coming.” Within 
two hours I got a message from a Clerk in the M. & N. Office, 
City, “ Rosshes on board at Southampton. Too late to wire.” 

What this was meant to convey I did not understand, but my mind 
was made up, and very soon my bag was packed, and I was ready for 
the start. At all events, there was the utter novelty to me of being 
a guest on board one of the largest vessels afloat in the Indian 
Merchant Service (I believe it is the Indian Merchant Service, or, as 
Ollendoepp would put it, “the Service of the Indian Merchant,”) 
with a select party, limited, I supposed, to about a dozen “joUy 
comp^ons everyone,” and in being taken in and done ioren prince, 
en prince indien, 

“ Immensely kind of Rosshee,” I said to myself (and subsequently 
said it to him) as I alighted at the Waterloo Station, and proceeded 
at once to the wron^ platform. I do not remember ever having 
been to Waterloo Station without having been to the wrong platform 
to begin with. 

Bag in hand, and’coat over arm— the wary sea-dog provides against 
probable squalls— I strode to another platform— wrong again. ‘ ‘ The 
M. & N. Special,” I panted to a porter, who was so taken aback by 
bemg appealed to suddenly, that for a few seconds he could only mop 
his heated brow and stare at me vaguely. Then after repeating my 
(juestion twice, once to me and once to Mmself , he shook his head as 
if he were giving up a conundrum, whereupon to interest bim per- 
sonally in my proceedings I handed him my bag to carry. This look- 
ing like real business, he showed himself a man of vast resources by 
stopping an official in a buttoned-up uniform and a tall chimney-pot 
Imt, and obtaining the information from him. Across the bridge and 

Here we are. Board up labelled 
M. & N. Special. Begina,^^ A crowd is pouring in at the wicket- 
gate. Can they all be going by the M, & Special ? Yes. I hear 
the question put, and those not possessing the proper tickets are 
sternly rejected. Some are sent off to another platform where there 
IS another “M. & K Special” for the Italia, 

I present my ticket. It is examined, clipped, and I am passed in, 

1 Seemg a number of people ahead and an empty smoking-carriage 
close at hand, I jump into this, stow away my bag, and And mys^ 
mth a ouster of an hour to the good. I get out to look about me. 
Enter Sir Petee Poetland (looking younger than ever, as he always 
does whenever I meet him) in decidedly fashionable yachting- 
costume, cap and all (he once owned a yacht), carrying a brown- 
paper pwcel. Delighted to see one another. He secures a seat in 
my carnage. So does another fellow, name unknown, but evidently 
a gallant seaman with a weather-beaten countenance. At the last 
moment hurries up Sir Thomas auiECXE, also in full yachting- 
costume, cap and all, only not so bright and gay as Sir Petee, who 

I observe has on an evening white waistcoat and patent leather shoes, 
which combmation gives a light and airy and hornpipy appearance 
wearer, which mere navy blue serge can never convey. 

W^e, mcluding ^e unknown man in the corner, with the weather- 
beaten face— the Anight of the Bronzed Features— congratulate our- 
selves on bemg the guests of the M. & H. Sir Petee produces his 
card of mvitation. So does Sir Thomas; so does the Weather-beaten 
One. I feel m all my pockets. No. I Ve left it behind me. Sir 
Petee, Sir Thomas, and the Weather-beaten Stranger eye me sus- 
piciously. There is a lull in the conversation. I tell my story, and 
try to interest them. It strikes me that they don’t believe it ; but 
my railway ticket proves my veracity. They brighten up again, 
but are evidently still far from clear that they are not travelling 
with an impostor. ® 

I don’t see your name on the list,” says Sir Petee, scanning a 
large card through his glasses. 

“ '\^at list ? ’^ I ask, somewhat disturbed, 

3 “ List of guests,” replies Sir Thomas, examining his card. 

Weather-beaten Man hasn’t got a list ; he asks to be allowed to 
examine Sir Petee’ s. Aha! the Weather-beaten Man’s name is 
^t there. Sir Thomas and Sir Petee eye him with suspicion now. 
He explains and tells his story. If my name had been on the list I 
should have disbelieved him; but as it isn’t, I only think that his 
account of being here at all is not so plausible and clear as my own. 

^ You ’ve got the number of your berth ? ” asks Sir Thomas, look- 
ing round at me doubtfully, as if he were giving me a last chance, 
**^®rth!” I exclaim, “No, I haven’t. You see I only tele- 

gwphed ” and here I am about to repeat my entire explanation, 

t when Sir Peter and Sir Thomas cut it short by shaking their heads 
ominously. “I’m going away on Saturday night,” I say, as if the 
prospect of my leaving them soon would soften them a bit. 

‘Saturday 1 ” returns Sir Petee, with a chuckle. “ ’Pon my soul 
^ i smiles derisively. 

No one goes on shore till Monday,” observes Sir Thomas, with 
decision. “ Certainly not,” says the Weather-beaten Man, who is 
not on the hst, turning against me ; “ and, for my part, I don’t care 
how long I stay in such good quarters.” 

After this there is an uncomfortable silence. Sir Thomas says 
there are two hundred and fifty guests. Heavens I and I had 
thought it was a small and select party of genial bachelors I We 
read our papers, the Weather-beaten Man in his corner, I in mine. 
Sir Petee and Sir Thomas smoke, and then both fall asleep. Wak- 
^ conversing about a trip they have already had on 

the Begin^ comparing notes of comfort and so forth. I ’m out of it. 

So is the Weather-beaten Stranger. I begin to wish I hadn’t come, 
or, at all events, that I had brought my invitation card as proof of 
my identity, and a verification of my statement. Wish, too, I ’d 
brou^t Rosshee’s telegram. No good wishing. I haven’t. I ’m 
not there yet ; but what frightens me is, that as there are two 
nundred and fifty passengers, if I am the only one who wants to go 
on shore on Saturday night, they will never upset all the arrange- 
ments for the sake of sending me off in a launch or a gig, or what- 
ever they have jase. And if I can’t return Saturday However, 

o® I I ’ll go through with it. 

Southampton, directly^ alongside of the Megina, Magnificent 
vessel. Crowd troopmg in out of train. Men in uniform at gang- 
way, directing everyone to go below and get billeted. I join the 
crowd descending the companion. As everyone comes to a table 
where cermin M. & N. officials are standing, each person shows his 
or her mvitation-card, and receives a number. Then they disappear, 
some singly, some in couples, as if it were the Ark, and Rosshee 
Noah settling; it all. Evidently the &st thing; necessary is the 
mvitation^ard. Ha ! there is Kossher in the distance, at the far 
comer of the tahle. I wave my hand to him in the heartiest manner, 
expressive of my dehg;ht at seeing; him, and I am sincerely eratefnl, 
for I feel at this moment that Rosshee is the only friend I have in 
this stage world, from which I am liable at any moment to be 
summarily ejected, being unable to show my raison d’etre in the 
shape of the mvitation-card. 

“Name?” says a sharp man in ordinary civilian’s dress, from 
whom, judgmg by his tone and business-like manner, I feel cond- 
dent I can expect no mm-cy. “I haven’t got one,” I reply, whereat 
he frowns as if he didn’t mean to stand any nonsense, and I apolo- 
gise humbly for having mistaken his question. I thought he was 
TO* eypg me suspiciously. “Name I 
Wliere is it ? Down bere ? And he hands me the confounded list, 
at which I make no pretence of looking, but cast an appealing loolc 
towards Rosshee, who at that moment, most fortunately for me, 
comes up, having finished shaking hands with two hundred out of 
the two hundred and fifty arrivals. 

cheery surprise, 

lhat s capital. Didn t know you were coming,” 

“ I tclccr°^hcd'^^^^’°*^°'^^”^^‘ ** ^ ^ Protesting, 

*' vV” Nosshct in anpff-hMd way, “then I didn’t receive 

T „ liere. “dwe ’R see what can be done for you.” 

1 catch Weather-beaten Stager’s eye. He is waiting, also, -with 
^ a cabin-door, most patiently. I meet several 

menus. 1 emlam to them all, over and over again, my melancholy 
^ ^ new the table as posWe, so that 

the sad tale may reach some of the officials, and excite them to pitv 
®®tion on my beh^f . My friends nod at me pleasajrtl^ 
hope It 'fnllMme all right, and leave me, to see after their orm 
comf^. What a selfish, unsympathetic world this is I 

L costume, but evidently 

n official of soiM sort, bhftdy tummg towards me and mentioning 

I I^ediately acknowledge, whereupoi 
r t®, Toa. My name ’s Ceict.” 

V- ^ vatay, as if congratulating him on his 

appellation. Where ’s your berth ? ” Then I have to explain it 
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all oyer to Mm. I becoming sick of these explajiations. Tbey^re 1 
asking me for the number of my berth, as if they wanted an extract 3 
from my baptismal-register, or my marriage-certificate. “Don^t € 
know what you’ll do,” says Ceice, smiling as if the whole thing ] 
were a good joxe. And I thought he could help me ! “ Where ’s s 
yonr dinner-place ? ” he asks. Good heavens I I don’t know-how 
should I ? where ’s hs dinner-place ? Oh,” he replies, ** mine ’s 1 

aft. If yon like to join ns, we’ll find room. It’s very joUy. IsTot £ 
so swell, yon know.” JSTo, I don’t know, and haven’t an idea what 1 
he means. Bnt if I can’t get dinner ** forward,” I’ll dine “aft” i 
with pleasure. Rosshek comes up. s 

“All right,” he says to Ceice, “ Jnst take this gentleman” j 
(meaning me) “to the Saloon; there are several spare places.” ] 
Eossher pats me on the back, encouragingly. Oh, how grateful I s 
am to EossherI Crick says, “Yes, Sir,” (what is Crick?) and ] 
takes me to the Saloon— beautifully laid out for two hundred and i 
fifty guests— and finds me a capital place. Why didn’t he do this < 
before? No matter, it’s settled now. First bell sounds. Crick £ 
directs me to the wash-and-brush-up. In ten minutes I have made 
my toilette, including opening my bag and getting out a dark serge ] 
for d in ner wear, and I walk into the Saloon as the convives are assem- ] 
bling, with the air of a man who is well within his rights, 1 

Happy Thought,-^! won’t ask Eossher anything more about i 
berth and cabin until after dinner. After dinner is £ilways a good- 1 
natured, complaisant time. 

Excellent dinner. Amusing company. Chiefiy stories about long ' 
voyages, rats and cockroaches. From what I hear I should not 1 
Hke a long voyage in an old sMp. We disperse over the vessel. Music, 1 
coffee, cigars, and conversation. Lovely sight. Still, it will be < 
lovelier if I am quite certain where I am going to sleep. I find < 
Eossher. “ Ah ! ” he cries out, cheerily, as if he had quite forgotten 1 
my particularly sad case, “how are you getting along ? All right? 
Eh r ” And he is just going on to join a lively party of distinguished 1 
visitors when I detain him sharply, as the Ancient Mariner did the 1 
guest, and hold him with my ghttering eye. 

“How about the berth?” I say, with as little show of anxiety 1 
as’the desperate circumstances of tne case will permit. ] 

“ The berth ! ” he repeats. “ Why, haven’t you got a berth yet?” 1 

“ No,” I return, abjectly, as if I were a poor stowaway, without ; 
a friend to^ speak up for me. He meditates a moment. What can 1 
he be thinking about ? Putting me on shore at once ? Getting rid 
of me politely, as a sort of Jonah. I await his decision nervously. 

“ Come to the Purser,” he says. I follow him. 

The Purser is in Ms counting-house, counting out Ms biUets. 
Aha! at the sight of me he knows what we have come about. 

“ You ’re aU right,” he says to me. “Your berth is No. 273.” 

“ There I ” exclaims Eossher, triumphantly, exulting in the 
capabilities of the M. & N.’s new sMp Regina. “ Now you’re fixed 
up.” I am. I could go on my knees to.EossHER ; I could bless the 
Steward, Purser, I mean,— whatever a Purser is,— but I content 
myself with concealing my agitation, thanking Eossher simply but 
warmly, and then I follow a black man dressed in wMte, who carries 
my bag to No. 273. A lovely outside cabin, airy as if it were on 
deck, with an electric light, and three empty bunks (I think they 
are called “ bunks,”— but am not certam) besides mine. How four 
persons on a long voyage, or a short one, can five, move, and have 
their being in this, I don’t know ; but how one can is evident, and 
temporarily I am that privileged one. I hope I shall remain so. I 
do ; and have it all to myself. 

Up on deck agam. Evening spent hapi)ily— chiefly in smoking- 
room, Turn mat twelve, XJp next morning at 5*30. Awoke by 
the light, and fresh breeze. Lovely marble bath — ^then early coffee. 
Breakfast d la fourchette^ at 9 ’30. Everythmg as I had anticipated, 
en prince indien. Lounge on deck. Newspapers arrive. More 
lounging. Refreshments. Chatting. Then luncheon. TheEeview 
becomes quite a secondary consideration. SMps everywhere, bunting 
and flags aU about. Weather lovely— scene gay. At three what is 
called “the fun” is to commence. The “fun” for the coloured 
seamen in wMte, consists in their having to stand in a row on the 
yards up aloft for about an hour and a half. If tMs is nautical 
etiquette, I’m very glad I’m not one of the coloured sailors. I 
suddenly remember that 1 have to get away. Now begins my trouble 
again. I find four other persons to whom getting away is an absolute 
necessity, and not one of them knows how he is going to achieve* it, 
and not one of them likes to broach the subject to Eossher. We try 
the Captain, a bluff seaman, who replies, with a pleasant sort of 
sea-doggishness, that “he is ready to take the ship wherever 
Mr, Eossher orders Mm,” At present Mr. Eossher hasn’t issued 
any orders, but he (the Captain) tMnks he means sailing for 
Cherbourg to-morrow (Sunday) early. Cherbourg I ! The Purser, 
on being asked, can’t say any more. 

For one moment I see Eossher. I remind him that he promised 
to land me. “ Did I ? ” he says, with an air of quiet astonishment 
wMch is most provoking. “ WeE, I don’t know how I’m going to 
do it. We ’ll see— after the CIhben has gone,” I catch at a first 
chance, and say, cajolingly, as if suggesting a plan that he could 


have adopted long ago if he had only thought of it— “ ^uldn’ 
you send us off in a launch or the tender ?” I had ascertained tM 
existence of these two boats in attendance, “ After the fireworks ? 
Eossher looks at me, thunderstruck. He simply says, ‘ ‘ Impossible ! 
and turns on Ms heel. 

The fact is, when you get out to sea on board a great sMp, th< 
visitor is in the power of the owners of the vessel, who have settlec 
all their arrangements for the comfort and amusement of twr 
hundred-and-fitty persons, and if a proposition is made which will 
interfere with these laws of nautical Medes and Persians in the 
smallest degree, it is like suggesting the slightest possible alteration, 
pro tem.^ in the solar system. No help for it. I make up my mind 
philosophically. If they can’t put me on shore, they can’t. It ’s a 
serious matter, it ’s the loss of thousands, it ’s misery for a year, 

perhaps, it ’s ruin to a family, but ^I shall see the fireworks and 

illuminations, and have a cruise to Cherbourg, where I don’t parti- 
cularly wish to. "go. In the meantime let us look at the Eeview. I 
am temporarily resigned. . . 

The Review . — ^Which are the War- vessels ? Where is the Q-HEEH ? 
How silent it all is. The yards are manned everywhere. Yery 
pretty. Firing and smoke in distance, hardly any noise, and though 
there must be cheering somewhere, yet the wind blows it away from 
us and we hear scarcely a sound. Dull. Through the glass we see 
the Queen’s Yacht passing along : then as the ship swings round 
we turn and turn, and everybody gets more or less of a stiff neck. 
The Band stands ready to play God Save the Queen^'* but two 
hours elapse, and Her Ma jestv is nowhere near us, and never will 
be ; most of the Band are fast asleep, the violoncello, having gone 
off first, is nodding over Ms instrument. The ladies yearn for five 
o’clock tea, and gradually disappear to get it. The party watching 
the Queen dissolves. 

Aha I the Tender ! The four separatists are to be put on shore, 
and to do this a large party, wishing to see the ships of war, the 
torpedo-boats, and gun-boats, will accompany us on the tender, 

I We steam down the line, we dodge in and out, we see all the sMps, 
and this is the liveliest and most interesting part of the day’s 
proceedings. Then comes the most melancholy, when we steam back, 
and aEow the other guests to re-embark for dinner on board (“ Wish 
you’d stop,” says Eossher, heartily, and I as heartily wish I could; 
so do we all), and then the four separatists, waving their adieux, are 
conveyed on board the tender to Southsea. In the crowd I lose the 
other three. I see no illuminations. I am thankful for what I have 
seen, and am content to imagine the rest, which I do as, in a carriage 
all to myself, I am taken up to London, stopping only once — at 
Guildford— en route ^ and am finally at home by 1‘30 a.m, when I find 
the card of invitation of the M. & N. Co. on my desk. It is over. It 
is an experience. Vive la Compagnie I 


HENRY MAYHEW. 

Born, 1812. Died, 1887. 

“ The Mathew Brothers.” A familiar phrase 
On all men’s lips in Funch's earlier days, 

Suggesting pleasant wit and genial mirth. 

Green grow the grass and lightly lie the earth 
Above the latest of the brilliant band I 
Punch's first pages knew that skilful hand. 

Henry the shrewd, and gentle Horace both 
Watched o’er its birth, and helped its budding growth, 

Not long indeed, yet lovingly. Farewell ! 

The record of the age’s course will teE 
Of Mm whose name a double honour bore. 

Comrade of Punchy and champion of the poor. 

[^¥r. Henry Mathew was never at any time Editor of Punch. He 
assisted the first Editor, Mr. Marx Lemon, in Ms work at the commence- 
ment, and made many valuable suggestions. His connection with Pwnch 
was not of long duration.— Ed.] 
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OUR DEFENCES. 

Mr, Punch. **Hooea.t I Not so vekt Bad, aiter all I ” 
Portsmouth^ Saturday^ July 23, 1887i 


DITFICULT NAYIGATION ; 

OB, THE PEODD SKIPPER AND THE PATIENT PILOT. 

A [mors or less) Nautical Ballad, 

I.— AT SEA. 

The Government Taolit (with a rather mixed erew) 

Sing hey^ sing ho^ and a capful of wind / 

Sets sail to crack on with a will till all ’s bine. 

Ho ! the "breeze blows brisk o^er the billow ! 

The Skipper is stout, if his looks are a clue ^ 

(But you mustn’t trust them, you may err if you do), 
And the smart second ofdcer carries the blue 
Like an amateur yachtsman at Margate. Woohoo I 
The sea is as soft as a pillow. 

The Government Yacht it sets sail in full state, 

Sing hey^ sing ho and a welUcaulkeddec'k ! 

And what do you think of that canny first mate ? 

Ho ! the sky is as bright as a beryl. 

That c|.nny first Mate is a smart Yolunteer, 

And to look at his jib and to list to his cheer. 

You would think as a hero he hadn’t a peer, 

Superior wholly to fiurry nr fear 

In the tryingest moment of peril. 

With a Skipper so stout and a Mate so astute, 

Sing hey^ sing ho, and an even heel I 
The course of that yacht can’t be hard to compute, 

Ho ! the sky shines fair in the offing / 

Salisbu&x dauntless, and Smith debonair. 

And Goschen a Nautical Ajax who ’ll dare 

All the lightnings on hand— at least so he ’ll declare !— 

How finely with such a fine crew they should fare, 

In spite of the land-lubbers scoffing. 

Hooray !— Humph I By Jove that ’s a suddenish squall, 
Sing hey, sing ho, and a spinnaker boom ! 


The Skipper, he doesn’t look steady at all, 

Ho ! there ’a something amiss with the compass ! 

Whilst Smith, the first Lufi, looks a little less smart, 

And Goschen— by Jove, can he be losing heart ? 

He swears there ’s some blessed mistake in the Chart, 

Is his not the cool imperturbable part ? 

Then why should he kick up a rumpus P 

It’s hard navigation midst quicksands and rocks ; 

Sing hey, sing ho, and a chopping sea ! 

The hull has been strained by some smart little shocks, 
Ho ! the sky looks black in the offing ! 

Is this the plain-sailing you promised, my Lord ? 

Why the rival Skipper will swear he has scored. 

What say you. Chief Mate ? It won’t do to be floored, 
Don't you think we had best take a pilot aboard, 

In spite of piratical scoffing P 

IL— ON SHORE. 

There’s a smart Cockney Tar with his glass to his eye, 
Sing hey, sing ho, and a Brummagem salt ! 

And what does the trim longshore yachtsman descry P 
Ho ! he ’« spying like Robinson Crusoe ! 

The Pilot in pose imperturbable stands, 

With slouching Sou’wester and pocketed hands, 

But his eye ’s on the Yacht and he quite understands, 
The fix of the Skipper— poor chap !— who commands, 

Or at least is imagined to do so. 

“ Hillo I ” cries the Cockney ; “ they ’re signalling now. 
Sing hey, sing ho, and a flag to the peak ! 

If the Yacht runs aground, Mate, there will be a row. 

Ho ! the Pilot is peacefully winking, 

I’ve an interest in her myself ; can’t afford 
She should seek Davy Jones, not at least till scored. 
How is it, my Habtt— beg pardon!— my Lord I 
They signal a pilot ; shall you go aboard 

To save ’em from striking or sinking ? ” ^ 

[Left considering*, 
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THE SAILOR'S SLIP. 

(Aie — T7m SaiWs Journal”) 
Spithbad, Saturday, July 23rd, 1887. 


Will our good Queen accept ? She way, 
The Public doubts it altogether. 

A sailor’s slip on such a day, 

A stretch of discipline’s tight tether, 


Is scarce a heavy fault to score 
Against a sailor frank and jolly. 
Still, I ’ll resign when once ashore, 

And leave it to my Queen and Solly* 


Lord Ch-rl‘S B-r-$f-rd sings : — 

’Twas when the Great Review was o’er, 
To signal Lady C. I started. 

Oh, etiquette ’s a horrid bore ! 

I erred, and hence am broken-hearted. 



The whole huge Fleet the signal read— 
Confound that thoughtless act of folly I 
What could I do but bow my head. 

And bid a long (?) adieu to Solly ? 

I hear my name ’s on every tongue 
As a true Sailor, brisk and cheery ; 

That like a breeze my voice has rung, 

And waked the Commons, dull and weary. 

I ’m little now to mirth inclined, 

I ’m not, as usual, gay and jolly, 

But care I ’ll whistle down the wind, 

And try to make it square with Solly. 

You see ’twas getting on for night, 

And true-bred tars, e’en midst carouses, 
Think with considerate delight 
About their sweethearts or their spouses. 

Tip went my signal, frank and free, 

(A breach of rule most melancholy) 

To “ give the tip ” to Lady C., 

And now I have to part with Solly. 

“ Tell Lady Chasles to go on hoard 
The Lancashire Witch^ where 1 will join her”* 
And aU. the Fleet read this and roared. 

Well— of strong words Jace. ’s a free coiner, 
But never mind what I remarked 
When I perceived my act of folly. 

They’ll think the Naval Lord has larked I 
Hang it ! I ’ll say good-bye to Solly. 

Such games aboard the Royal Yacht !— 
Although I am a chartered rattle, 

The Big- wigs won’t stand this. ’ Tis rot, 

But with red-tape who, who can battle ? 

A private message to my wife 
By public signal ! Oh, what folly I 
It is a lark, upon my life I 
But— I ’ll resign my berth, dear Solly ! 


EGBERT AT SPITHEAD. 

The question as prayed on my mind during the long waits at the Rewiew on 
Saturday, and which not ewen the Marines couldn’t auser, and for which I 
dessay as I shall have to wait till the next Jewbilly afore I gits it sattisfac- 
toryly xplained, is, why must these sillybrations be all begun so uncommon 
burly ? There may be sum werry singlar peeple as likes burly rising. Having 
probberbly nothink werry pertickler to do of a heavening, they natrally goes 
to roost hurley, like powltry, and plowmen, and suchlike, and having probberbly 
nothink werry pertickler to do in the morning, they natraUy gits up hurley 
to do it, like the powltry aforesaid. But to Waiters in gineral and to Hed 
Waiters in pertickler, nothink is so hawftdas hurley rising. As late as you 
like at nite and as late as you likes in the morning. Them’s my sentiments 
and I means to stick to ’em. And I suttenly thinks as I never seed sitch a 
sleepy-looking set of gents as assembled at Warterloo Stashun at about arf-past 
seven, Hay. Hem. on Saturday Morning. However, we most of us had a nice 
refreshing slumber on the way down, and then pulled ourselves together for the 
gorgeous specktacle. 

My werry fust thort was, how about the foaming billows ? and I ’m bound 
to say as they behaved theirselves uncommon steady. There was no playfool 
game of pitch and toss, but they were as quiet as Chelsea Reach. The number 
of great big ships as we seed was enuff to make ewen an Hed Waiter proud of 
his country, but I confesses that I carn’t say much as regards their beauty, for 
I thinks they was about as hugly a lot of black-looking monsters as ever tried to 
rule the waves. 

Having propperly attended to my ofdshal dooties, I learned from a moat 
respectable-looking Marine that it wood be at least two hours afore the Queen 
came, so I thort I wood seize the hoppertoonity of increasing my nolledge of 
ships and shippery by arsking my frend a few naughtical questions. Of course 
I begun with the Anker, and arkst him when it was last weighed— he said, 
about a week ago. How much did it weigh ? Just 2 tun, 4 pound, 6 ounces. 
Why did they weigh it so offen ? To see if it wood stand the shivering of our 
timbers when we bred our big gun. Had he spliced Ms mane brace lately ? 
Not during the last fortnite. Having got on so well with him, I thort I woodn’t 
not arsk him no more questions, for fear of betraying my hignorance, and I seed 
him afterwards a pinting me out to sum grinning Sailers, ewidently as the 
werry rewerse of a mere Land Lubber, 

He had kindly shown me the best plaice to stand to seethe Queen’s Pursessiou 
pass, so I quietly warked up to it about 3 a clock, wen she was xpected to start, 
and there 1 waited till 4 a clock, and then we heard the gun fire as told us the 
Queen had started ; and then began such a deffening noise with all the ships a 
salooting, as they calls it, and such a blinding smoke arterwards, that I wished 
myself miles away: and then, jest as the Percession was a gitting in site, there 
cum a order from the Hed Hofdcer, “All below!” witch I soon found out 
meant as no one of us laymen was to stop on deck to see the Queen, for fear as 
the Queen mite see us, witch wood have bin agin the rules 1 So we was all 
bundled down stares, ladies and all, and a few was kindly allowd to peep through 
the Port Holes, as sumbody called ’em, though, as there wasn’t no Port served 
out, I camt make out what that means. 

I amost forgot to menshun the heat, but it really was that hot that when 
a going for to lean cumferably against the Capstain Bar, I think they calls it, 
it amost burnt a ole in my and I Sneaking about this to my f rendly Marine, 
he told me as they didn’t think notmnk of that, for when they went to the 
Troppix, wherever that may be, they allers cooked their stakes and chops on the 
Fokestal by the heat of the Sun, which did ’em to a turn, and then roasted their 
Appels for desert, and then biled the Kettel for Tea. What a grand thing is 
Non edge ! for I am free to confess as I was quite hignorant of all these fax 
afore. But then it’s werry easily accounted for in my frend’s case.^ 

He isn’t like a mere common Sailer a got to look after the Ship. A Marine 
is of that shuperior class of man as is aRers seleckted to receeve the most him- 
portant hinformation. When anythink of a werry striking charackter occurs 
it is allers reckomended that it should be “ told to the Marines,” so they is 
naterally allays brim full of hinformation, and allers reddy to communicate it 
troothfuUy and onerably, as my frend did to me, and without which I shood 
have remained in my prewious state of hignorance. 

If arsked for my reel opinion as to the Naval Rewiew, truth would compel me 
to say that what with the noise, and what with the smoke, and what with beinff 
ordered below jest as the Queen went past, I didn’t see werry much of it, and 
what I did see didn’t strike me as werry; himposin^, like a Lord Mare ’s Show 
for instance, or the Drewry Lane Pantomime. But it gave me the oppertoonity 
of bragging about it to them as wasn’t there, and that ’s about the cause of 
most peeple going to such things, I rayther fancies; but after all, there ’s such 
a fine feeling of purfect safety on Terror Firmer, as nothink can’t equal on the 
bounding Sea, so I hopes when the next Naval Rewiew is held, that they ’U have 
it on Shore. Robeet. 


Amendment to Land Bill.— “That any tenant unable to pay his rent 
should sell his holding before the next gale day. That this process should be 
known for the purposes of this Act as * The Sale before the Gale.’ ” 
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uader a tree m the hotel-garden. Then 1 
purposely took a long time over each move. 
The worthy Tenton became thirsty. Lager 
beer began to flow. It flowed so much that 
after five hours the Herr didn’t know the 
difiterence between Bishop and Pawn ! That 
was my move. Of course he was badly 
beaten. 

Only time I was beaten was one game 
with Blackbubjoi, He offered to play me 
blind-fold ; I took the opportunity, while 
he was thinking over his plan of campaign, 
to relieve him of his watch and purse, and 
was just going to pull off his boots when 
he called “Check-mate!” However, I 
think I got the best of the encounter on 
the whole, I call it (in private) the “ rook 
gambit.” 

1 ended up by a marvellous tour deforce, 
I played every one of the competitors — 
twenty-one in all—at the same time, and 
beat the entire number of them! The 
Frenchman retired from the contest, simply 
because he was piqued at my superior skill. 
He said— most unfairly— my proceedings 
were “not above board;” also said he 
objected on prin^le to a game with a King 
and Q,ueen it. Would you believe it, but 
professional jealousy actually prevented my 
being declared the Chess Champion I Never 
mind I Got my board (and lodging) gratis. 
Had high jinks, and free drinks, at the 
Frankfort paM?n-shop — see the joke r* 
You’ll hear of me at the next Inter- 
national Chess Congress, without fail. 


A CAUTION TO THE UNWARY! 

Se , “Allow me to take tott in to Suppeb.” 

She, “Oh, do wait a Minute! Look— there’s that Man proposing to Mat This- 

BLEDOWN ON THE BALCONT ! I MUST SEE WHAT SHE SAYS I I ” 

A CHESS-SHIRE CHEESE. 

Prankport.— Had no end of a good time over here, at the Chess Congress. Played all 
the cracks, and beat ’em all! Ton mayn’t have heard of this in the newspapers, because, 
for reasons which would not be of any general interest, I felt bound to enter under a false 
name, Blackburne said he’d “never seen such gambits as mine,” Zukertort was so 
irritated at my beating him three times running, that he actually exclaimed, “ Gambit all I ” — 
Excuse the force of the expression ; perhaps he thought he was in the Lobby of the House of 
Commons, — “I’ll never play that fellow again as long as I live!” You’ll see from this 
that, though the games weren’t drawn, some of the competitors were. 

There were two Russian chess-ijlayers present. I played one, got him on to a dispute 
about the Afghan frontier, and adroitly took his Queen off the board when he wasn’t looHng. 
He seemed surpnsed, but I assured him it was all right, and scored an easy win. 

Herr Harmonist might have beaten me, but as it was a very hot day, I proposed playing 


SUMMER BOATING SONG. 

Sun on the slumbrous meadows. 

Sun on the sleeping trees ; 

Massy and deep the shadows 
Stirred by no vagrant breeze. 
Rhythmical in the riggers, 

Oars with a steady shock 
Tell how we work like niggers 
For a cool in the plashy lock. 

And it ’s oh, for the neck of the camel, 
The ostrich, snake, giraffe ! 

And what if to-morrow I am ill, 
To-day it is mine to quaff. 

Bother my rates and taxes ! 

Crown me the mantling bowl ; 

The world has gone off its axis, 

It ’s nothing but Life and Soul. 
To-day, like the books of the Sibyl, 

Is waningly dearer still, 

As the sunset echoes wibble 
From a cloud-clean saffron hill. 

Calm is the solemn surface 
Of waters that woo the skies, 

And tenderly calm is her face 
Who gazes with larger eyes 
At the deepening pur^e above her, 
While over her, small and white, 
There leans, like a courtly lover. 

The sweetness of all the night. 

All day in the snn we boated, 

How can I tell how far ? 

For years in the sun we floated, 

For ages that yellow star 
Behind the poplar has trembled. 

And down to the wine-dark deep, 
While softer day dissembled 
The Midsummer call to sleep. 

And it ’s oh, for the neck of the camel. 
The ostrich, snake, giraffe, 

What though to-morrow I am ill, 
To-night I am fain to quaff. 


Not Quite on the Square.— The Story 
of the Round Table. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

BXTIULOTXD FROM 

THE DIAET OE TOBY, M.P, 

Souse of Zords^ Monday Night, July 25.— Peers received import- 
ant accession of strengta to-night. Gentleman long known in 
Commons as “Old Mother HnBBABi)” been translated, and will 
henceforward be known to history as Lord Addin gtoit. His early 
impression was that he shonld have been Chancellos op the 
Exchequek. Admiration for Dizzr, and respect for Staefoed 
Hobthcote; but always thonght they were ont of place at the 


Great mnster on Opposition Benches in House of Commons. Con- 
servatives not yet oaok from festivities in the Solent. Old 
Morality depressed with consciousness that it will be impossible 
for him to move the Closure. Abthtjr Balfotte quite conciliatory 
in manner. Progress accordingly oomparatively rapid and altogether 
peaceful. At outset, threatened encounter between Sexton and 
Johnston. Sexton made inauiry as to whether any chance of City 
Charter being granted to Belfast ? Johnston jumped up vdth cry 
of “Stop thief I” On the Fourteenth of J'tme— (didn’t mention 
hour, but precise as to day) — he had put similar question, and 
had, he said, been waiting ever since for answer. Detected in 
Sexton’s movement attempt to secure monopoly of popularity. Hot 



THE PARLIAMENTARY ALPINE CLUB. 


Treasury whilst he sat below the Gangway, fain to be ooutent 
with criticising their schemes. Markiss didn’t really know what t o do 
vdth VtiTw- Couldn’t appoint him Chanceldob of the Excheqttee 
in succession to Gbandolph. Yet Hdbbabd 
something. Markiss, thinking it over one day, recalled the fact that 
Hijbbabd had absolutely safe seat in City. 

“ Good,” he said. “Let’s make him a Peer.” 

So here he is to-night, swaggering up door of House oi Lords, 
with little ambulatory svring of coat-tails, familiar for g^erations 
in House of Commons. Marldss looks on, pleased with fulfilment of 
his happy thought. 

“ Nice old gentleman,” he remarked, sotto voce* rrosy when he 
starts, and always something of a bore. But he ’ll do for the House 
of Lords. Moreover, have now finally shut him up. ^ Figures are 
his forte. Finance his foible. Finance is the only subject that may 
not be discussed in House of Lords. So, where Hdbbabd was 
voluble, Addington must be dumb.” 


going to stand that. House only laughed, and incident went no 
further. „ „ 

Later, to intense delight of Pamellites, Habtington and Chambeb- 
r.kTs r differed on point raised in Irish Land Bill and voted in opposite 
lobbies. . “Beginning of the End,” said Joseph Gillis humorously 
clawing at Tm Healt. . . ^ 

Business done * — Irish Land Bill in Committee. 

Tttesday, 3 A.M. — ^Late enough to be here. Would have been later 
still but for the presence of mind of the Spbaxbb. Hour ago Sttjabt, 
running in vnth pile of papers moved Second Beading of Bill to 
legalise Langwortny ana other marriages celebrated at Antwerp 
by one Potts. Debate followed, Tomunson moving adjonriiment. 
House divided, 75 for adjournment and five-and-seventy against. 
Everything now depended on the Speakeb. If he gave easting vote 
against adjournment, might go on merrily far into morning. Speakbe 
took another course. Quite time to go home. So supported adjourn* 
ment, and rest of business speedily wound up. 
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Tuesday Scening.-Cs^tJS Bbeesjobb about House to-aigM in uamually 
Ump concdtion. /yoided Treasury Beach. Wotadn’t even enter House. 
“ Only come down,” says he, “ to signal post- 
master to hand over letters.”^ Humour gathers 
that CHA.ELES has had difficulty wim^ his 
colleagues. Perhaps feels remorse about Crimes 
BiH, or can’t stomach Land Bill. However it 
be, it is confidently whispered that he has 
resigned. All the Haval Captains on Con- 
servative side make a point of loitering about 
Treasury Bench, and, if possible, exchange a 
word with Old Morality. If there is vacancy at 
Admiralty, will want a substitute. No harm in 
reminding him of the existence of one or two. 'fT 
Presently made clear that it is for domestic, 
not political, reasons that Chablie has resigned. Seems 
that when at Eeview on Saturday, he, being on Oueen’s 
Yacht, filled up idle five minutes by signalling to his wife 
on another ship. This grave breach of etiguette shakes 
naval force of Oreat Britaui to centre. Can be atoned M ixu 
for only by offender sacrificing his professional position % 
and prospects. So Chablie sends in his resignation, and ' (M 
Bbitankia, dissolved in tears, weeps over her errant son. 

Procedure of course only formal. Can’t spare gallant and 
capable sailor like this on account of breach of etignette. f l M i|| }| 
Musiness ifowc.—Land Bill in Committee. i 






Here ’s Timothy Healy, Here ’s Mr. de Lisle, 

"Who spoke too fireely. "Who “ didn’t even smile.” 

(A Fancy Fortrait^ 

Naming.” Tim defied him, but presently gave in, and withdrew offensive 
remarka. 

Seemed all over now. De Lisle proposed to offer few observations. Smartly 
rapped on head hy Cotjbthey, aud resumed seat. Then Division. Whilst 
House cleared, De Lisle took opportunity to have little conversation with 
CoimTKEY. Tim watched him with lowering eyes. The Division takes about ten 
minutes. Supposing he and De Lisle were to pair, go on the Terrace, and have 
it but? Happy Thought. Suggest it to De Lisle. Swooped down on him 
while talking to Cotjbtney in^'ohair, and plainly propounded proposition. 

“ Come out ! ” he said, in blood-curdling whisper. “ Come out, if yon are a 
man. If you interrupt me again, I ’ll break your neck.” 

This conclusive, but as, argumentative process not recognised in House. 
De Lisle went out hy a door other than that affected by Tim. Chairman said 
nothing, but as soon as Members returned from Division Lobby sent for Speakbb, 


and reported circumstances to him. So Tim was suspended. 
Now partially anticipating the Recess. House practically 
empty. To-night filled up for this scene. After it was 
over, Benches cleared again, there being nothing more 
interesting than business to the fore. 

Business done.— Committee on Land Bill. 


Friday, — Captain Bunsby apipeared in House to- 
ght. Took familiar and graceful form of Richaed 


Thursday Fight,— Tm. on the rampage. Satthdeeson 
set him agog at Question time, hy rubbing him down 
wrong way. But it was Baleotje who completed work. As 
' Tim frankly admits, cannot sit opposite Balfoite, smirking « Stop thief! ” 
on Treasury Bench, without losing control of himself. 

“ I know it’s wrong, Toby,” he said to me after, in the Lobby, “but there 
is only one way to prevent it. I must guit the House, and go out for a walk 
on Terrace. To see Balfoite sitting over there on the small of his back, sneering 
whilst we are trying to do our best for Ireland, is too much for me.” 

Having had hack put np by Balfoue, Conservatives below G-angway opposite 
completed transformation of Tim from peaceable citizen into an infuriate. 
BtoNiKEE Heaton, charging hi mself only half postage, sent freguent irritating 
messages across floor of House. Tim made show of taxing off coat, turning np 
sleeves, and harrying Hennihee. Chairman interposed with threat of 


night. Took f 
Temple. Some 
one guestioned 
him as to what 
would London 
School Board 
do if the Pen- 
sions Bill pro- 
moted by it did 
not pass this 
Session? 
Would they 
terminate en- 
gagements for 
purpose of 
compelling 
their servants 
to come within 
provisions of 
Bill? 

*^Sir,” said 
Sir Richaed, 
casting kiil- 
ing glance 
at Ladies’ 
Gallery, 
“whether the 
Board shall see 
fit to exercise 
their power is 
a ciuestion 
which no man 



“ When found, make a Note of for Tit 


can answer; and, if so be, wherefore? Why, Sir, 
because the Board will never form a decision on contin- 
gencies which have not yet arisen.” 

House delighted. Roared with laughter. 

“ When found, make a note of* for Tit said 

Newnes; and he did. 

Land Bill in Committee again. Getting terribly^ dull, 
though wakes np now and then when Haecouet inter- ; 
poses. Tremendous scene at Half-past Two this morn- 
ing, when Old Morality rebuked him. 0. M. accused 
Haecouet of making charge against Ministerialists. 

“ I don’t know what charge! have made,” said Hae- 
COTTET ; “ but I am prepared to maintain all I have said.” 

That, of course, settled matter, and Members went 
home. 

Business done, — Land Bill in Committee. 


GROTJSE PROSPECTS. 



















Two “ Birds’-bte Views. 


0:3^ UOXIOE.—Hejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not oven when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper; Xo this rule 
here will he no .ezceution. 
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AT THE OVAL. 

SUEEET VERSUS KOTTS. AUGUST IST, 2ND, ASSU 3RD, 1887. 
{By Om of the. Fifty Thcmsmd.) 


Lo! maul 


JEnthusiastic Surreyite loquitur : — 

So<m±Y ! Oh, you. must let me holloa. I ^m one of the famed SurreylCrowd,” 
And a roar for a win such as this is, Qsxmot he too long or too loud. 

^ - , . . "i :*.ji ' , Won by four wickets ! As good as though Waitee 

!- had scored half a million, 

'iLll Scott! what a rush from the ring! what a 

^ P ‘ - crowd round the crowded Pavilion ! 

a /- filiflfll -'i-!; LoHMAiufl- ! Maurice Eead ! ! Shdtee ! 1 1 they 

TO' l!^-[ I : iJ shouted. Key 1 1 1 Key I ! I Lohmann ! 1 1 

- '■ f"' LoHMAinsrIlI 

~ — JT “ Took down the number ” of Notts, Sir, and she ’s 

—EH-' ^ redoubtable f oeman. 

““ We haven’t licked her for years, and^she crowed, 

Sir, and not without reason ; 

Lof manT under Shutee, we’ve done it at last. 

Sir, and twice in one season ! 

After a terrible tussle ; how oft was my heart in my mouth, Sir. 

Luck now seemed to lean to the North, and anon would incline to the South, Sir. 
G'ame wasn’t won till ’twas lost. Hooray, though, for Surrey 1 ’Twas her win. 
We missed our Wood at the wicket, Notts S(iuared it by missing her Sheewtn, 
Both with smashed fingers I Hum luck I But then cricketing luck is a twister. 
And Sheewtn turned up second innings. JDid you twig his face when he 
missed her, 

That ball from J. Shutee, our Captain? * It ranked pretty high among matches. 

But Surrey did make so7ne mistakes. Sir, and Notts well, they couldn’t hold 

catches. 

Shutee shone up, did he not ? Forty-four, fifty-three, and such cutting I 
Hooray I Here ’s his jolly good health, and look sharp, for they ’re close upon 
shutting. 

Partial be Mowed I I ’m a Surreyite down to my socks, that ’s a fact, Sir. 

Must shout when my countymen score, and don’t 

mind being caught in the act, Sir. 

Cracks didn’t somehow come off. Aethue ^ 

Sheewsbuey, Notts’ great nonsuch, 

Didn’t make fifty all told, and our Waltee— the 

world holds but one such— ' /|]\m 

A poor^tw^ty^ve and eighteen— a mere fieabite 

Still, he ’s our glory J and if you can spot such ^ i| 
another. I’ll trouble you. 

Grace ? Why, of course, in his day he was cook ^ 

of the wsdk— that ’s a moral. Shrews— bery ! 

I won’t say a word against him ; but our Waltee !— well, there, we won’t 
quarrel. 

I ’m Surrey, you know, as I said. I remember Jupp, Huiiphey, and Ste- 
venson, 

Burly Ben Gbieeith, and Southeeton ! Well, i£ it ever was evens on 
Match, it was surely on this one. Oh, yes, I gave points, six to five. Sir, 

But then I have always backed Surrey, and will do so whilst I ’m alive. Sir. 

And t’other was Notts, don’t you see, so I couldn’t well show the white feather. 




Shrews— bery ! 


^ - ’Twas getting too close, Sir, for comfort; two 

hundred and five takes some making — 

When Baenes nicked Read, Secutee, and Hendee- 
T f hearts quaking, 

! Seventy-eight for a win, Sir, and five of our best 

'’'l l’ li IJ wickets levelled. 

I , Notts then began to pick up, and I own I felt rather 

" blue-deviHed ; 

m Surrey has got a rare team, and you see, when 

the toppers do fail. Sir, 

“-y hoy,— there is all the 

Gram and Barnes. ^,hance for the“ tai,” Sir. 

That’s what I call true cricket pluck, and so, even when Maueice Read 
quitted him. 

That’s what young Lohhann perceived; the place wanted cool grit— and it 
fitted him. 

His tMrty-five,^ and not out, was worth more, Sir, than many a “ Century.” 
Played like an iceberg, he did ; style neither too tame nor too venture-y. 

Poor crippled Wood backed him bravely, and he made the winning hit, he did. 
Won by four wickets I Hooray ! Gallant Surrey at last has succeeded 
In knocking the dust out of Notts. I’ve hoorayed till my tongue feels quite 
furry. 

Yes, I like the best side to win,— but I ’m thundering glad, though, it ’s 
Surrey ! 1 1 

‘‘Otee the Water with Lawson” [Change o/ Wajwe).— Jack Tar to be 
known m future as Tom Fool. 


PARLIAMENTARY NOTICES. 

Rouse of Commons for August 
Disoedees oe'the.Day. 

Legalised Duels (England] Bill— Report. 

Shillelagh (Irish) Supply Bill— Second Reading. 

Ways and Means (Assaults)— Committee, 

Speaker’s Wig Destruction Bill— As amended to be 
considered. 

Q,tjestions. 

Mr. Dillon . — Whether Her Majesty’s Government 
contemplate allowing Mr. De Lisle to smile, and if so, 
whether any precautions will be taken to prevent his 
receiving a thrashing. 

Dr. Tanner . — To ask the Chief Secretary of the Lord- 
Lientenant whether he has any objection to tread upon 
the tail of his coat. 

Colonel Saunderson . — To ask the First Lord of the ; 
Treasury as to the condition of the eyes and noses of 
certain Members of the Nationalist Party. ! 

Notice oe Motion. 

Mr. T. JSTeaZy.— Physical Force, Honse of Commons 
(England) — Bill to facilitate the establishment of a Bear 
Garden in St. Stephen’s. I 


HAVOC! 

In wrath redundant Swinbhbne turns and rends 
The “good grey” hard. Alack for Swinbuene’s 
“friends” I 

He worshipped once at th^ red shine, Revolt, 

Now thou’rt a mark for Ms Olympian holt ; 

But when he rounds on poor barbaric Walt, 

One can but gasp, and wonder where he ’ll halt. 

Conpled with Byeon in one furious “ slate” ? 

0 poor Manhattan mouther, what a fate I 
Algeenon’s blunderbuss is double-barrelled ; 

Down atone shot go Drum Taps’* and Childe 
MaroW’ 

Just fancy being levelled down to— Byeon ! 

Alas! what woes the poet’s path environ. ' [“gander.” 
What next, and next ? Byeon called Southey 
But then the lordly rhymester railed at Landoe, 

One of the Swinbuene fetishes, enough 
To prove that all he wrote was soulless stuff — 

But stop I Who knows that Swinbuene, on the ravage. 
May not, next time, pitch into Walter Savage ? 

The idols he once worsMpped now he’d burn, 

So e’en Mazzini yet may have his turn— 

Nay, since the hour for palinodes has struck, 

At Hugomania he may rnu amuck ; 

And, Yictoe being laid upon tbe shelf, 

There’ll be but one to round upon— himself. 

ELEGANT EXTRACTS BY EMINENT MEN. 

A VERY interesting ^ article appears in tbe current 
number of the Fortnightly Magazine, in wMch the 
favourite / ‘ quotations ’ ’ of many celebrated persons are in- 
troduced with much effect. Always ready to take a Mnt, 
Mr. Punch has asked everyone he knows to furnish him 
with Ms predilections. The following is the result : — 
Mr, Beieeless, Junior, of Pump-handle Court writes, 
“ I have carefully considered the circular you have for- 
warded to me, and am distinctly of opinion that my 
favourite reading is, ‘ With you the Attorney-General.’ ” 
“Robert” says that Ms favourite phrase is, “ ’Ere’s 
’alf a sovereign for yourself, but you deserves more I ” 
“’Aeey” says he can’t think of anything more “fust 
class ” than, “ The ’orn of the ’unter is ’eard on the ’ill.” 

And (more or less) the whole world declares that there 
is no pleasanter announcement than Punch, or the 
London Charivari, is published every Wednesday.” 


Mem. for Our Muddlers. 

It cannot be in the interests of peace that we turn 
our swords into— corkscrews, and our bayonets into— 
button-hooks. That extremely secular reading of a 
sacred passage, appears to be the accepted one, how- 
ever, in Ordnance Departments, and other places where 
they play the fool. j 
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GERMAN ENGLISH. 

German Belle, Ach ! you are font of Yachting ! Zen I zupposb you are 
A GooT Salesman V* 


THE END OE THE JUBILEE. 

I’te been to tbe Abb^, the N'aval ReTiew, 

The Maske at Gray’s Inn and the Institute too ; 

In fact I feel just like the Wandering Jew, 

Or other historical rover : 

I’ve turned day into night and the night.iato day, 
In a regular roUicking Jubilee way, 

And now I can truly and thankfully say, 

I’m uncommonly glad that it’s over. 

I ’ve been to a number of Jubilee balls, 

And I ’m really worn out by the parties and calls ; 

I ’ve fed in the City ’neath shade of St. Paul’s, 

And ate little fish by the river: 

I’ve been to big picnics both up and down stream, 

I ’ve wallowed in strawberries smothered in cream, 
Which, following lobster, most doctors would deem 
Was remarkably bad for the liver. 

I ’ve read all the Jubilee articles, loads 
Of Jubilee leaders and Jubilee odes, 

And seen how each poet his Pegasus goads. 

Though gaining but slight inspiration ; 

A chaos of Jubilee Numbers I ’ve seen. 

And Jubilee pictures and lives of the Queen, 

And the Jubilee coinage that ’s greeted, I ween. 
With anything but jubilation. 

But, now all is over, sincerely I trust 
The Nation no longer will kick up a dust. 

The Jubilee really has done for me just 
As “ Commodious scared Mr, Boffin: 

Any more jubilation would finish me quite, 

As it is I ’ve a horrible dream every night 
That a Jubilee demon is screwing me tight 
Down into a Jubilee cojBdn ! 


The Correct Card. 

Mb. Goldwin Smith says “ The one thing certain 
about Tory-Democracy, besides its origin, is, that it is 
the card of a political gamester.” It may perhaps help 
the ponderous Professor, in a future philippic, to know, 
in addition, that the associations of Tory-Democracy 
at once suggest “ Clubs,” and the game it is playing, the 
“deuce.” 


THE PAELIAMENTAEY BALLTHOOLT. 

Air — “ Bally hoolyP 

There ’s a dashing sort of bhoy who was once his country ’s joy. 
But his ructions and his rows no longer charm me. 

He often takes command in a fury-spouting band 
Called the “ Bally hooly ” Parliamentary Army. 

At Donnybrook’s famed fair he might shine with radiance rare, 
A “ Pathriot” he’s called, and may be truly, 

It is catching, I ’m-afraid, for when he is on parade 
There seems scarce a sober man in “ Ballyhooly,” 

Chorus, 

Whililoo, hi ho ! Faith they all enlist, ye know, 

Though their ructions and their shindies fail to charm me. 
Bad language, howls, and hate put an end to fair debate 
In the “ Ballyhooly ” Parliamentary Army. 

The Spatker, honest soul, finds they ’re quite beyond control. 
Discussion takes a most extinded radius. 

It ’s about as fine and clear as the stalest ginger-beer, 

But the “ bhoys,” they never seem to find it tadyious.” 

And what is worse, to-day all the Army march one way. 

That is in being ructions and unruly. 

If a Mimber in debate wants to argue fair and straight, 

Faith they howl him out of court in “ Ballyhooly.” 

CAorwa— Whililoo, hi, ho, &c. 

They’re supposed to hould debate in the interests of the State, 
Which one and all they do their best to injure ; 

I have said their talk’s as clear as the stalest ginger-beer. 

And they mix the vilest vitriol with the ginger. 

The bhoys are not alone, for in sorrow one must own 
The young Tories are as noisy and unruly, 

And the Rads they rave and rail till one longs to lodge in gaol 
The intemperate brigade of “Ballyhooly.’’ 

CAortts— Whililoo, hi, ho, &c. 


There ’s a moral to my song, and it won’t detain yez long. 

Of Party spirit e’en the merest “ nip ” shun. 

It’s poison, that is clear, Ballyhooly “ ginger-beer,” 

As ye ’ll own when I have given the prescription. 

You take heaps of Party “ rot,” spirit mean, and temper hot, 
Lies, blasphemy, and insult ; mix them duly ; 

For sugar put in salt, bitter gall for honest malt, 

Faith, they call it “ Statesmanship ” in “ Ballyhooly.” 
CAorw5— Whililoo, [hi, ho, &o. 

JEncore Verse, 

Since you’re kind enough to crave just another little stave, 

I ’U explain the furious ferment that now leavens 
A tipple once so sound is just Party spite all round, 

And of course my Ballyhooly is St. Stephen’s. 

’Twill be very long before you will wish to cry “ Encore I ” 

To the row that makes our Parliament unruly ; 

For good sense would put a stop on the fiow of Party “ Pop ” 
That makes a Donnybrook of “ Ballyhooly.” 

Chorus, 

Whililoo, hi, ho ! ’Tis a huge mistake, ye know, 

To let ructions and recriminations charm ye. 

If they don’t abate their hate, they ’ll bring ruin on the State, 
Will the Ballyhooly Parliamentary Army. 


Very Like a Wales. 

The zeal of the Actor who blacked himself all over to play Othello^ 
is at last outdone— by Mr. Giadstonb, who, it is stated, is learning 
the Welsh language, under the tuition of Mr. Richard, M.P., in 
order to deliver his speech at the forthcoming Eisteddfod in Taeft’s 
own tongue. “ Not for Cadwaxladbr and all his goats,” as Pistol 
says, would an ordinary politician go through such an ordeal for 
such an end. “ Gallant Little Wales ” will, however, no doubt be 
duly grateful, and, by lending its support to her adroit fiatterer, enable 
him to say, with Gower ^ the opponents of Home-Rule, “Hence- 
forth let a Welsh correction teach you a good English condition.” 
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UN DUEL DE CAFE-CONCERT. 

MM, Basse et Ooxe, 

M, le General Basse. Savbz-totjs vous Battrb ? '* M. Cosse Qmmm d'6tat). ‘'Non ! ’* 

M. le Oiniral Boxe, “ Eh bien, aloes ! Alions-y-dono ! 

{Translation , — “ Can you figlit 1 ” “No ! “ Then come on ! ”) 


Jest in Earnest. 

( WTiat might have happened.) 

Monday.— Th$ Fleets started on their manoeuvres. Before leaving, 
the Lronolads ran down, accidentally, all the unarmotired vessels in 
the harbour. 


JVeaiay.— Collision. Sinking of the Jjax. 

Wednesday.— Mistake in steering. Foundering of the Minotaur. 
Thursday.— 'Ettot in seamanship. Loss of the Neptune. 
i^rt'dfay.— Misapprehension of signal. Bamming of the Devastation. 
Saturday . — Something wrong somewhere. The remainder of the 
Fleet goes to the bottom, , _ . , 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[August 13, 1887. 


MB. PUNCHES MANUAL POB YOUNG EECITEES. 

It is a clianning cliaracteristic of tlie Totiiig Amateur Entertainer 
tliat — ^whether lie possesses or not the smallest aconaintanoe with 
any language heyond his own — ^he is always prepared to im;^ersonate 
a loreigner of any given nationality at a moment’s^ nouoe ; and 
Mr, Punch is confident that the most backward of his Pupfis will 
be perfectly at home (and how his audience wiU envy him 1) with the 
following Anglo-German recitation, which may be given under the 
following title 

PsoEESSon Bompp Eetates a Little Aistecdote. 

{To do this effeciwely^ you mustlassume an air of childlike candour,) 

I deaeh my dong in,Engeland for dventy years and more ; 

And vonce I dvell at Yigmore Shtreet, 
ubon ze zegond fioor— 

(Pull yourself up suddenly,) 
aW nodings Mer to zay— zo, 

blgLse,^( 2 ?r|^e«son«? air for this) you 

I gom to dell you gurious dings vat 
JPIBl ^ J|L habbened mit a vriend. 

He vas a h^om-headed man, zo like 

^ . Andaeferyveres* I valk about he gom 

Bot all ze efenings, beaceful-quiet, he 
Mr shtay in-doors and shmoke, 

mr choggle at himzelf at dimes in 

fll hatching out a yoke ; 

Ontfil von day his choggling stobbed— 
tombled deep in 16f , 

And he bassed ze dime vith gissing at a 
leedle vemale glof ! 

Ubon two shpargling eyes he dink, von deligate cock-nose— 

Dill zoon his dinkings vork him op mit gourage to bropose. 

Zen, ach I zat nose vas dilted more, and gruel vorts she shpoke : 

“I vill not dwine aroundt no heart vat shmeUs zo shtrong mit 
shmoke I 

Vor you yourzelf I might, vith dime, bersuade myzelf to gare— 

Bot nevare mit no ogly bipes vill I avection share ! 

(Pause^ and glance round your audience with a slightly pained air,) 

I dink I hear zom laty make a symbathetic shnifi— 

You Englisch shendlevomens dreats a shmoker var too shtifi I 
For look—meii^elf I shmoke a bipe, mit baintings on ze bowl, 

I shtoffs him ^th dat sheepstabak vat’s dwisted in a roll, 

I gif my vort it ton’t daste pad— zqugh yust a leedle veak— 

Shtill, ven I sotookes inzide a drain, — ^1 vinds zom laties seeck ! 
(Amiable surprise, as you mention this instance pf insular intolerance,) 
Bot, zere, you makes me chadderbox, and dakes op all my dime I 
I vant to dell you how mein vriend behafed himself soobume : 

“ If you vill pe mein Braut,” he zaid, ** tobaggo I ’ll renounce, 

And shvear to nefer puy no more von solidary ounce I ” 

Zo she gif him out her Sly hand, and shmile on him zo shveet : 
**Tith sodge a sagrifi.ce,” she zaid, ‘‘you brove your 16f indeetl 
And I dakes you— on your zolem vort mit shmoking to ged rid, 

Pe off and pum your bipes^ and dings I ” vich— boor yong man, he— 
Dree sblendid bipes he sagrificed, in china, glay, and vood, [did 1 
He vatched zem craggle in ze vlames— I vender how he could ! 

And mit zem vent his brime zigars of pest Havana prandt, 

Imborted Mer vrom Hampurg, in Ms own dear Yacferlandt I 

{.With sentiment, 

Henzefort he lif a shmokeless life, vor vear to lose Ms bride, 

And nefer vonce gomblained to her of soferings inzide ! 

Bot — zough she gif him zentiment and rabdures ven zey met — 
Zomdimes he vish she vouldn’t mind von leedle zigarette I {Pause, 
How game along ze night pefore Ms veddings was to pe— 

And he dried to galm Ms jomping soul mit bonderings and tea— 

[ Yen, zoddenly— he hear a zound, as eef zom barty knock, 

^d it gom vrom Ms tobaggo-jar, long embdy of its shtock ! 

Gom m ! I mean— gom out J ” he cried (he was a viddy chap ! ) 

{Mere you should he convulsed with inward laughter. 
For nonn of your nockdurnal knocks I do not gare von rap ! ” 
Bot— vile he yoked— ze lid fiy off, and sblash into Ms cop, 

1 • j 1 n {Business here, 

Md a kind of leedle voman’s form inzide the jar sbriag op I 
Her feoe vas yust the golour of a meerschaum nod guide new, 

^d her hair vas all in ribbling vaves— like long-cut honnydew I 
to golden silber she vas roped, all shpangled o’er mit shtars. 

For it zeemed as eef she dress herzelf mit baper round zigars, 

And like an ^1 Ms bagbone sguirmed, Ms hair god up erect, 

1 For beoples in tobaggo-jars is tings you ton’t exbect I 


I And nefer purns me incense like your bractice vas of old ? ” ^ 

“ To bay you more resbects, I must,” he plurted out, “ degline, 

For I ’m vorsMbing at bresent mit an obbosition shrine.” 

“ And zo you makes yourzelf,” she gries, “ a dankless renegade 
To von who, oftendimes invoked, yet nefer vailed her aid 
To charm avay your lonely dimes, and soffogate your care ! 

If dat ’s your leedle games, mein vriend, dake my advice— bevare ! ” 

“ I ’d gladly zend mein zoul inzide a Mmmeldinted gloud, 

Bot as a Penedick,” he zaid, “ I viE not pe allowed ! 

I dells you vrank ”— (I haf exblaiaed he vas a vonny vellow I)— 

“ Mtout mein bipe, ze honnymoon shall nod daste guide so mellow I ” 

“ Enoff ! ” she said, “ you vatch your eye, and zee vat vill bekom ! ” 
She bopped inzide .... he search ze jar— ’twas embdy as a drom I 
And zen he vipe his sbecdagles, and shtare, and rob his head, 
(Business,) And fiink he ’d grown too vanziful, and pedder go to bed. 

{Impressive pause^ and continue in lowered voice, 

YeU, next day, onze afdernoon, Ms honnymoon pegan 

And Dandalus vas nodmgs to zat boor dormented man ! 

For ven he dry to giss his vife ubon her lips zo ripe— 

Petween Ms own brojected fort a pig soobyectif bipe I 
And efer more, in sbite of all ze (Tender vorts he zay, 

Ze sbegtral image of a bipe kept gedding in Ms vay ! 

Ondill ubon ze burple sky shone out ze ef ening shtar— 

And zen ze bipe dransform Mmzelf. and- change to azigar ! 

Bot, vorst of all, his vife vould veel no bity for Ms fate I 
She dink it all a hombogsdrick— and zoon zey sebarate ; 

And benidently he redurned, and zaid to Higoueedst : 

“ Forgif, and nefer more I ’U pe ze vool I vonce haf peen I 
I lofed my vife— but now I vind I gares for you ze most— 

And I ’m dired of shmoking dings vat is no pedder as a ghost I ” 

Zo Higodeen she dakes him back, begause his v^e vas gone. 

And now ze bipe he shmokes is nod an immaderial von ! 

You vonder how I goms to know ?— Brebare yourzelves to jomp ! — 
(Sensationally,) I vas zat yong boor man meinzelf— der Herr Brofessor 
Bompp I 

THE TRAVELLER'S VADE MECUM. 

Question, I understand that you are leaving Town. "Why ? 

Answer, Because it is the fashion. 

Q, Have you any plans ? 

I am a little undecided. At' first I thought of going to an 
English watering-place, but abandoned the idea because the papers 
said 1 should be sure to be laid up with typhoid fever, German 
measles, or something egually pleasant. 

Q, Had it not been for this dread, should you have gone ? 

^ A, I suppose so. We are acclimatised to the discomforts of sea- 
side lodgings, the discords of second-rate German bands, and the 
disillusions of country views. 

Q, For the sake of argument, abandoning the English watering- 
place — ^where shall you go ? 

A, My wife says Paris— and means it. 

Q, Do you object yourself to the gay capital ? 

A, Well— just now— yes ; chiefiy because it is not gay. 

Q. I suppose you woxild prefer the principal theatres to be open ? 

A, If I could attend them without being sure that I should find 
the “ hot room ” of a^ Turkish bath considerably cooler. Hot that 
there would not be a risk of being grilled tg death on the Boulevards 
and bored out of my life by running across hundreds of personally- 
conducted tourists. 

Q, Then why should you go ? 

A, Because my wife wishes to see the bonnets. 

Q, Could she see them nowhere else ? 

A, Hot to her satisfaction, although I believe she could find their 
counterparts in Tottenham Court Road and the 'Westbourne Grove. 

Q, After Paris where shall you go ? 

A, Either to Switzerland, Italy, or Holland. 

Q. Do you expect much amusement ? 

A, Hot much, because I know them by heart. Still I know the 
bestjiotels, or rather the best table d^hotes, 

Q, Is that all you care for ? 

A, Hearly all. However it is a languid satisfaction to compare 
St. Peter’s mth St.^ PaM’s to the disadvantage of the former, and to 
tMnk there is nothing in Switzerland to egual the Trossaohs, Loch 
Maree and the Cumberland Lakes. 

Q, But the Art treasures ? 

A, May be found en bloc at the South Kensington Museum. 

Q, Then you travel in rather a gloomy mood, 

A, Bather. Still I am buoyed up with a delightful prospect in 
the future. 

Q, A delightful prospect I What prospect ? 

A, The prospect of returning home I 

ScAucELT ** Butter,”— T o change the nickname of Madge to. 
Margarine. 
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LADIES^ LAW. 

Some little wliile siace a l)ook was published for the exclusive 
benefit, of the fair sex, which purported to teach men’s mothers, 
sisters, cousins, and aunts, the advan- 
tages bestowed n]^n them by the 
^ Married Women’s Property Act, and 
other statutes of a like character. K’o 
< doubt the volume was an excellent 
guide to females fond of litigation; 
but stni there are many who prefer, 
in spite of everything, to retain their 
6^ fixed opinion on the subject of law. 
Por that feminine majority the follow- 
ing congenial hints are published 
If a woman makes a wHl, she can 
never revoke it, and is likely to die 
soon afterwards, as it is not only un- 
necessary, but xuilucky. 

A marriage without bridesmaids is 
nearly illegal. This applies, in a lesser I 
degree, to marriages where children, 
dressed in Charles the First costumes, 
are not employed to hold up the bride’s 
train. 

A mortgage is a sort of thing that causes a house to become the 
possession of a dishonest Agent, who is usually a SoHeitor. 

The best way of settling a County Court summons, brought in the 
absence of the master of the house, is to ask the man into the 
dining-room, and tell him about the accomplishments of the chil- 
dren. This win soften his heart, and get him to prevent the Judge 
from sending everyone to prison. 

A nice Soncitor never contradicts a Lady, and therefore knows the 
law infinitely better than the disagreeable fogies, who are so 
obstinate. And, lastly, the best way to learn the real provisions of 
the law, is to study a modern novel by a lady Authoress. 


SALUBRITIES ABROAD. 

** Salubrities at Home ” {pace Mr. Atlas, who will recognise this 
temporary adaptation of his world-renowned title) I should say are 
Buxton (for most people], Bath (for some), Harr^ate (for others), 
and,— besides a variety of Korth, South, East and West, too numerous 
to be mentioned in these notes,— Eamsgate for nearly aH. 

“ Salubrities Abroad'^ are Homburg. Aix-les-Bains, Carlsbad, 
&c., &c., and Royat, where I find myself again this year. Scenes 
of my bath-hood, once more I behold ye I ” There is “ A Salubrity at 
Royat,” which people of certain tendencies cannot easily jdnd else- 
where. It is a cure for eminent persons of strong Conservative 
tendencies. Lord Saiisbxtrt was here last year, and my friend 
Monsieur Ondit, who is in everybody’s confidence, teUs me that his 
Lordship will revisit a place where the traitement did him so much 
good. I believe he underwent the “ Cherry-cure,” at all events his 
Lordship was seen in public constantly eating them out of a paper- 
bag. What did he do with the bag f My answer is, “ he popped it.” 
Down went the cherries, and bang went the bag and fifty centimes. 
Well, did not Royat effect some change in his conservatism ? What 
has been the result F But I am not here to talk politics. 

m m m 

Everybody is talking of the BouLAiTGEE-FEBJaT incident. This is 
Aug, 4, and nothing has happened. 

“ D n’y a pas de danger,” 

Dit G-eneral Boulanger ; 

“Tout ya, je crois, s’arrauger, 

Chez Ferry, mes amis.” 

I haven’t time to proceed with this, but, so far, the idea is at any 
poet’s disposition to continue as he pleases,''my only stipulation being | 
that the air to which it is to be sung shall be “ MarlbrooJc,'*^ \ 

My other friend, Beitjamtet Tuovato, of Italian extraction, teUs 
me that Boulangee is half English, and had an English education. 
Ben informs me that the €^eneral has never forgotten the rhythms 
he learnt in his happy English nursery ; and that, when he read 
that M. Febet had called him St, Arnaud de CafS- Concert ” 
he sang out, recollecting the old catch,— 

A Note, a Note ! 

Haste to the Ferry I 

in which his friends were unable to join, owing to their ignorance of 
the words and tune. 

When driving through Clermont-Ferrand from the Station up to 
Royat, we (three of us) had a smaU. 03tnnibus to ourselves. One of 
the party (a wag, of whom, and of the circumstances of our meeting, 
more “ in my next ”) insisted on our oaUing out, Vive Boulangee I ” 
We did tins several times in the most crowded parts, but the cry 


obtained no response, and aroused no excitement, as, being uttered 

with the greate^ caution (at my instance), nobody heard it, 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

But what a thing to fight about ! If duelling were an English 
fashion, how fruitfS of incidents ” this jSession would have been. 
How often would Mr. Tim Healy have been ^‘out”? And Mr. 
De Lisle’s life would have hung upon a lisle thread I 

•it sjfs ^ ^ ^ 

Note for strangers about to visit Royat.— The Continental Hotel 
has lost a little territory, as half of what was its terrace has been 
re-turned to the present proprietor of the hotel next door, with whom | 
we Continentals have no connection, not even “on business,” it not 
being “ the same concern ” and under one management as it -was 
last year. But what the Continental Hotel has sacrificed iu domain, 
Monsieur Hall, out obliging landlord, has more than made up^ in 
; comfort and cooking. Dr. Beandt sees his patients in a charmiug 
Villa of Flowers, The weather is lovely. 

We are all surprised at seeing one another here. Each person (or 
each couple or party) seems to think that he alone (or they alone) 
possess me secret of Royat’s existence. We certainly are not a 
mutual admiration society at Royat. When we come upon one 
another suddenly, each exclaims, “ Hallo ! what are you here for?” 
as if the other were a convict “ doing his time.” Everyone^ thinks 
he knows what he is here for, but very few tell what he thinks he 
knows. And, by the way, the best-informed among us doesn’t know 
very much about it. 

* * m if * ♦ 

In the Reading-room of the Cercle there ought to be (as ^ver- 
tised in a local journal) at least three English newspapers daily. I 
have not seen them as yet. The only London paper arriving here 
regularly, and to be purchased every day early at the Newsvendor’s, 
is the Morning Post, Vive Sir Algeenon I Can this be the attrac- 
tion for Lord Salisbury ? Wky come out so far afield to read the 
Morning Post f Or wasn’t it here, during Lord Salisbuey’s visit 
last year, and is he still ignorant of its having been subse^ently 
demanded and supplied this season ? And when he comes and finds it 
— “0 what a surprise!” — ^no, thank goodness, we have escaped 
from this song— for a time, at least. 

m m if * * * 

Too hot to write any more j ournal. The hundredth bell is sounding 
for the fiftieth dSJeuner, My dejeuner is finished. There are bells 
here perpetually. All day and all night. In vain would Mr. Ieving j 
as Mathias^ put his hands to his ears and close the windows. The 
bells I The bells I Distant beUs, near bells, sheep-bells, goat-bells, 
a man with pipe (not tobacco but tune, or what he and the goats 
consider a tune), dinner-bells, guests’-bells, servants’ -bells, church- 
bells (not much), chapel-b^s (early and occasionally), horse-beUs, 
donkey-beUs, breakfast-beUs, supper-beUs, OTival-bells, departure- 
bells, tramway bells, crier’ s-bells, with variations on drum or trumpet, 
and several other beUs that I shall notice in the course of the twenty- 

four hours, but have forgotten just now. 

^ ^ ^ 

The “ petits chevaux ” have not been stopped by the C-overnment ; 
they are running as fast as ever. There are two bands, playing 
morning, afternoon, and evening. The Casino Sarnie is as lively as 
ever, or, as my waggish ae(iuaintance at once expressed it, in that 
vein of humour for which he is so specially distinguished, “The 
Sarnie old game,” and to sit out in the garden, with a fragrant cigar 
and coffee, before retiring for the night, is indeed a calm pleasure, or 
would be but for the aforesaid waggishness, of which more anon. 

^ ^ 4 ^ 

Soldiers about everywhere, Boulangering. Tip in the hills is a 
splendid echo. This morning, having caught the very slightest cold, 
I went up into the mountains to get it blown away. Suddenly I 
sneezed. Such a sneeze I It reverberated all over the mountain like 
the firing of a battery. Again I again I These sneezes nearly shook 
me off tiie rock, and sent me staggering on to the plateau below. 
The effect must have been alarming, as the third sneeze fetched 
out the military, horse and foot, at full gallop, and the double. 
Hennemif C^etait moil They scoured the mountain sides, but I 
did not sneeze again. I have a sort of idea that my sneeze upset the 
entire preconcerted arrangements for a review. The Boulangerers 
retired— so did I. ^ * 

’Tis the hour of douche, Richaed, the attendant, will be there 
to give it me. JCouche^ment, douche^ment, G’ently does it 1 
0 Rictcaep, 0 Mon Eoy-at! , , , Au revoirl 


Mbs. R. went to see the premiere of a new piece about which there 
had been considerable excitement in the theatrical world, “ It was 
quite a novelty for me,” ssddthe good lady to a friend every literal 
person was there of any imminence, and my nephew, who is con- 
nected with papers himself, told' toe that the stalls were full of 
crickets. He pointed them all out to mci Most interesting.” 
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“LE MONDE OU UON S^AMUSE.^^ 

Miss Ponsoiiby de Tomhyns {just out), **Oh, Papa I stjoh ait jbxquisits Concert it was at Lady Midas’s 1 The Ldohbss was 
THERE, AND THE MoWBRAT^MaSHAMS, AND LORD AND LaDT WroTTBNHAM, AND CoUNT E DEL WEISS, AND CAPTAIN DB COUROY, AND 
Sir Mainwarino Carshalton and his Wife, and— in pact Everybody one cares to meet,'' 

Mr, P. de T, ' ‘ Indeed I And who Played and Sano ? ” 

Miss P, de T, “Who Played and Sang? Well— a— a— really, do you know, I don't remember I" 


"GLASS EALLIN-G!” - 

Sjead of the Souse ^ loquitur 

Dear me I Going l>ack ? I can hardly conceive it. 

I thonght we were in for a spell of “ Set Fair.” 

A serious change ? No, I will not beUeve it ; 

I carCtt 1 declare, 

I Ve tapped it with confidence morning by morning, 

This glass which has never deceived me before ; 

And now to go wrong in this way, without warning I — 
It’sreally^abore. 

Of course it’s too bad to be true^ for the weather 
So settled has seemed, and has promised so well, 

And why it should go and break up altogether 
Kobody can tell. 

Tap ! Tap ! Yes, it’s true, it is certainly dropping. 
Things seem— for the moment— a bit out of joint, 

For of course there is not the least fear of its stopping 
At such a low point. 

no, that ’s absurd ; the idea makes one pallid. 

This many dnd many a day from my doot 
Without a top-coat or a mgham I ’ve sallied ; 

And now, will it pour 

0 nonsense ! The omens have all been so cheery ; 

The Times, in its forecasts, have been so cock-sure. 
Can we all have been wrong ? Kay, a prospect so dreary 
cannot endure. 


Some local disturbances truly 1 ’ve heard of. 

Our foes make the most of such litUe mishaps ; 
But then they mean nothing ; it’s really absurd of 


The ignorant chaps. 


At Spalding or Coventry weather may vary ; — 

And yet, when the “ area of change ” gets too wide, 

Men fancy it ’s more than a passing vagary ; — 

Ay, even our side. 

Tap I Tap I Yes there is a perceptible tumble. 

One can’t ** square” the weather or “ get at ” the glass, 

A storm ? Oh ! ’twas merely the least little rumble, — 

’Twill probably pass. 

Yes. Up in the North there ’tis always unsettled'; 

I fancy we shan’t be so shifty down South. 

Ko, really there ’s not the least call to be nettled, 

Or down in the mouth. 

I ’ll take my umbrella,— a useful possession. 

Yes, even in summer with wind in the east. 

But this— oh I it ’s merely a “ local depression ” ; — 

1 hope so, at least ! 

THE HAZAED OF A-DYE. 

Supposing that when our soldiers and sailors were armed with 
worthless bayonets and useless cutlasses, a war had broken out. 

And supposing that our Army had been defeated on account of 
those worthless bayonets. - 

And supposing our sailors had been slaughtered by hundreds on 
account of those useless cutlasses. 

And Bupposiug the country had been successfully invaded because 
the nation had improper arms of defence. 

And supposing, wild with ruin, revenge, and misery, the remains 
of the Army and Kavy had met Sir John Adtb. 

Supposing they had. WeU, what then ? 

... ' " III, "lit 

Prize Pajklumbntart Puzzle;— “ The End of the Session.” 
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A SOOTHING 

Far from placid 
pleasure: LilV'l 

FasHon’s nomads 
roam; ’ / ''l 'il'! 

Wisdom finds tlie ' i 
treasure 

In its fullest mea- 
sure j 

Peacefully at 
home. . 
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Free from by-the- Taking a 
■way bores Water 

Of hotel and train , 

Rest "we from our labours, 

With our fair young neighbours 
Round us once again. 

Bees in drowsy fettle 
Lazy inies rob ; 
Slumbrously they settle, 
Thrumming like a kettle 
On the Summer’s hob. 


Taking a Pall on tbe 
Watery _Main. 


rrilQ-ER-SHOOTIKG- AT HOME. PRIME SPORT WITH BIO 
* JL GAME.—A Country Clergyman, who, having taken charge 

Where the sunshine of a Menagerie for an invalid friend, has had the misfortune 
blazes [hazes, to let nearly the whole of it escape and get loose in his parish, would 
Through the cedam be glad to have the assistance of several Sportsmen of wide Indian 
Just above my and African experience, who would be vSlling to join him in an 
head. effort either to kill, or, if possible, recapture it at the very earliest 

Pussv with her fnr ^PP^^t^^ty. Though the Advertiser has succeeded in temporarily 
feet [breast a chimpanzee, a couple of hyaenas, and a young 

niirlprl'hATiAfl+'h'Koi hippopotamus in the Yicarage drawing-room, and has managed to 
Dmwzpq wbprA +Tia a boa-constrictor in a lawn-tennis net, yet, as five full- 

turf -heat grown Bengal tigers, and about thirty other wild beasts of a miseel- 

‘ LSnrtfhPs hpr Txn'flh « laneous character are at large in the village, and have, to his 

I on the surfeit knowledge, already devoured the Postman, the Curate, a School 

•rin. jpi- X Inspector, and both the horses of the Local Railway Omnibus, he I 

* feels that no time ought to be lost in replying to his appeal. One or 
How^ a laughing quarrel two Experts, armed with Hotchkiss Guns, would be of use, and might 

Stirs the stilly air, write. WoTild be glad to hear from a Battery of .Horse ArtiRery, 

Where, beyond the laurel, Address, The Yicas, High Roaring, Hotts. 

With their white apparel ^ ' ' 

Glistening in the glare. 


Boys and girls together 
Make a gallant crew. 

Boys in highest feather, 

Girls like summer weather. 
Bright and sweet and true. 


Bees m drowsy fettle wnue apparei a erIAL YOYAGE. ADYAHTAGEOTJS EXPERIMENT FOR 

Lazy Idles rob ; Glistenmg m the glare, T^E SHORT-SIGHTED.— A Gentleman who has long been 

bmmbrously they settle, j i +o«6ther suffering from a chronic affection of the eyes, and has been recom- 

Tl^ummmg like a ketrie M.ske a gallant crew mended by^ his medical adviser to try the stimulating effect of 

Un the bummer s hob. p^yg ^ highest feather mountain air, having conceived the idea of procuring it for himself 

Flies tteir mystic mazes Girls like summer weatW ^7 ascent in a second-hand and slightly damaged balloon 

Intricately thread, Bright and sweet and true, has pmchased for the pnrpose, wiB he glad to hear frm one 

or two thoroughly skilled and experienced Aeronauts similarly aflfrcted, 
“ who would regard the beneficent results of being able to accompany 

HTTU T?-vnTT A Tvini? A isjTi TVT A T>rn 8*8 au equivalent for the professional services they might render 

U UR JiiJkOllAJN vjtL AJND MART. to the carrying out of the nndertakfr^. As the Advertiser’s idea is 

Sora MOEE Holiday Inqtjieies. ^ convenient Gas-"^rks in the Midlamd Counties, 

N nvPT V A nPTTTTcra ■E'WP-R’nTTTnxr TTMTnm? n-n- a Tvin-o ^ steady northward course by holding on, before the wind, 

^ A a Jt ^ ^ EXPEDITION. UNiaUE CHANCE.- with a line and grappling-hook to the system of telegraphic wires 
«.ir < marked nautical proolmties, who has lately, running alongside one of the great central railways, and as he 

mirough the de^e of a great-uncle, come mto -the possession of a proposes merely stopping occasionally en route to unroof the house of 
^nuy Steanaer in a very fair condition of repair, is a^ons to meet some local medical man when any of the party are in need of advice. 

^ persons of smilar tastes who would he disposed to he confidently anticipates that the trip will not he devoid of novel 
start ■with him on a Snminer Tour, for the purpose of leisurely navi- and exciting features that will invest it -with a distinctively fresh 
gatmg the vessel, m a tentative fashion, round the British Isles, and exhilarating character. Eor full and further particulars of the 
1 J Filot mth him, but proposes when m doubt enterprise, which have been carefully thought out, apply, by letter, 

either to ask his way from the nearest Coastguard by signal, or mn to “ In Nttbibus,” Uppingham Lodge, Mount-Rising, Ayrshire. 

in shore and get out and walk, he thinks the voyage would not be — r";, - t t 

■without excitement and variety, and would be likely to afford some ^F^REE T HOUSED BLAZING ACRES TO LET. — A Sc^ch 
novel seafaring experience to tne naval amateur in search of pleasing accident m celebrating Her 

adventure. The course, as at present mapped out, would be from Slajesty’s Jubilee, managed to set fire to his entire property,. the 
Putney Bridge to Margate, Plymouth, Hdyhead, Skye, Aberdeen which, alter smouldering for a season, has since burst mto 

by the German Ocean past Hull, Yarmouth, Clacton-on-Sea, South- ^ ^jolent conflagration,, which he can neither diminish nor control, 
end, hack again, finishing the journey at Battersea Reach, hut it willing, to let it at a comparatively low rental to a London 

would probably be varied by wind .and weather, the exigences of Sportsman sufficient novice in grouse-shooting not to be surprised 
which would naturally have to be "taken into account. The crew pioking up his birds already roasted in the heather. As at the 
will consist of three experienced Channel stewards, a bargee, a of ^ day’s trudging in the blinding heat of a Sahara through 
retired pirate, and a cabin-boy, and will be under the command of smokmg covers, accompanied by a powerful steam fire-engme, he 
the advertiser, who, though fresh to the work, has Httle doubt but will .probably discover that he has only succeeded m ma^g a bag 
that, with a friendly hint or two from his feUow-yachtsmen, he wiU consisting of one smged cheeper,” the ‘‘shooting ” is Iffiely to 
be able to manage it. N.B.— Each Passenger provided with a Royal Prove more attractive to the amateur unfai^iar. with the rifie, but 
Humane Society’s drag. For aU. further particulars apply to “Poet- accustomed to the tropical heat of a Central African Summer, than 
Admieax,” 117, Rope Walk, Chelsea, S.W. satisfactory to a professional marksman counting on dispatching 

Arifn a t mTTxrTmTr f^0“^ ^ breezy moorland fifty brace or so to his relatives and friends. 

3:CEPTI0NAL PSYCHOLOGICAL OPPORTHNITJ. -For terms, &o., apply to The Mac Saxahaotee, FlaimLaugh, 
HAUNTED CASTLE TO LET.— A Baronet, m the North QcI&r Blayse N.B. 

of England, who can himself stand residence in it no longer, is 7 j • • - — ^ 

anxious to meet "with a suitable Tenant for his Family Mansion 

likely to appreciate the mysterious horrors "with which, owing to the By a Canterbury Belle. 

in an oak-paneHed bedroom, of a buge black wolf, accompanied by a Fene weather, fair cricket, the bold “ Men of Rent ” 

little old man in a bag-wig and faded blue velvet coat, 'vm.o, looking To fiirt and bet gloves— thirty pairs are my winnings I — 

sadly at the occupant, and saying, in a mournful voice, “ I ’ve lost Why, yes, on the whole I’m extremely content ; 

my return-ticket I ” vanishes suddenly, together "with his swarthy ’Tis the nicest of outings to witness such innings* 

companion, into the linen-cupboard. As this apparition is frequently Chorus-^k. Cricketer should be an excellent match 
foll 9 wed by the sound as of a. man m a complete suit of armour Because he is certain to be “ a good catch.” 

fallmg head-over-heels do"wn six flights of — I 


By a Canterbury BeUe. 

[Hong at the Mid of the great Cricket Week,) 

Fene weather, fair cricket, the bold “ Men of Rent ” 

To fiirt and bet gloves— thirty pairs are my winnings I— 
Why, yes, on the whole I ’m exfremely content ; 

’Tis the nicest of outings to witness such innings* 
Chorus— k Cricketer should be an excellent match 
Because he is certain to be “ a good catch.” 


stairs, and ultimately, amidst prolonged and 
piercing shrieks, apparently lodging in the 
coal-cellar, a member of tbe Society for 
Promoting Psychical Research could not fail 
to find the whole experience a singularly 
pleasing one. Several people having already 
been frightened into fits through passing a 
night in the castle, a practical joker, who 
•wished to have a little fun at the expense 
of an aged and invalid relative or two, could 
not do better than ask them down for a 
week, and let them take turns at sleeping 
in the bedroom in question. Address, 
“ Baeonet,” Gohlynhurst, Howlover. 



SNAP-SHOTS FOR THE TWELFTH. 


.{ TWo ta One '\ 







An Extended Tract of Moor. 


A Second Laying. 


Heavy Bags are Difficult to Secure. 
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ANTHROPOPHAGOUS. 

Idttle Nephew, **Ukcle, you must be a sort o’ Cannibal, I 

Uncle {on a weit), ** A what, Sib ! ? Wha’d’yer mean, SibI” 

Nephew. Cause Ma’ said you was always Livin’ on Somebody!” 


TOEEIGN (LANGUAGE) COMPETITION. 

Oa^ Editor, — Sentio obligatns scribere ad te ]jropter extraordmariam novam departuram 
guam Cpbemator recenter fecit. (Scribo Latin^, gtda si iUe legit boo, non poterit intelligere ! 
rrsetendit intelUgere Classica perfects, sed babeo graves dnbitationes de illo. Hoc est inter nos.) 

Simt nostri nolidies nxmo, nt tn sine dnbio es awaras ; et, alio mane, Pater snbito nnnciavit 
Busm intentionem detrabere me de Etonis, et mittere me ^ aUgnem Tutorem in G-ermani^, “ in 
ordinem ut d|soam modemas linguas, sic importantes (ille ait) in cnrsn vitae nnnc-dies.” 

1 nt tn potes imaginare. Nam Gnbemator, ut totus mundus noscit, semper fait 

laudator Clfussioorum. (** Omne ignotum pro magnifico,” intelligis ; babeo ilium illic, nonne ? Hoc 
guogue est inter nos.) In facto, pro momento ego fui **percussus omnis cumuli,” ut dictum est. 

Habere linguere Etonas, tarn joUiam scbolam I Et ixe ad istos Teutones, gui non possunt ludere 
vel (^^etnm vel footbaUum, et sunt generaliter borribiles muffi. ! Id est •niTnifl pro verbis. 

^ Vide explanationem paternse mconsistentiae I Forsitan vidisti, 0 Punchb, guomodo aligui 
joumales pestilentes recenter abusi sunt Classicas Ibaguas. Bene, Gubernator legit bos joumales, 
CT nunc omt Gxsecum et Latinum. Ego ipse odi Grseoum, sedGermanum est multo pejus, si possibile. 
o ^^ 00 , non est ita difSlcile, excepta pronunciatione, guae est bestiissima res umguam inventa. 
Bed malo misprommciare ad Etonas, guam in Continenti reot^ dicere,” ut Cicero dicit. 

Protestavi contra novam ide^ Gubematoris tantum guam audeo ; sed babeo esse oautus, guia 
IxUDemator non mat oontradiotionem. Fit oereus, si contradicitur. Argui tamen ut obliviscar 
omma mea Classica in GermaniS. celerius guam potes dicere “ Johannes Robinson ; ” nam unum 
caput non potest tenere Qraecum, Latinum, Germanum, et Gallicum. Gubernator iraound^ 
rwpondit ut meum caput non potest tenere aliguam rem, ut videtur.” Hoc est abominabilis 
libellus (mter nos iterum). 


Tunc posui ante eum pericula 
dueUorum. Juvenes Teutonici omnes 
ineunt pro duellis, ut babeo auditum. 
Pater (crudelis I ) fecit extrem^ leve 
bujus periculi. “Si fedeam sine 
naso, guid turn ? ” dixi. “ Erit pro- 
pria poena,” Gubernator sarcastic^ 
respondit, “ pro negligente Nasonem 
ad scbolam.” IUe, peroipis, “ridet 
ad cicatrices, guia nunguam sensit 
vulnus.’' Laudat Caput-Magistros 
Marlburienses et Harrovienses et 
Wincbesterenses pro expellendo 
Grseoum de Intranti Examinatione 
pro iUis scbolis. Sperat ut “ in nuUo 
tempore ero bonus Germanus scbo- 
laris”; sed ego dubito. Dixi ad 
eum ut sola Germana verba gue nosco 
sunt “Die Wacbt am Rhein.” Gu- 
bernator respondit ut mens Tutor 
donaretmihi “die whacks am Rhein” 
si negUgo curriculum studiorum. 
Jocus est extreme pauper. Admiror 
si Tutor ver4 donabit id mibi cali- 
dum? 0 care Editor, nonne potes 
facere aliguam rem pro retinente me 
ad Etonas ? Tuus disconsolatus, 

Tommius, 


SEA-DREAMS. 

By John Bull ^ propos of the Naval 
Manoeuvres, 


Falmouth in flames I By Jove, that 
sounds a stunner I 

FREMAiiTLB^s given BQewett a fair 
“oner,” 

Somehow I feel I ^d rather by a hantle, 

Hewett bad given toko to Fre- 
mantle. 


I dare say it's aU right ; yet there ^s 
no telling, 

What might be the result of real 
shelling. 

Like the far-famed young lady of 
Devizes, 

Fremantle^ appears to be sur- 
prises, 

Splendid no doubt, but, after aU ex- 
penses, 

I feel more interested in defences. 

Of course for Fremantle to dumfog 
Hewett, 

(And show a world of watchers hovo 
to do it) 

Is first-rate practice; an eye-opener 
verily ; 

Only I fancy I should laugh more 
merrily. 

If my eyes were the only optics gazing. 

Upon a feat that’s no doubt most 
amazing ; 

The Thames’ mouth occupied by a fine 
fleet! 

The sight— as the fleet’s mine — of 
course is sweet. 

But there ’s one thought that rather 
makes me blench 

Supposing that Fremantle had heen 
French f 


“ Bootieux.”— The good people of 
Stafford have given Her Majesty as 
a J ubilee present a cabinet containing 
about two hundred pairs of boots and 
shoes. Evidently the stock is in- 
tended to last until Her Majesty 
reaches her next Jubilee, when, no 
doubt, the gift will be repeated I 


Striking Eeeects.— For further 
artioulars, apply to the Midland 
“ " way Company. 
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GRAND PARLIAMENTARY CRICKET MATCH. 

{Facsimile of Sketch ly Our Electric Sjpecial. ) 


fg ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

extracted from the diary of toby, M.P. 

Monday Nighty August 1. — ^Prince Louis of BATTEOEua had Better he making inguiiies 
as to return trains for Germany. W, Redmond “ has had his attention called to him, and 
PiCKEBSGiLL has Ms e^e upon him. German Prince been appointed to command of Dreads 
nought over thirty British Officers who had precedence for promotion. W. Redmond elicited 
more general cheering than usually falls to ms lot when he wanted to know what reason could 
be given for so extraordinary a mark of confidence ? Geokot Hamilton explained that there 
/i^mU possible reason. Prince Louis a heaven-born sea-Captain, No one like hiTn among 

ordinary Britishers. Appointed to Dreadnought simply because he was best possible man. 
nmm R Then Pickeesgilx came to front. Couldn’t object to First Lord’s personal preference, but 
gave notice that if Prince Louis were confirmed in command of Dreadnought he would move 
lliMHwi that his salary be disallowed. More cheers. Idea of German Princeling holding office, how- 

1111 ever honourable, without drawing a salar:r struck Commons as comicm. Subject seemed to 
lm¥BSM h.eie. But Comhebell, having by tbas time had another question on other subject put 

WmMB answered, collected his thoughts, rose and begged to say that ** Prince Louis of Baiien- 

IjBMH bebo served under me, and a more efficient officer Here sentence came to abrupt 

IhIHH conclusion. Angry cries of “ Order I ” stormed round gallant Admiral. Commebell a man of 

proved valour, as the Yictoria Cross worn on his breast on Jubilee Day and other high festi- 
vities testifies. But his bronzed cheek blanched under this assault. He stared round a 
moment speechless, and resumed his seat. 

House in Committee through long hours on Irish Land Bill. Dulness enlivened towards 
midnight by encounter between Chambeblain and Gbandolph. Chambeblain began it : 
Gbandolph by no means backward. Rebuked Chambeblain for ** characteristic sneer,’’ 
upon which Chambeblain smartly retorted. The interesting episode concluded by Habt^ 
INGTON announcing his intention to vote against Chambeblain and with the Government. 
E. H. P-ck-isg-U. Hakcoubt much pleased. 



M-d-n interposes. 
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“ TMs is OBly the beginning,” he said. “ (jBA]S’I) 0 Lph and Cham- more guilty, so Johh “ named ” him ; denied the soft impeachment. 

I BERiAiN haye eyidently quarrelled. Haetington doesn’t hind him- Haisey admitted it, and was hacked np hy half-a-dozen Members, 
self to go with Chami 3 EE 1 AII 7 ; and altogether the Unionist Party inclnding Maclba^. Bore personal testimony to having heard the 
seems a little disunited.” applause when incident was mentioned. 

£mimss <fo»e.-IrisE Land BiE in Committee. “ I say it is true !” they repeated one aiter the other. 

And I say it is false ! ” JoHiir DnxoN roared, and proceeded to 
Questions over there was a pretty scene. John Dilloit denounce Members opposite in language which speedily brought up 
complained of allegation in provincial newspaper that he had ap- the Speaseb. 

plauded a statement that in a riot at Belfast several children and a After a while Maclean again interposed. Demanded to be heard 
young lady school-teacher, the daughter of Lord Sligo’s Agent, were whilst he asserted in detail the general accuracy of the newspaper 
seriously hurt Hadn’t proceeded far with explanation when voice paragraph, whilst of course acquitting Dillon “if he said he did 
from neighbourhood of Treasury Bench called out, “ It is true ! ” not join in applause.” ParneUites, oddly enough, left all the fighting 
“ Who says it ’s true ? ” shouted John, fiashing a baleful glance to John, who was finally put down by Speakeb. After this pleasant 
on Treasury Bench. interlude, House resumed Committee^ on Land BUI. Proceedings 

At first he thought the interrupter was Old Morality, but his air dolorous, and House empty. At one time sitting nearly brought to 
of perfect innocence repulsed suspicion. Was it De Wobms, turning end by a Count, 
as, it is written, Ms family sometimes do ? Edwabd Clabke looked Business dowe.—Irish Land Bill. 

Enter Tbevelyan ; exit Edwabd ^ 

Bussell, the latter carrying with him the consci- 
ousness of that rare possession— popularity with 
both sides of the House. Everybody sorry he has 
gone, especially “the Dissentient Liberals.” As 

Plunket says, “He was the gentlest-mannered | M 

Radical in the House.” Crowded House. Tbevel- 

TAN brings Ms sheaves (1401) with him, in shape m 

of rattling majority won at G-lasgow. Everybody j 

there but Habtington and Chambeblatn. Meeting 
- in such circumstances with old colleague would have MSIIIIIm /> 

been too touching. But older colleagues, under //\ 

wing of G-ladstone, in full force. Determined to v \ 

kill the fatted calf for the returning prodigal, \\ 

Gladstone would, of course, play the part of av 1 

Aged Parent ; Tbevelyan the repentant son. But who was to stand \ 

for the fatted calf ? General impression that Habcoubt best suited by 

natural gifts for the character. Habcoubt’ s habitual modesty not to j '\ 

be overcome. “Wouldn’t,” he said, “like to play such a prominent m nlllmm v 

part.” Finally agreed that they should “ imagine the calf.” All went f flffm f 

admirably well. Might have been managed by that veteran strategist \ M/ Mri j / 

the Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate. ^ j M m [ -y 

ChUiDEBS and Camebon (both out of step with new Member) / Im r i ^ 

personally conducted him to Table. Enormous cheering, which \ m / 

Childebs gently deprecated. “Ho, my good friends,” he said. “TMs # / u,, 

is very kind of you. But there’s really no credit due to me. I IS / v 7 r 

bring our young friend up because I, too, am a Scotch Member. 

Perhaps my success at Edinburgh may have given fillip to Liberalism 
Enter Tr-v-lly-n. ^ the Lowlands. But pray don’t mention it. Any little services Exit E-ss-U. 

1 may have rendered are overpaid by tMs magnificent ovation.” 


Enter Tr-v-lly-n. 


Exit E-bs-11. 


More cheers when new Member was introduced to Speakeb. 
Delighted to see him. Had often heard Ms name. Pleased with 
this opportumty of making his personal acquaintance. Should be 
sure to know him again if he met him. All this lively and enter- 
taining. But great scene artistically conceived for end of play. 
Tbevelyan, passing round back of Speakeb’s chair, proceeding in 


“ Where ’s Bbamwell ? He should be up next,” said Wemtss. 
“ Ah,” said Rosebbby, 

“ Would you know where last I saw him, 

He was eating bread and butterme.” 


Tbevelyan, passing round back of Speakeb’s chair, proceeding in .Messengers despatched to corridor and Beamwell brought in with 
search of quiet seat, beheld strange spectacle on Front Opposition mouth full.^ A stirring debate, but Butterine was nowhere. 
Bench. There was the Aged P. sign al lin g from Ms tent. Signal Bbamwell having demonstrated Margarine was “ not the correct 
taken up hy retainers and carried down crowded bench. Only in name for the substitute kuown as Butterine,” their Lordships by 
the place of honour must the new Member sit. Hever made so much majority voted for Margarine. 


fuss of before. Last time took oath and seat, no particular notice 
taken of double event. What had happened in meantime ? Had he 
grown more eloquent ; had he performed some conspicuous service ; 
or had he increased in personal esteem of those who know Mm ? 
The latter impossible. In the former no change. He had merely 
kicked over traces and was now come back to run in them. Thought 


Business done , — ^lu Commons Land Bill again. 

A HEW WERSIOH OF AH OLD SOHG. 
{By a thorough Bort’Seobkian,) 


ol tins with Bometittemess. . But reception weU meant. Therewas The Loin Mash leads an appy He nobly dines, has naught to pay, 
the Aged P. -nol^tly heokoning with yeneraUe forefinew, and the Hfe, And hai his liealth drunk eVry 

errant son made his way up to hm, fell on his neck and kissed him He ^as no cares of party strife, day. 

^tMs of course m a Parliamentary sense. Ha drinks fbp bpsf nf i . , 

Business dona.-Army Estimates. ^ Mf^-s L wai At iStthes®idte®h^f 

House of Lords rent to its centre by deadly, blood- mine. And to ^minister the Law 

^ntroversy. Question is, shaH it be And, yet aU appy ’s not Ms lot, Without no blunders or no fiaw, 

Butterme or Margarme ? The usually hostile camps streaked with Although he has Ms title got : 

enemies. A Hohle Lord, who stands stoutly for Hutterine, finds He hardly once alone can dine— Still, though I but a Waiter be, 


suit me, 

But, while I drains my flowing can, 
I ’ll fancy I ’m a Alderman ! 

Robebt. 


Lmself seated with another Peer, who swears by Margarine, and 1 would not that Ms lot was mine. The Lobd MABE’slife would not 

vice versa. When division comes there is woful cross- voting. It suit me, 

is Basing who appropriately brings on subject, and Wemyss who A Alderman more pleases me. But, while I drains my flowing can, 

moves that the compound he called Butterine, instead of Margarine, He leads a life of joUitee : I ’ll fancy I ’m a Alderman ' 

Everyone in high spirits, sustained by a free collation, served ont at Robebt. 

the door. This attraction rather militated against full success of = 

debate. Hoble Lords “ asking for more,” of course having to linger 

outside till they’d eaten it. Basing (long known to us as Sclatee- Poetby op PABLiAiSiiENT. — A. debate iu the House of Commons 
Booth) revelled in Ms subject, and thanked the Markiss he was corresponding to the verse named Alexandrine — “WMoh, Rke a 
made a Peer in time to take part in disonssion. Abgyll brought wounded snake, drags its slow length along.” 

Ms massive mind to bear on Butterme ; Gbanville toyed with the 

subject ; and Wemyss was more than usually emphatic. Bbamtwell 

had promised to speak for Butterine. Place empty when turn came. Seasonable Field-Spobt.— Leather-hunting. 

03?- EOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper; To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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THE PLEASANT TRAVELLER’S CONVERSATION-BOOK. 

{To he translated into French, Gerrrum, and Italian, for the henejit of 
Foreigners.) 


In the Tbain. 




Continental Railways are disgracefully mismanaged. 

This train does not travel at any- 
thing like the rate of our expresses. 

The “ Plying Scotchman travels at 
50, 100, or 150 {according to fancy) 
miles the hour. 

I object to smoking; also wish all 
the windows to be opened or closed {as 
the case may he). 

The foreign huffet does not equal 
our refreshment-rooms. 

A plate of soup, half a roast fowl, 
and mashed potatoes cannot compare 
with what we call in England a “ ham 
sandwich.” 

I object to the lamp being shaded, 
or insist upon the lamp being shaded 
~ ^ {according to pleasure). 

why are we stopping here ? Why are we not stopping here ? 

It is disgraceful that we should stop here. It is disgraceful that 
we sho-dd not stop here. 

If this occurs again, I shall write to the papers. 

At the Station. 

Why] must I go here ? Why may I not go here ? 

I insist upon going where I please. 

I refuse to answer, as an impertinent question, “ what I have to 
declare.” 

I object to opening that trunk, that portmanteau, and that 
hat-box. 

It is insolent to accuse me of smuggling. Where is the Chief of 
Police ? 

Have there been any orders to treat my luggage in this manner ? 

^ I complain that, as you have passed my boxes without examina- 
tion, that I should have ever been asked for my keys. 

I will not take this omnibus, nor this fly, nor this cart. 

I do not want to patronise any hotel. 

Why do you not put my luggage on that carriage ? 

I had a right to say I would take no conveyance— as a matter of 
fact, I knew I should be swindled. 

How do make haste, and do what I ask, or I shall report you to 
the Station Master. 

Ho, I shall give you" nothing— it is contrary to the Bye-laws in 
England. 

At the Hotel. 

I object to this room, because it is on the ground, first, or upper 
floors {according to taste), 

I do not like the price paid for the table d^hote, 

I object to the bed-curtains— why are there no bed-curtains ? 

1 will not pay for service — service should be charged. 

Tour prices are extortionate. I shall be careM to warn all my 
friends against coming to this hotel. 

Don’t be impertinent. 

En Kotjte. 

This scenery is disappointing. 

The water-fall is over-rated and the ruin a fraud. 

I will not take off my wide-awake in this Cathedral. 

Why cannot I look at the altar during the celebration of Service ? 
I have seen much better things in a ninth-rate town in England 
than I find in this Museum. 

I consider the whole tour not worth the candle. 

It is infamous that I should have been induced by false pretences 
to come abroad. 

You can easily imagine how I must be missed at home. 


Land ^Measure. 

[Mr. Jesse Collings supports the Government Allotments BiU, although 
it only holds forth a prospect of one acre, and no cow.] 

Jesse content with Salisbuht’s gift ? How odd I 
One acre only, and of cows a lack ! 

Pooh ! Jesse takes this “ acre ” as a “ rod ” — 

Por faithless Gladstone’s hack. 


The Question of the Hole. — The Government have been given 
a good inch (of coercive power). Will they take a (Hational) 
League ? 


WELSH POE THE WELSH. 

by some accident was unable to be present at the 
Eisteddfod Genhedlaethol y Cymry,” and therefore could not take 
part in the competitions at the Albert HaU. For the sake of the 
other bards he is glad, as he feels sure that had he sung his own little 
eo^osition he would have been hailed at once Fencer d Ghoalia,^* 
and “ Owen Dyfed^^ rolled into one. However, that 
the World may not suffer by his unselfishness, he publishes his 
Anerchiaudau ir (Poetical Address to tbe President), which 

he would have sung to an accompaniment of a hundred harps. As it 
is short, he gives it in full 

Y Moewtnig Gwintoebi). 

Hi ddiddleth di ddiddleth ghist katte haw di flddleth, 

Ac kowwe poh gofid y munne, 

5’^liiddell doggggg rawd di see glap spwwt, 

Ond di pplatt gofid rhosyn di ssspnnn 
Py mam, fly man, 

0 pale ale man am di fly man 1 

PRIYILEGED PISTOLS. 

^ The Ch^celloe of tm Excheuiteb, it is rumoured, a few days 
since, received a deputation of schoolboys home for the holidays, 
and other young gentlemen delegated to him with a petition that he 
would propose a hiU for the repeal of the duty now demanded for 
permission to carry a gun. 


man of the object of their application. He, and those other fellows, 
considered the gun-tax an awfully hard impost, he might say im- 
position — out of school-hours. It denied them a recreation they 
partmularly wanted to enjoy in the holidays, namely, shooting, which 
was f^ for them as good as for Members of Parliament. Shooting 
was shooting, whether you shot sparrows or grouse. But ten hob 
duty was more than poor fellows could afford. 

Jackson, Jimior, asked why, if the tax on firearms was intended 
to prevent a chap from carrying a gun, it wasn’t charged just the 
same upon pistols ? You couldn’t look into a daily 
paper hardly without seeing an account of a murder 
^ committed, or somebody or other shot, or shooting 
himself by accident, with a revolver, or the revolver 
Eevolvers. going off on its own accord, and killing its owner or 
someone else. Cads and roughs almost afi of them 
carried revolvers, and so it was that burglars went about shooting 
policemen. If every revolver had to be loaded with a licence, or the 
firearm-dutjr were enforced for all firearms, it would save no end of 
lives. But if that didn’t signify, and everybody was to be free to 
carry a revolver, what use was there in what you might call fining a 
fellow for leave to carry a gun ? 

The Chancelloe of the jExchequee said that his young friends 
appeared to him to have made out a very good case, not so muoli for i 
the repeal of the gun-duty as for its extension, if necessary, or at 
any rate its enforcement, as regarded revolvers, upon which the 
existing duty might require to be increased to an amount which, 
would effectually limit the possession of those dangerous weapons. 
Meantime he would consult his colleagues, who, he was assured, 
would give this question their most serious consideration. 

The young gentlemen then gave three groans for the Chancelloe 
of the Exchequee, and bolted. 

THE MAEBLE AECH. 

{A Song for the Season.) \ 

“ Can nothing be done for the Marble Arch ? - . . London soot-flakes 
have dealt oru^y with a surface admirably calculated to receive them.’* — 
Fall Mall Gazette. 

Aie — I Dreamt that I Dwelt in Marble Malls'* 

I bebaht that I g^ed at the Marble Arch, 

Bong Fog and Ring Coal at my side, 

The soot of Hovember, the dust-storms of March 
Had made it a sight to deride. 

I said all the foreigners think, I ’U be hound, 

To our City this thing is a shame ; 

But I guess ’twin be found, when next Season comes round, 
That its state is much the same. 

It does want a wash, there ’s no doubt about that, 

For the marble ’s a dull, dirty brown ; 

That is, where it isn’t as black as your nat — 

CarUt they clean it while Swelldom ’s from Town ? 

! Marble ? Deft Tadbma, I will he hound, 

I Would say ’tis not worthy the name ; 

! But I ’d wager a pound, when next Season comes round, 

1 We shaU find it still the same. 
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Illustrious Fresident Now, my Lad, sorry to Inconvenience 

Some prate of patriotism, and some of cheap defence, 

But to the high ofBlcial mind that’s all absurd pretence ; 

For of all the joys of snubbing, there ’s none to it so dear, 

As to snub, snub, snub, snub, snub, snub the British Yolunteer ! 

A patriotic Laureate may bid the Eifles form. 

And Citizens naay look to them for safety in War’s storm ; 

But S*ecretaries, Books, and such at this delight to jeer, 

And to snub, snub, snub, snub, snub, snub the British Yolunteer ! 


YOU, BUT — HEM— BA — YOU MUST REALLY GO — SOMEWHERE ELSE ! 

A semi- swell he may be, but he 'may be a mere clerk, 

And he ’s an interloper, and to snub him is a lark. 

Sometimes he licks the Eegulars, and so our duty ’s clear, 

’Tis to snub, snub, snub, snub, snub, snub the British Yolunteer ! 
He hankers for an increase in his Capitation Grant, 

It’s like his ijrecious impudence, and have the hft he shan’t. 
What, make it easier for him to run us close ? No fear I 
We ’ll snub, snub, snub, snub, snub, snub the British Yolunteer I 





He has a fad for Wimbledon, but that is jnst a whim, 

And as eviction 's all the go, we ^11 trjr it npon him* 

Me not an Irish tenant, so no one will interfere. 

When once more we snub, snub, snnb, snub the British Tolimteer ! 

His targets and his tents and things are nuisances all round. 

As Jerry-Bt^ders, Books, and other Toffs have lately found. 
Compared with bricks and mortar and big landlords he ’s small beer. 
So we’ll snub, snub, snub, snub, snub, snub the British Tolunteer I 

The Common ’s vastly handy, there ’s no doubt, to chaps in town, 
And crowds of Cockneys to the butts can quickly hurry down ; 

But what are all Town’s Cockneys to one solit^ Peer ? 

Ho ; let us snub, snub, snub, snub the British volunteer I 
Tour Citizen who wants to play at soldiers need not look 
To have his little way as though he were a Royal Dook. 

With building-leases—sacred things !— he must not interfere, 

So let us snub, snub, snub, snub the British Yolunteer I 

If he muit shoot his annual shoot somewhere, why, let him go 
To Pirbright or to Salisbury Plain, or e’en to Jencho. 

But out from his loved Wimbledon he ’U surely have to clear, — 

A final snub, snub, snub, snub to the British Volunteer I 


“Boom and Verge.” 

Lobp SAiTSBunT agrees with Lord Bbaconseteld that Asia is 
large enough for both Russia and England. Qruite so. And un- 
liimted space is large enough for all the galaxies of Worlds,— until 
two of them want to occupy one portion of it. Then comes Chaos or 
aCosmical Boundary Q,uestion. The “room enough” theory is a 
genial one, which would have commended itself to tJfhcle Toby* But 
it does not carry us practically very far on the road to a settlement. 
The world was presumably “large enough” to accommodate the 
ambitions of OciAVitra and Mabk Antobty. Only they did not 
happen to think so. Collision terrestial or celestial does not come &om 
the narrowness of limits, but from the crossing of courses. 


CHANGE. I 

(A W&itheT Forecast for the Mext Ten Weehs,) 

August 20.— Heavy downpour commences. Thirty-six inches of 
rain fell in as many minutes. The Clerk of the Weather catches 
cold. 

August 2T.— Heavy downpour continues. The entire audience at 
the Q-aiety, being unable to get home without getting drenched, 
decline to leave the Theatre, and, after a riot, pass the night there, i 
in the face of the protests of the Management. 

September^ 3.— Heavy downpour shows no signs of abating. 
Several leading Umbrella Manufacturers make rapid fortunes, and 
are raised to the Peerage, 

September 15. — Heavy downpour still continuing, the Serpentine 
overnows its banks, and runs southwards. Salmon-fishing com- 
mences in the Brompton Road. 

September 27. — ^Downpour heavier than ever. The Underground 
Lines flooded, and the traf&c carried on by penny steamers. 

October 8 .— Downpour steadily continuing, the Albert Hall is 
opened as a Hational Swimming Bath, and Battersea Park as a 
Rice Plantation. 

October 19.— Downpour still on the increase. The Hippopotamus 
from the Zoological G-ardens is washed in a torrent down Portland 
Place, and left high-and-dry on the steps of the Langham Hotel. 

October 28.— Downpour as heavy as ever. Gondolas seen in 
Piccadilly. A well-known Duke endeavouring to drive a bathing- 
machine in Belgrave Square, upsets it, and is only rescued with 
difficulty by drags from his own balcony. 

November 3. — ^Downpour stfll continuing and London being now 
under water, wild-duck shooting commences in Chancery Lane. 

November 9.— Downpour at its height. In consequence of the 
flooded condition of the Guildhall, the Lord Mayor’s banquet is given 

j j. — •D~: tr:!! t-j- ° 


“ as the worst he ever remembers.” 
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FERDINAND AND ARIEL. 

(In BuiGAHLi.) 

(SMkspeare oim again adajpted io circumstances,) 

BnUr Aeiel, invisible^ playing and singing, Peedinand following him, 
ArkVs Song, 

Come into Bulgarian 
Lands, 

We stretch our hands ; 

’Tis a chance not to be 
miss’d* 

When we have Mss’d 
Tonr hand in loyal 
fealty there, 

The Crown’s sweet bur- 
den you may bear. 

Hark! Hark! 

Burden, Bow-wow! 

{^Dkpersedlp,) 

Let the Kuss bark ! 

Burden, Bow - wow I 
' persedly,) 

Hark, hark I I hear 
The strutting Gallic Clinti- 
Cry Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 

Ferdinand, Where should 
this music be ? In th’ air, 
or th’ earth ? 

It sounds once more, and sure 
it waits upon 

My forward footsteps. Sitting 
all alone. 

Musing upon Prince Alexan- 
DES’s wreck, [awares, 

This music crept upon me un- 
Stirring my hope, and rousing 
Eussia’s passion, 

With its sweet air. Thence 
have I followed it, 

Or it hath drawn me rather 
but ’tis gone. 

Ho, it begins, again, 

Ariel sings : 

Pull fathom deep Battenbeeg lies, 

Of his chance chaos is made ; ■ ^ 

But you ’U see, if you have eyes, 

Your hopes ripen as his fade. 

You may suffer a great change 
Into a young King. Is ’t strange ? 

’ Pate which rings poor Sanux’s kneU 
Sounds your coronation bell. 

, Hark! dost hear it? — ding-dong-dell! 

iBurden, Ding-dong! 

Ferdinand, This ditty doth decoy, 'yet fright me,— rather. 

This is no common chance. A golden crown 
Fate proffers me I see it,-— shall I wear it ? 

[^Left considering, 

“FINIS COEONAT OPUS.” 

The summary given in an evening paper last week of a well- 
known suit, now happily at an end, is instructive. Four years ago 
the plaintiff was absolutely without means, and apparently utterly 
friendless. The man who had wronged her offered her (amongst 
other infamous actions) a miserable pittance to expatriate herself and 
to cease to “ annoy ” him. She called in the assistance of the Press ; 
and now she retires with provision for herself and innocent child, her 
character re-established, and a sum of money that our grandfathers 
would have called a “ plum.” The paper that championed her was 
plucky^ and as the result has proved, in the right. Praise to whom 
praise is due. Acknowledgment is due to the F, M, G, 


SALUBEITIES ABEOAD. 



Happy Thought. 

{By an Unhappy Unionist,) 

Teeveltah swears he trusts the Grand Old Man, 
And follows him in playing fast and loose. 
Well, we have heard of Leda and the Swan, 

But here’s a case of Leader and the GooseJ 


PopuiAB Education, — Fxaminer, Give the meaning of “Hag- 
iology.’^ Candidate, Science of Witchorait. 


To those about to travel via Dover and Calais, — ^Ask when The 
Empress makes the journey. Something like a boat, and the day 
our party went by her she did the crossing m the hour, and I won’t 
positively swear it wasn’t a minute or so under that time. ^ There ’s 
a crossing-sweeper for you ! The Empress of the Sea ! -Mind you it 
was a fine day, and what I should say would he considered a calm 
sea, though there were several sufferers. 

If uot in a hurry— and who can hurry in such weather ?— the 
easiest travelling is by the 11 a.m. from Yictoria ; admirable Empress 
for the crossing ; and a good twenty-five minutes or more for one of 
the best buffet-luncheons in France. Stay the night in Paris, and off 
to your Eoyat, your Aix, or wherever it may be, as early as possible. 

At the Paris-^Lyon Station^ en route for Eoyat, — Owing to the 
gentle influence of Colonel Waters, attached to the L. C. & D. corps 
in Paris, and to the indefatigable exertions of his lieutenant in 
uniform, Gustav Heelan, the P. L. & M. Company have consented 
to put a lit-salon carriage on to their day-train as quite an excep- 
tional concession to an invalid, who might he supposed to have thus 
addressed them 

Pitv the sorrows of a gouty man, 
yOxose trembling limbs nave brought him to your door, 

Who asks you to oblige him with— you can — 

A simple liUsalon and nothing more. 

The perfect comfort of this arrangement for a long journey is 
worth the price including the supplement^ which I am playing when 
a cheery voice cries, “Hallo! old chw,” and I recognise Pudlee, 
whom I haven’t seen for some time, i return his greeting heartily. 
“ You’ve got a coupi reserve f ” he exclaims gleefimy, and literally 
skipping for joy. 1 never saw a man in such spirits. He is not 
ahsolutSy young, nearer forty than thirty for example, looking so 
wonderfully fresh, that turn-down collars and a jacket would suit 
him perfectly. He is as clean-shaved as a Benedictine Monk or a 
Low Comedian. He says of himself— he is the waggish companion 
to whom I alluded in my previous notes — “ I am well preserved in 
high spirits.” He insists on paying the extra seat and supplement. 
Cousin Jane (again going to Eoyat for the Caesar Baths) says she 
shall he delighted, and so Pullee is to come with us. Certainly am 
delighted to see Pullee. Will he have his things brought here ? He 
will, “ d V instant! ”— he pronounces it “ ar long stong^^^ and roars with 
laughter as if he had delivered himself of the rarest witticism. Then 
he skips off down the platform, waving an umbrella in one hand and 
a stick in the other. Suddenly; Ptjllbe’ s social characteristics all flash 
across me. I haven’t seen him for years, and had forgotten them. 
I recollect he is what they call “an inveterate punster,” and 
loves when abroad (though an accomplished linguist) to speak the 
language of the country in which he may be temporarily sojourning 
witu a strong English accent ; it is also a part of his humour to 
embellish his discourse with English idioms literally translated,— or, 
vice versa, to give French idioms in colloquial English ; so that on 
the whole his conversational style, when in foreign parts, is peculiar. 
The impression left in my memory years ago of Pullee, is that he is 
a wonderfully good-natured fellow unless a trifle puts him out, when 
he flares up suddenly into red heat ; but this is seldom, and he cools 
down directly if allowed to stand. When he is not in the highest 
possible spirits be is an agreeable companion, as he can give some 
interesting, hut utterly untrustworthy, information on most subjects, 
and, when this comes to an end, he falls asleep suddenly,— he does 
everything suddenly,— hut, as I have since ascertained, does not snore. 
When at his office in London he is the second partner of an eminent 
firm of Solicitors with a varied and extensive business. For a safe 
and sound legal opinion in any difficult matter, specially on the 
Chancery side, there is no one to whom I would sooner go myself, or 
recommend a friend than James Pullee, of Hoblee, Pullee, 
Pullee (J.), Bakee and Datyille.^ For the greater part of the year 
James Pullee is hard at work, and is gravity itself, except on certain 
social and festive occasions. But in vacation-time he gives up Law. 
and goes in for Lunacy. “ I feel,” he says, when he returns, still 
capering on the platform, this time with his stick in one hand and 
his hat in the other, “ I feel like a school-boy out for a holiday,” 
and, allowing for the difference of age and costume, he looks the 
character. 

Ravelling is very tiring ; so is rising early in the morning (which 
is included in the process of travelling) after a night spent in fitful 
dozing, one’s rest being broken by nervous anxiety as to whether the 
waiter will remember to call one at the cruel hour of 6*30, or not, 
and determining to he up at that time exactly, and if he doesn’t 
appear punotuaUy, to ring for him to bring the bath and the boots 
then preternatural wakefulness, then the ^owsiness, then the painful 
emptiness, then the necessity for extraordinary energy and bustle,— f 
aU this fatigues me so much, that when at last I nnd myself in a 
comfortable railway-carriage, I sink back, and prepare to make up 
for the lost sleep of the previous night. 

Pullee has been travelling aU night right through, yet he is now 
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as freslL as the proyerhial lark. He is smoking. He came up 
smoking. _ I am a smoker, but at an early hour on a hot day, and 
comparatiyely unbreakfasted, I do not like the smell of the last half- 
inch of a strong and newish cigar such as Pulles is now smoking. 
He is sucking at this last morsel of it as if it were the only one he 
should take (I wish it were) for another month, and as if it went to 
his heart to part with it. 

“Don’t you smoke your cigars rather short?” I ask, mildly, by 
way of a hint. 

“Ho,” he replies, quickly; “I smoke them rather long. Had 
him there, eh ? ” he says playfully, turning to Cousin JA2<rE, who, I 
regret to say, encourages mm with an appreciatiye smile. After his 
fit of chuckles has subsided (in which I do not join), he takes off his 
hat d lafrancaise^ and addresses himself to Cousin JAJirE. 

“ If Madame does not oppose herself to that I shall smoke.” 

Jaistb graciously returns, “Oh dear no, I do not mind smoke,” 
which isn’t at all what I want her to say on this occasion. Puileb 
throws away what is left of his cigar, and, producing an enormous 
case, offers me what he calls “ a beauty,”— yery big, yery dark one, 
with a bit of red and gold paper wrapped round its middle, as if it 
were in a delicate state of health and might suffer from rheumatism, 
—but I decline it, saying pointedly, “ I can’t stand smoking so early, 
and before breakfast.” 

“Oh,” he returns in an offhand manner, “can’t you? I can 
smoke any time, it doesn’t affect me. Besides, I had a first-rate 
breakfast at the fork, and spoon too, at the buffet,” — ^he pronounces 
this word^ as written in English— this is his fun the fun of a 
high-spirited Solicitor on a holiday), and forthwith he lights the big 
cigar, changes his seat so as to face us both, and then commences a 
eonyersation about all sorts of things, seasoned with his jokes and 
comic Erench, at which he laughs himself uproariously, and appeals 
to me to know if it, whateyer the joke may be, “ "Wasn’t bad, was 
it ? ” And when I beg him to spare some of his witticisms, as ne ’ll 
want them for the friends he’s going to meet at Eoyat— (thank 
Heayen, he is going to meet friends !)— he only says, “ Oh, there ’s 
lots more where these came from,” and off he goes again. Fortun- 
ately he turns to Cousin Jane, and instantly I close my eyes, and 
pretend to be oyercome by fatigue. If Jane is wise she will do the 
same. Jane is tired, but tolerant. 

Finding that neither of us is up to much talking (I have in- 
adyertently opened an eye) he says, “ Look here, I’ll show you mj 
trayelling-bag,” as if it was something to amuse children. This 
delights him immensely. He opens it and explains its compartments, 
tells how he shayes, what soap he uses, how he inyented a peculiar 
pomade for trayeUing, and how he had thought out this bag and had 
eyerythiugmade to fit into its place. He takes out eyery thing, brushes, 
combs, razors, glass-pots, kniyes, brushes, one after the other, ex- 
patiating on their excellence as if he were a pedlar anxious to do a 
deal, and we were his casual, but Hkely, customers. Then finding our 
interest waning, he shuts it up, and saying that the best of trayeUing 
in a lit-sahn is that you can stretch your legs, he forthwith begins 
capering, asks Jane if he mayn’t haye the pleasure of the next waltz 
and so forth, until fortunately, he diseoyers the secret of the seat 
which puUs out and becomes a bed, and is so struck with the idea 
that he exclaims, “By Joye! this is first-rate I pillows, mattresses, 
everything ! I ’ye never slept in one of these ! I haven’t been to 
bed all night. You don’t mind my taking forty winks— do you ? ” 

0 dear no— take eighty if he likes. 

“ Ah, then,” he says in broken English, “ I go to couch myself. I 
salute you the good morning, Mister and Missis. I haye well envy 
of to sleep.” And thank goodness in another minute the high-spirited 
Solicitor is fast asleep, and not snoring. 

Then we all drop off. At Montargis he awakes, breakfasts at the 
buffet; we breakfast in our salon. He returns, puffing another 
cigar, stronger and bigger than the previous one: but smoking 
yields to sleeping and his high spirits become less and less. After 
his second or third sleep he becomes hungry. The train is late. He 
becomes hungrier and hungrier. Again he smokes ; but his cigars 
are dwindling in size and growing paler in colour. He calculates 
when the hour of dinner will be. He foresees that it will not be till 
past eight and we breakfasted at eleven. Hunger has deprived him 
of all his jokes, all his high spirits ; he is hopelessly depressed, and 
preserves an almost sullen silence till we reach Clermont-Ferrand, 
when the sight of the Commissionnaire of the H6tel Continental 
slightly restores him, and as we get into the Omnibus he whispers to 
me feebly^ “ I say, let’s cry ‘ Vive Bouiangee I ’ ” 

1 beg mm to hold his tongue, or the police will be down on him. I 
fancy this warning has its effect, in his present state of hunger, as 
he limits himself to whispering out of the window to any passer-by 
who happens to be in uniform, “ Vive Boueangeb ! ” but I am bound 
to say, nobody hears him, so finding the fun of the jest exhausted 
within the first ten minutes, he drops it, and once more collapses, 
shakes his head wearily oyer his wretched state, and expresses in 
pantomime how he is dying for something to eat. Jane and myself 
recognise Clermont-Ferrand and draw one another’s attention ti) aU 
points of interest, more or less incorrectly. Then, after noticing 



Excitement at Pad-inked-on. 


how familiar all the land-marks seem en route^ we find we haveheen 
taken by a different road from the one we nsed to travel in order to 
avoid the dust. 

Hal Here is Doctor Hem. "Welcome to Hqyat! Same rooms. 
Hew Proprietor, hut same Hotel in effect, it is the Continental. 
M. Hall, of what nationality I do not know, exerts himself to see 
that everything shall he right for eyeiyhody who has just arrived. 
There are several others by this train, all requiring special and 
individual attention, and all, somehow, getting it. Hew faces, hut 
civility and readiness to oblige everywhere. The weather perfect ! — 
perhaps a trifie too perfect. But Hoyat is high up, and, if it is hot 
here, what must it be down below at Yichy or at Aix ! Dinner in 
the^ Hestauration of the Hotel, where we pant for air because other 
visitors, ehiefiy French, of advanced years and in various stages of 
“The Cure,” will not allow a door or window to be opened. We 
finish dinner, and hurry off for our coffee in the garden of the Casino 
Sarnie. End of first day. 

P.S.— I said last week I could not find the English newspapers in 
the reading-room of the Cercle. I have since seen them, Times and 
Telegraph. But the only one sold outside is apparently the Morning 
Tost. Lord Salisbubt is coming. 

THE INSURER'S PHRASE-BOOK. 

Thebe is no truth in the report that a whole Brigade of Firemen 
and Sixteen Fire-engines are now permanently encamped in Kensing- 
ton Gardens Square, and that Captain 
, 1 ] n I'i'l Shaw is about to take furnished lodg- 
ings in the immediate neighbourhood of 
Westhoume Grove. 

Ho, those men walking up and down 
the shop and eying everybody suspici- 
ously are not shop-walkers, as yon 
suppose. Four of them are detectives, 
with orders summarily to arrest any 
customer who looks at all like au incen- 
diary, and the others are disguised 
Firemen. 

I don’t cLuite know what you mean 
by speaking of a “ holocaust” iu connection with the recent disastrous 
confiagxation which destroyed five whole streets and a hundred lives, 
hut no doubt the cost mil he enough to make anybody holloa ! 

“ Why have we to hire a boat to take us from the garden- gate to 
our front-door ? ” Oh, because five million gallons of water were 
poured dowm our street by the Fire-Brigade men the day before 
yesterday, and the Main Drainage system is only equal to removing 
a few gallons at a time. 

HaturaUy the Water Companies have taken advantage of this state 
of things to suggest to householders that, as they have so much 
water in their cellars, they can do without any in their cisterns, and 
to announce therefore that the supply will he discontinued for a week. 

Is it a fact that Insurance Premiums iu Bayswater now vary in 
proportion to the distance from Westbourne Grove? 

How curious that “ two huge columns of fire ” should produce at 
least half a dozen equally huge columns of print ! 

Ho, as you say, this wall-paper is not pretty, and walking on hard 
concrete-floors is a little unpleasant at fet ; but then, you see, they 
are both absolutely incombustible. 

The Fire-engine in the Hall is certainly a little in the way of the 
servants ; but then what a comfort it is to feel that with this pre- 
caution, and powerful hydrants laid on to each floor, and sleeping in 
fire-proof beds with one’s clothes on, and having an outside iron 
stair-case to each window in the house, we really are pretty safe 
against the next conflagration, in spite of the fact that we live just 
opposite a Universal Provider I 

THE PHIYATE BAHKER’S P^AH, 

[Borne v)ay after Shalcspeare . ) 

I KNOW a Bank whereto the poor man goes. 

If there too quickly his deposit grows, 

I faucy our Monopoly may decline, 

Ho, no, at Thirty Pounds we ’ll draw the line, 

Hor let the Artisan, however thrifty, 

In the Post-Office pile an annual Fifty. 

We ’ve floored them this time after a good fight, 
Government yields, to our extreme delight. 

We Private Banks are saved, by our teeth’s akin. 

If they the thin end of the wedge slip in, 

By Jove, they ’ll open wide the public eyes, 

And smash up all our snug Monopolies. 

An Amusement scabcelt likely to be Populab with Chil- 
BEEN.— The Switchback, 
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LONGING FOR A NEW SENSATION. 

JaaTc (a FaugMy Boy^ who is always in disgracSt and most deservedly), “ I say, Efpib, do you know what I should like ? I should 

LIKE TO BE ACCUSED OF SOMETHINO I 'D NEVER DONE ! ’’ 


TIKE AND WATER. 

( With Apologies to the Shades of the Authors of 
* ^Jtejected A ddressesf) 

The Fire Fiend was curst with unquenchable 
thirst, 

And his gnomes to his aid having beckoned, 
From Cornhill to Clapham he flew at a burst, 
And furious flames soon arose from the first, 
And volumes of smoke from the second. 

The Fire Fiend was hungry as Moloch of old, 
And knew not the meaning of pity. 

' The new JEdax Jterum ; voracionsly bold, 

His maw a red gulf that was ready to hold 
The calcined remains* of a City. 

That Phlegethon -gorge might have served as 
the grave 

Of man and his works altogether ; 

But Shaw, the new Life-guardsman, sword- 
less but brave, 

"Was ever at hand to .extinguish and save, 
And hold the Bed Ogre in tether. 

The Fire Fiend as usual went at f nU pelt, 

But Shaw at his heels followed faster, 

Of leather well t^ed were Shaw’s boots and 
[ his belt, ' [melt, 

And his helmet was brazen for fear it should 
I And the Fhe Demon knew him as master. 

The Fire Fiend possessed a most hideous phiz, 
Polyphemus’s was not more horrid, 
Dnkempt and unwashed was that visage of his. 
For water that touched it went off with a whiz I 
It was so tremendously torrid. 

But Shaw on his enemy kept a cool eye, 

Of vigilant valour the symbol. 

Affrighted no more by the Fire Demon’s cry 
Than the squeak of a rat ; if the Fire Fiend 
was spry, 

His opponent %as equally nimble. 


For "Water, Fire’s foe, , at his hest freely flows, 
And the Fire Demon dares not to linger 
Whenever his enemy turns on the hose ; 
Hestands in muchfear of thisfoeman and those 
Who flock at the lift of Ms finger. 

The Fire Fiend has schemes, it is credibly said, 
For laying half London in ashes ; 

But Water— and Shaw— are the things he 
must dread, 

And at sight of an engine he shakes his red 
head, 

And his teeth like a lunatic gnashes. 

But his fire-gnomes he multiplies lately so fast 
That the task of repressing them ’s trying ; 
The flare that they make and the heat that 
they oast ^ [one blast 

Are so great that the Fiend seems resolved in 
To set the Metropolis frying. 

He blazes and blazes ; Shaw gallops to snatch 
His prey from its desperate danger ; 

But the Demon’s a deuce of a rider to catch, 
And it taxes brave Shaw to continue a match 
For the fiery noctivagant ranger. 

And if London is wise she assistance will call, 
For the Water King needs the alliance 
Of hands that are sturdy andlimbs that are tall, 
To give the Fire Demon a rattling good fall, 
And set all Ms imps at defiance. 

How often his fiery flame-banner outroUed 
O’er London our bosoms has shaken! 

The Water King never relaxes Ms hold, 

But many a time, if the truth must be told. 
We have just, only/ws^, saved our bacon. 

The Fire-Fiend’s a foe of redoubtable might, 
And it takes a stout fighter to floor him ; 
Yet, in spite of Ms flames, the ignipotent sprite 
Has been licked up to now by our fire-quelling 
knight, 

Who strides so triumphantly o’er Mm, 


Look! look! ’tis our Water-King; doesn’t 
he stand 

Like Michael, o’ercoming the Dragon ? 

Oh ! champion braver than he and Ms band 

Of brazen-lelmed heroes ne’er fought hand to 
Or emptied a flask or a flagon, [hand, 

His sword is an axe, and his spear is a hose, 
But Paladins famous in story 

For gallantest charges and swashingest blows, 

Though demons and dragons they met as 
their foes 

Were ne’er more deserving of glory. 

Back, lurid in air, for another regale. 

The Fire-Fiend who ’s down but not 'settled. 

With fresh bellowsed flame will return 
without fail, 

And help to oppose him he ’ll thankfully hail 
Our Water-King manly and mettled. 

He is down, but not dead, and his dreadful 
red head 

He again will be lifting to-morrow. 

’Tis Hydrant ’gainst Hydra, and shall it be 
said 

That for lack of 'assistance this demon so 
dread 

Shall doom the great City to sorrow? 

This fierce All-devourer is hungry as Time, 
And wotdd wolf all the world as food-fuel. 

A champion we have — is Ms pose not 
sublime ?— 

And so^ let us help him— to fail were a crime— 
To give the Fire Demon his gruel. 

Fierce tyrant is Fire, and Ms foes are too few 
For a Fiend so alert and so furious. 

Would London be safe, gallant Shaw and Ms 
crew 

She must manfully back, and she’ll find it 
won’t do 

In tMs instance to be too penurious. 







Atousi 20 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAKIVAKL 


81 



DISTRIBUTION. 

JRolert {to stingy Old Qenty who had given him a Ealf penny), “ You ’ll ’xottse 
ME, Sir— BUT— WOULD YOU MIND— AH— MAKIN’ IT A PENNY, SiR— WHICH WE 
HAS TO DIVIDE IT— MONGST THE OTHER WAITERS, Sir!” 


EOBEET AT THE MINISTEEIAL BANKWET. 

Her Majesty’s Ministers, so far as I understands these soUem matters, 
don’t seam to have been having a partickler cumferal time of it lately. Brown, 
who ’s quite a grate Polly tishun, or at any rate thinks hisself so, which I spose 
is pritty much the same thing, says, in his wulgar way, as they have been and 
had 2 or 3 slaps in the face lately as has a good deal staggered ’em, but in 
course he was ony speaking paragorically, as the chymists says, so I don’t 
suppose as they was werry much hurt by ’em, and they most suttenly didn’t show 
not no sines of ’em when, on Wensday last, they all marched in in triumph 
to receeve from the Eite Honnerabel the Lord Mare the proud assurance that 
in his Rite Honnerabel opinion, and in that of the Grand Old Copperashun over 
witch he so royally presides, they had nobly done their dooty, and well 
herned the werry hiest reward as he had it in his power to bestow, wiz., a reel 
Manshun Ouse Bankwet I 

Praps if there was one of the werry Hoble and Eite Honnerabel Grestes as 
didn’t look quite at his hease, it was the forren Gent as is the Chanceseller 
of the Xchecker, and in course that’s werry heasily accounted for. Weather 
men bes Tories, or weather they be Libberals, they all likes men as sales strait 
and sticks to their cullers, and, if it ’s posserbel, nales ’em to the Marst, and 
never ewen dreams of bawling ’em down coz the weather ’s a looking jest a little 
dusty. Howsumever these sollem thorts ain’t quite the thing for such reel 
jowial Bankwets as that of Wensday, so I banishes ’em hence without no blessing. 

The grate Conserwatif Cheefs seemedtothorowly enjoy the change, and to sum 
on ’em it must have bin a change indeed. Tork about Conserwatifs not liking 
change, how about changing the Ouse ofiCommons, with their spessimens of 
the Wulgar Tung, and their most rude questions, and their imperent mocking 
larfter, for the splendid Manshun Ouse, and its gorgeous Bankwet, and sitch 
an arty reeepshun from onered Aldermen and uncommon Councilmen as_amost 
broke sum of the new wme-glasses with shaking ! 

PuncshallY as the sillybrated Manshun Ouse Clock struck harf-past seven 
the Prime Mioister hentered the Hall, so there was no Hed Cook a cussing and 
a swearing in the hot regions below at his Chef^doovers being spyltjwith 
waiting. It was a speshally fine dinner, the Petty Gallatins o’ aspect, and the 
Wenson, beiag about the finest as even I ever tasted. 

The pore Epping Forest Depputy got pretty well charfed about where the 
Wenson came from, but he bore it like a man, and arsked for another slice. I 
was pleased to notice a great improvement in the way as the sacred Loving Cup 


was passed round, speshally among the Marshonesses and 
Cowntesses, there wasn’t above 2 or 3 on ’em as wood 
grasp it with their bootiful little wite hands insted of 
gracefoollj taking off the cover and showing off their 
dimond rings wen it was hoffered to ’em. 

As for the speeches, I thinks as the Lord Mare has 
about spylt us in that respec. B!is is allers short and 
sharp, and spoken out like a man, but most of the others 
was so slow and so dredfull careful, and so preshus long, 
that Brown and me both agreed as they was amost 
solium enuff for poor Ministers as is out, rayther than 
for jolly Ministers as is in. 

We was all werry much shocked, speshally us Hed 
Waiters, at hearing from the Lord Mare as how as 
sumbody at Gildhall had said as all mffiterry men was 
Imposters, and all naval men Tom Fools ! But the Fust 
Lord of the Admiralty gave it him pretty hot in his 
absense, and said if as any tomfoolery was a gqin on 
anywheres he knew who ’d be a takmg the lead in it ! 
So Sir Wheull Lawson will probberbly be a leetle more 
carefuUer in future. 

Lord SoRLSBURT made a werry long speech, but all I 
coud make out of it was two rayther himportant fax. 
Fustly, that there isn’t [to be no grate TJropean War 
until after the 9th of nex Nowember, so I feels rayther 
sorry for pore Mr. Alderman De Ketser, and Seccondly, 
that if there is to be one anywheres, itwill werry possibly 
be too near home to be pleasant, which I for one was 
werry sorry to hear, but I hardly thort that he meant it 
or he would not have made us all larf so by telling us, 
that the Members of the Ouse of Commons treated it l^e 
we men does our wives, that is, we has our own opinion 
on ’em in private, but we don’t allow not nothink to be 
said against ’em in Public. Ah I my Lord Markiss, how 
one touch of Eatur makes us all kings I Who ’d ever 
have thort that a werry Prime Minister would have been 
troubled with a similar complamt to that as so offen 
trubbles a pore Hed Waiter, 

Mr. Goshen apollergised for the absense of the pore 
1st Lord of the Tresury, who was quite nocked up with 
setting up so late. 

And so ended the last of the long seris of grand 
Bankwets of the rain of Lord Mare Hanson, a seris to be 
rememberd for many long years by all on us, as combining 
with all the reglar old lot, such a wariety of noveltys 
to all sorts and condishuns of sillybrated persons, as has 
never bin ekalled afore, and as will and down his name 
to a werry remote posteriority as Hanson the Magnifisent I 

Robert. 


CHANNEL TALK. 

{Echoes from the Eaval Manoemres,) 

“ What they ’re at I can’t guess,” 

Observes Dungeness, 

‘^Then the plan you’ve not read,” 
Responds Beachy Head, 

“ Fremantle went right on : 

I saw him,” says Brighton, 

“ Oh, that’s all my eye I ” 
Ejaculates Rye, 

“ WeU, he came down my way,” 
Remarks Powell Bay, 

“ Yes, and Hewett ’s his target j 
That’s quite clear,” adds Mar- 
gate, 

“ It seems silly to me,” 

Sneers Westgate-on-Sea, 

‘ ‘ Humph ! I think it quite real : 
That I do 1 ” replies Deal, 

“ And they think so on shore,” 
Savs the Light at the Nore, 

“ Well, now it’s all over. 

Thank goodness I ” says Dover. 



^ Port in a Storm. 


A Note etjll or Gaiety.— Zoya? Xotje, the new piece 
at the Gaiety, requires a little compression. If the 
Authoress would only reduce it to one Act, and have that 
single scene supplied with a few catchy songs, there 
really is no reason why it should not serve some day as a 
very effective lever de rideau at the Savoy, as a capital 
foil to a Comic Opera. For the rest, Mrs. Basil Potter 
has greatly improved, Mr. Willard is (as usual) excel- 
lent, but tne remainder of the company are unimportant. 
Scenery good, and dresses adequate. 
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"'zings vun voot rahzer haf left OONZETI” 

Eerr Wohlgemuth *' Ach, ta ! You must hat* hat a ferry coot Master 1 Your 

JoiCE HAS LASTET SO VUNDERFOLLY LONGI- 1 ” 


A BALLADE OF THE HOUSE.* 

(Sung apologetically at a recent BcmgueU) 

“ Ton do not know the number of muzzled 
Ciceros who are sitting in the House of Commons, 
men who have come from the constituencies con- 
scious of their power, anxious to render service 
to the State.” — Mr, Gosehen at the Mansion 
Souse, 

What if garriility be rife. 

And what if bald debate, 

Spun out in empty Party strife. 

Has sealed the Session’s fate ! 

What if the tap-room jest has sped, 

And hot retort has stirred, 

While threats to punch a Member’s head 
Have been distinctly heard ! 

Ah, what ?— If but the House disclose 
A score of Muzzled Ciceros ! 

What if things are not as they were 
Some twenty years ago ; 

And manners that might make one stare 
Are now thought comme ilfaut ;| 

What if the tongue of Billingsgate, 

The grace of Seven Dials, 

How modestly subserve the State ? 

There ’s one at them who smiles,' 

And points to where there sit in rows 
A score of Muzzled Ciceros I 


Hautical Superstition. — Mr, David 
Jones, of the Welsh Mercantile Marine, 
Shipowner, proposed to call a vessel re- 
cently comiilftted the Eisteddfod, A Saxon 
seaman objected to that as an unlucky 
name, because any ship so denominated 
would be sure to spring a leek. 

All tHe Difference. 

** Every Poet hates to be called * Mr.’ ^^-^Glohe, 

Formality sometimes is Scorn’s twin 
sister — 

The prefix to the Poet means disaster ; 
But though no Bard would be addressed as 
“Mister,” 

How they all love to be addressed as 
“Master I” 


WHY HE WENT. 


Some doubts having been expressed in infiuential quarters as to 
the genuine character of the Manifesto ^eged to have been recently 


may be confidently regarded as an authentic transcript of that 
document in its original form. 

To' the Crowned Eeads of Europe^ and others whom it does or does 
not concern, greeting, 

Be it known to those who have been interested in, and somewhat 
mystified by our recent movements, that we, Ferdinand the 
First, by the voice of the Regents, and the will of the Great 
[ Sobranje, elected Monarch of Bulgaria, wishing to make clear and 
I explain why that we, having originally held cSoof from any idea of 
acceptance of the post, and even having snubbed the Deputation who 
came to offer it to ns in the name of the Bulgarian people, have 
apparently at the eleventh hour, to the exasperation of Russia, the 
consternation of the Porte, the indifference of Germany, the 
annoyance of Austria, the chagrin of France and the hearty amuse- 
ment of England, suddenly turned round, and accopapanied by a 
small portmanteau and a suite of two, accepted the situation and 
started on a penny steam-boat for Sofia, wish to make statement as 
follows 

Haying discovered upon inquiry that the palace required re- 
papering and was sadly out of repair, with both gas and water-rates 
seven quarters in arrear, wMe it appeared that both the throne and 
crown would have to be hired, and possibly only a lanle omnibus 
horse available for our use at the Coronation procession, and taking 
in regard the fact that no guarantee was forthcoming that onr 
allowance from the Civil List would touch anything like £150 a-year, 


we at first reluctantly decided, spite its undeniably flattering nature, 
to decline the offer so spontaneously made to ns. And we conveyed 
as much to the delegates who received the news crestfallen, 
and were about to depart in sulky silence when a telegram arrived 
from Sofia of such an encouraging and startling description, that it 
seemed, to ns at least, to pntthe questioninan entirely fresh and original 
light, and in one that we felt might make ns waver in our determina- 
tion. It simply announced the fact that the Government, never 
doubting of our acceptance of tbe crown, had already taken the bull 
by the horns, and ordered at a local Ready-Made Clothing Establish” 
ment a complete brand-new Uniform for ns to wear the moment we 
set our foot on Bulgarian soff. “ Buttons and aU P ” we asked. 
“Buttons and all!” was the reply. This gracious and patriotic, 
and quite unexpected act prof onndly touched us. Indeed, it decided 
us ; and when it was further intimated to ns that the bill would not 
be sent in to us, but go to increase tbe deficit in tbe forthcoming 
Budget, we did not hesitate, hut accepted the fuU responsibilities 
of the situation, and informed the Deputation that, spite the 
hostile attitude of Europe, we would go to Sofia, and at least “try 
it on.” 

Thus, and for this reason, we have started on our venturesome 
journey, whether or not to a snccessf ol issue the future alone can 
show. TVe have, however, made provision for emergency, and 
stipulated that, in the event of any sudden revolution obfiging ns to 
scuttle back again over the frontiers post haste, the uniform in 
question shall be regarded as our own personal property, and not be 
liable to be claimed as a royal perquisite, and altered to fit our pos- 
sible successor. This, then, is the true statement of the reason that 
has induced us to assume the recent attitude that we have felt con- 
strained to take in the face of the European Powers, concerning whom 
we may add, in conclusion, that their laughter if they are amused, 
or their howling if they are angered, are at the present moment 
equally matters of supreme indifference to us. 

(Signed) Ferdinand, ’ Prince Elect of Bulgaria, 
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Hotise of Lords^ Monday^ August 8. — Curious debate in Lords. 
As everyone knows, George Banger has given notice to Volunteers 
that some of his tenants in neighbourhood of Wimbledon object to 
the assembling of Camp, and so the tents must be struck. As Com- 
mander-in-Chief, George Ranger is, of course, specially solicitous 
for the prosperity and convenience of the great and singularly cheap 
adjunct to regular forces. But as between a landlord’s interest ana 
a patriot-soldier’s sentiments sentiment must take back seat.^ Kice 
thing to talk about in after-dinner speeches, and at opening of 
Bazaars ; but, George Ranger regrets to say, quite another pair of 
sleeves in actual life. So Camp must be struck. 

To-night Wemtss brings on Motion deprecating contemplated 
procedure. Removal of the Camp, he said amid cheers, would be 
I* nothing short of a national calamity.” Would endanger progress 
if not existence of Volunteer movement. Book behaved most nobly. 
Declared with tear in his voice that he would not be obstacle to free 
course of debate. Lest Peers of England should be awed by his 
presence when discussing matter of “ national interest,” G. R would 
withdraw, which he did I Noble Lords made free use of their liberty. 
Wantage who, fresh from his commaud at Wimbledon, knows all 
about it, deplored the contingency. Spencer efitctively brought the 
ultimate ends of his left-hand whisker to witness that driving-out of 
Volunteers from Camp would be “a 
public disaster.” Harris hinted, on 
behalf of Government, that British 
tax-payer might someh ow he brought M 

into this domestic disturbance, of \\ 

course with hand in breeches-pocket. ^ 

Might indemnify George Ranger 

against loss real or imaginary, and so ^ 

ke^ Camp for Volunteers. \ 

House of Commons at the moment \v^ 












House of Commons at the moment 
1 entered Committee of Supply, 

^ ll pricked up its ears as rumour reached 

/l v\\ Gueen Anne’s Gate 

N observes that, by merciful dispensa- 

tion of providence rare in this direc- 
tion, Lords cannot vote money in 
relief of Royal Dukes or otherwise, 
and Commons may have something to say about Wimbledon when 
question brought before it. JBusiness done * — Committee of Supply. 

Tuesday,— luidA adjourned at 6*40 this afternoon. Peers left House 
as if bomb had exploded. Only Rosebery giving notice that early 
next Session he will “ call attention to constitution of House of Peers, 
and move Resolution.” Peers of older creation, like Braboxtrne, 
shocked ; whilst Old Mother Hitbrard — j 

only just picked up a bargain set of / 

robes, nearly new-very uneasy. / 

“These young Radicals,” said Bra- 
BOURNE, adjusting his iR-fitting coronet, 

“never satisfied. Must always be % 

bringing themselves to front, and reform 

everything. Why not leave our sacred 

House to itself. Rosebery, everybody 

kuows, yearns after the Commons, an ) %. k 

institution which I believe is situated ^ 11'* 

in some parts of this building. I, for ^ 

one, very glad to get rid of him. WiU ^ 

undertake, if I can get support (which I 

don’t doubt), to bring in Bill, legalising — 

Rosebery’s dismantlmg himself, and his r~ 

being qualified to sit in the Commons.” 









Hubbard (forget his new name) offers to back the Bill. “ Yes,” said Brabournb, “ that will do admirably. ^ You’ll stand for new 
Peers, and so whole House will be represented. Impossible that we, of the Ancient Peerage, can brook impertinence of this kind,” 
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In Commons sitting impartially divided between Scoteli vc^es in 
Supply, and Teolmical Education BiB, explained by 

Hard to say wbiok division 

t duller. Scotcn debate lightened 

by rather massive joke of pro- 
posing to reduce salary of 
Secretary for Scotland by 
£1,000. Unanimous protest 
of Scotch Members against 
this office being held by Mem- 
ber of House of Lords. If 
there was £1,500 to be pouched, 
why should not representative 
of the people have it, instead 
of being lavished upon bloated 
member of the aristocracy ? 
Things looked so serious, that 
Lord Advocate put up to beg 
that Members be satisned with 
discussion as^ far as it had 
gone, promising opportunity 
for renewal to-morrow, when 
(though didn’t mention this) 
care will be taken to have pre- 
sent force strong enough to 
resist raid on Scotch office. 
Prop(^al unsuspiciously as- 

^ednesdaj/,—K wi’ ^ 

Burns. A good drizzling Scotch 
: 7^ mist from noon till Six o’Clock. 
Scotch Lunacy, Sheriff of 

, Earl Sp-ne-r introduces Incontrovertible Sortkad^Sootoh 

Argument. Instruction Bill were among 

subjects dealt with. Might have been going on now had not one 
of the Scotch Members, feeling his brain softening, moved the 
Closure. Old Morality woke up from his sleep in condition of 
righteous indignation. Here was audacity, indeed I obscmre 
Scotch Member presuming to poach on his preserves, to interfere 
with his sacred privilege of moving Closure I Began in tones of 
mingled sorrow and anger to protest. Speaker interposed. Re- 
minded bitn that Closure motion could not be debated. Must be put 
forthwith. So done. Flood of talk stopped. Bill under discussion 
read Second Time, and Old Morality led out, ^ pallid and palpitating. 

Lord Advocate coming back from visiting him, finds passage 
obstructed by Arthur Baxpour. Shall he jump over, or crawl 







t ained consent, general exodus, and Sage cheerfully chats across 
eserted fioor with G-oschen, who takes incessant notes. John 
Dillon, who, what with intolerable interposition of Scotland yester- 
day, has not made speech since Tuesday, breaks in and shows that, 
next to Ireland, Egypt is most distressful country that ever yet was 
seen. Conversation drags along till after Ten o’Clock, when it dies 
of sheer inanition. Then Government Allotment Bill on. Harcourt 
makes discovery that it promises only one acre and no cow at all. 
Goschen hauled up again to whipping-post. Taunted with sudden 
conversion to principle of compulsion. True, didn’t like compulsion. 
Had always said so, but “impossible for a single member of a 
Government to carry out his views on every point;” whereat 
Opposition grinned. 

Business Allotments Bill read Second Time. 

Friday, — Some sensation in moderately crowded House at Ques- 
tion Time, when report ran round Benches that Sir John Pulesxon, 
Enight, was approaching. Slight reaction of disappointment when 
he entered. Yague, though prevalent notion, he’d come dovm 
- in knightly costume, with vizor doym (or up, as 
the case may be), armed “ cap and pie,” as Gent- 
Davis says, with lance in rest, and Squire in 
attendance. On contrary, lounged in just as if 
nothing had happened, with slightly 
^ preoccupied look and little start of 
surprise when congratulated on 
honour Government had done itself, 
“Oh I ah I yes I Know what you 
mean. Thanks. It’s very hot, ain’t 
it ? ” he said, making wav through 
throng of congratulators. ‘ ‘ Cly wch ! 
ClywSi! ” roared Abraham, humor- 
ously looking over newspaper an- 
nouncing Knighthood, 

“ What ’s the matter with you ? ” 

^ I asked. “ What are you clucking 

/ about?” 

“I was only coughing in my 
native tongue,” he said. “Cly wch! 
Clywch!” 

Yarious reasons suggested why 
PuLESTON made Knight just now. 
Howard Yincbnt says it’s because 
he ’s the only Member for English 
borough that can pronounce the 
„ „ word Eisteddfod,” and knows the 

“ Clywch ! Clywch ! ” » Eisteddfods. What- 

ever the reason, everyone heartily pleased. The new Knight, they 
say, will keep his own Table Round. Dean’s Yard, Eight o’Olock. 
Dress optionsd. 

Business Row about Lords’ Amendments to Irish Land Bill. 

LAWFUL (?) LATITUDE. 

As cross examination to credit,” has recently been considerably 
developed by certain members of the legal profession, the following 
questions are suggested to students studying for call to the Bar, or 
admission to the roll of Solicitors, as likely to be peculiarly conducive 
to qualification. , , . . , , 

2b a -When your Lordship was at^ school were you ever 

flogged ? Will you swear it was not for committing petty larceny P Did 
you ever in your life steal an apple ? When at the University were you 
ever sent down ? Will you undertake to say that you have never been 
drunk ? When you were two-and-twenty years of age did you ever 
swear or use profane language ? Remember you are on your oath, 
my Lord, and answer this— will you dare to assert that you have 
never in the whole course of your life been guilty of conduct that 
had it been brought to light would not have been a proper theme for 
denunciation from your Lordship’s own pulpit ? 

2b a General,— Sir, have you^ver been accused of cowardice r 
Is it not a fact that some little time before you obtained your first 
commission you were known as “ Tell-tale Tit ” ? Will you swear 
you have never been guilty of cheating ? As a matter of fact, did 
you not frequently get a comrade to do your verses at Eton, and then 
allow your tutor to believe that you had written them yourself? 
Had a brother-General been guilty of such a crime, would you have 
not been forced to admit that it was conduct unworthy of an officer 
and a gentleman ? As an expert in definiug a standard of honour, will 
) you venture to say that there is any difference in the degree of shame 
s attaching to construing with a concealed crib and cheating at cards P 

To a QueerCs Counsel,— Sir, will you 

But no, it will be unnecessary to prei^are any questions for a 
T Barrister, as he will know how to protect blmself from insult, 

X 

s At Low Water Mark.— The Channel Tunnel. 



Obstruction I gentleman ? As an expert in defining a standard of honour, wi. 

under ? Either difficult on August day for a stout gentleman. So you venture to say that there is any difference in the degree of sham 
whispers across barricade that “ Smith’s much cut up,” and sits attaching to construing with a concealed crib and cheating at cards 

down on hither side. To a Queen^s Counsel, — ^Now, Sir, will you 

Business done , — iJl Scotch. But no, it will be unnecessary to prei^are any questions for 

Thursday,— Y&ry smaB attendance in Commons. Considerably Barrister, as he wiB know how to protect blmself from insult, 

over forty remain on Opposition Benches to support Sage of Queen - — 

Anne’s Gate’s demand for Adjournment, in order to discuss cost and mv im i 

consequences' of Drummond Wolee’s pic-nic in the East, Soon as At Low Water Mark. — The Channel Tunnel. 


0:^=^ KOTI OF.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there wiU be no exception. 
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snppressing'] Yoluntesr Movement, and c 
Naval and Military votes respectively^ to the 


_ suppressingythe Volnntesr Movement, and cutting down iie 

. THE PRICE OF SUPPORT. j Naval and Military votes respectively^ to the modest fig^e of 

A FragmerU of a coding 0<mmp^ary Bormncc. f^^^d^nt &“^oS 

« Is it possible that Mr. Gladstone, Dot coDtent ^th haviDg allied him- imperial economies. They argued that a country that could pour a 
self with the Parnellites, or with haviug endeavoured to sow jealousies p^^petual stream of Cook’s Tourists night and day over to the Conti- 
hetween the component parts of the United Kingdom, is at last endeavoring to ^ , , . o-narantee for nreservmff International peace such 


- would It in 

any other interpretation upon this new and startling announcement. Can it pecuniary mmimum , and, though iin+lTr rvTitiViRwP hv an 

he conceived that the safety of England ranks as nothing in his estimation trom the Permanent Departments, and were hotly criticised by an 
when it is brought into competition with the possibility of winning a few angry mob of naval and military men, who tonnd tnemseives, an a 
votes from the interested supporters of a commercial enterprise moment’s notice, both thrown out of work, and depnyed at their 

VOT T Tttv Pn\rPA rr PS-y* nevertheless, carried their point, and effected the proposed 

i -lHE COMPACT. rednctions. But a thunder-clap was about to fall upon the im- 

It was on a sultry August evening in the memorab^ year Isp suspecting country from a blue sky, and the Channel Tunnel, which 
that a stranger, whose anxious gaze, now^ aud again fixed on the inspired its misguided leaders wi"^ a ba.seless conddence, was 
entrance, denoted the fact that he was awaiting the arnv^ of destined to inflict the shock. 

the Members, crossed and re-crossed the pavement of the Hall of the became known in London suddenly on the morning of the 
Eeform Club with a step that indicated a high condition of nervous Tuesday in the Easter Eecess that the approaches to the Tunnel had 
trepidation. To the casual observer he might ^ve passed for a suddenly seized by a hostile French force that had landed by 
solicitor in an extreme state of irritability. The Hall-Porter, how- night-mail disguised as tourists, and that the key of the appara- 

ever, who had watched him narrowly, had recogmsed him for who destined to flood it in any case of emergency, was not forth- 
he was. He knew that the restless interloper, who had several times coming, the Chairman of the Company, who had charge of it, having 
peered into his carpet-bag, and examined specimens of ChanneJ suddenly disappeared without leaving his address. It was also 
chalk, and had, when he thought no one wm looking, hacked a f^ufther rumoured that the guns commandiug the shore-exit had 
London, Chatham and Dover trains* -bill with ^ penknue, was no spiked by active Shareholders anxious to protect their property 
other than the famous Sir Edwabi) Wattin’, the then Chairman of from destruction at all hazards, and were useless. When, therefore at 
the South-Eastern Bailway Company. He approached him. 

tt -ry .J -I I 1_ _ ^ 1 . 


eleven o’clock, the second edition of the morning papers announced 


“ He won’t he long,’; he said, intuitively guessmg tUe ^ject or French army was pouring through the Tunnel, and occupying 

his visit, and addressing him kindly. Ha ha^ I Here he neighbouring heights, at the rate of ten thousand men an hour, 

comes!” He had scarcely spoken, when a rearing cheer, borne on the panic became indescribable. Nor did it diminish when it was 
the sweet evening air, broke the comparative silence of the str^t fxixtW known that the French Ambassador, leaving a threatening 
outside, and in another minute a surging and stragglmg mob, who ^dtimatum behind him, had that afternoon taken his departure for 
were shouting themselves hoarse, had deposited safely from them The country flew to arms. Sir Abchibau) Habeisoit 

shoulders, ou the door-step of the Club, their great hero aud idoL jj^stily collected the available force at Aldershot, and took up his 
whom they had thus, as was their wont, nightly earned m triumph position on the Hog’s Back, and awaited the approach of the enemy 
from the House. ,,,, . xvr-T.T-*x with 213 men, all told, and three guns. They took no notice of him. 

The ex-Premier, for mdeed the buoyant hearing, the high snirt- twelve the following day it was known that the Duke of Cam- 
collar, and the contagious enthusiasm of the new arrival proclaimed -R -Rm fly., falling hack on Sydenham, in command of a handful of 
his identity at once, dashed up the steps three at a time, and, w^ing Yolunteers and a sc[uadron of the Household Cavalry hurriedly 
a radiant farewell of thanks to the crowd, hoimded into the Hall, together, had capitulated in the Refreshment Department, 
where, seeing the stranger, he instantly seized him hy the arm, and The details of the disaster spread like wildfire. The consternation 
hurriedly led him to a recess. « i. was terrific. The Lobd MAXOBwent into hysterics, and was, hy 

“ This is very good and genial of you, my dear Sir Edwabd, he common consent, removed to Colney Hatch, while an angry mob 
commenced. . , invaded the War Office, and seizing any members of the Ordnance 

The other eyed him cautiously. Ton wanted to see me r he Committee they could lay hold of, forthwith dragged them out, and 
rejoined, sulkily. . i ^ x x n xi. x lynched them in Pall Mall. That same evening a French army, 

“ Yes, indeed ! ” was the brisk reply. I wished to tell you that, 350,000 strong, entered London in triumph, 
as you had been wicked enough, — ^ha I ha! — to conceive the idea 01 ^ outrages marked this occupation. The Nelson Column was 

uniting England and France by a Tunnel, I had been wicked enough thrown down, Waterloo Bridge blown up, Piccadilly re-christened 
also to determine to help you to do it. Ha ! ha I ” He laughed long the Rue Boulanger, and the whole of Madame Tussaud’s Collection 
and loud. His interlocutor stared at him for a few moments aghast, g^ized as National property. 

Then he clutched him. . , -x x t. So matters stood, but the cutting off of the food supply, thirty 

You mean this ?” he asked, growing pale with excitement as he shillings being charged at a West-End Club for a plate of indifferent 
spoke. “ You mean that y9u will vote for the Bill ? ” tinned-rabbit, soon brought matters to a crisis. The Cabinet that at 

“ Not only vote for the Bill, but make it a Q-oyernment meas^e. hj,g^ approach of the enemy, had instantly retired to the Island 
As he spoke he was interrupted hy a commotion in Pall Mall. Some Lewis, came cautiously up to town and opening negotiations for 
Junior Members of the Carlton were by way of a nraotied joke, peace with the French Government, finally signed the Tottenham 
common enough at this season, dropping a Dnionist Liberal out of Qo-^xt Road treaty, and provided for the evacuation of the country hy 
the first-floor windows into the area, and their merriment over the ^j^g inyader. The terms were stringent and somewhat severe. In 
exploit resounded loudly down the street. The ex-Premer ho^d it addition to agreeing to the cession of India, Australia, the Cape, 
and a wonderful smile played upon his almost beautiM feapires. Canada and all her Mediterranean possessions, together with the 
“ You see, they are going to pieces next door,” he added exultmgly, diyigion of her Fleet among the N avies of Europe, England nndertook 
** I shall he in m a few weeks, nothing can stop me ; and then, I give indemnity in ready money at the Bank of England of five- 

you my word, you shall have your Tunnel.” hundred millions sterling. 

The other approached him. There was a cmious look m his eye. ****** 

You have your price ? ” he asked. “ Name it,” he added under his cordon of French troops was keeping back the stdlen crowd 

breath, glancing around him furtively to see they were not thronged the space in front of the Royal Exchange and watched 
overheard. « xi. the waggons heavily laden with the bullion that was about to_be 

"The great Statesman winked knowingly. “Meply the Sonth- transferred to the South-Eastern Railway for transmission to France, 
Eastern vote,” he whispered. ** Come, is it a hargato at that? a tall, elastic figure wearing a high shirt-collar, pushed eagerly up 
, “ Done ! ” was the quick rejoinder. They grasped han^. ^ the steps of the Mansion House, and gazed reflectively at the scene 
“ Show this gentleman to a four-wheeler,” said the ex-Premier. was Ibeing enacted below. Presently some one touched it. It 

So they parted. But as the Grand Old Politician turned towards turned, 
the supper-room there was a fine triumphant lustre beaming m ms “Ha! Sir Edwabu,” was the bright recognition, “who would 

eye, for he knew, that if he had possibly betrayed his country, he thought of meeting you again, and who would ever have 

had at least squared the Railway Company. He had made the conceived,” the cheery voice continued, “ that oxu^ little^ compact 

compact ! TtoTm mXaA in i'liis T ” 'Ilia .nesirar nointed 'with a riffniftcant 


YOL. n— Paid nr Fidl. 


should have ended in this I ” The speaker pointed with a significant 
smile to the waggons of bullion lumbering beneath. ‘YTell,” 


'The country was about to face a great crisis in its history. Yet, responded the other with a suggestive dryness, ‘ my support got you 
as the year 1894 opened, there were little evidences of the approach- into power at any rate!” jx-lux- xv'a.! x 

ing storm. It is true that the Gladstone Cabinet were still in ^ A marvellous brightness overspread the features of his 
nower, and were passing exasperating measnres. But this was Yes, it did,” he replied, and though I am confident that 
nothing new. Last year they had abolished Compulsory Yaccination, posterity w^ say it was worth the prn^, I see, he aaded ainly. 


They had inaugurated the first Session of the present one hy | moment it is apparently being ^ 


von. xenr. 
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EEMAEZS ONE WOULD EATHEE HAVE lEET TTNANSWEEED. 

"Will, good-byb, diab Mks. Jonks. I ’jt atbaid I ’vi sut tou out bt oalliho at 
THIS UKIABTHLY HoUR.’* “Ob[, I HOP! I Bmir’T SHp^y IT |'* 

SALUBEITHS ABEOAD. 

^oya#.— Our party here (which, somehow or another, PoxEia has 
.8®* together md mtrodaoe to each other hy the simple means of inducing 
Tf T® for® ®“®11 tohU-d'MU at the un-Royat-like hour of 

^ La Contessa Casatota, the English wife of an Italian merchant, the head 
jF London-^he is Marohesa or Contessa, I am not certain which, 
styles her Jfifedi and She is devoted to the serious Drama, and her 

A* daughter, an elegant young English giri, lively, 

am^g, and mth a hiM in favour of the very lightest forms of theallioal entertMmnent. ^ 
Madame ItoTiEBmjir and her daughters, Anglo-Germans, thorough 
fingers’ ends,— literallyj as they are accomplished pianists. 
^“1 year, and is taking the waters seriourfy, and 
^ ■word at the nght moment. Cousin Jaot who is 

“TseU aa impartial 

PuLLiE the Sohoitor out for a hohday, who is alternately in the highest of 
depression, awording as the waters and weather affect him, 
findf *^®ik- ®^® °^®J® w''^oin I meet occasionally, consisting of the lady who 
ev^hing French, the gentleman who laughs at everything French, the 
whom nothnm satisfies, the contented man who is pleased with e-rerything, the 
^val^k “tensely hOTed, the man who from the moment oi his 

studymg Quide-boiks and i»*eofeurs to see what is the best and easiest 
the pataent who has come all the way here to see the Doctor 
i *^® P^teent who has come to find out what on 
“®?^ doctoro himself, and two or three ladies of my 
S^^Va tbA occasional glimpses as they issue from Sedan-chairs It 

me w^th their eyes, incline their 


are deMd^odW ^ ? l?^®lk“i®A?.®”®imy a pretty one, and its waters in most oases 

! w ^”w ^ ^ Iwtmg benefit. What those “most oases ’’are, the patients themselves 

I go uD^to ¥^®v*H®®®'’ 5“^ grandeur the snow mountains. Unless 

nef^ ^n^er ™I5®^?^®~^^^'®’' ^ to do, for I have been up there onoe,Td 

never, never, never will go there again— I cannot see either. And even from the 


top of the Puy you can only discem the 
sea, or Mont Blanc, with a very grood grlass. 
on a Tory clear day. 

* * ^ 

M. Boisgobet’s description of a Parisian 
Club m his latest book (I delight in Bois- 
GOBET now that there is no Gaboeia-Tt) 
called Grippe^Soleil will amuse London 
Club members. The only two Clnhs in 
Pans I ever saw were not a bit like Bois- 
GOBEY s description. 

* 9 * * m 

When anyone who has been under treat- 
ment a week, unexpectedly meets a friend 
here, he stops short, stares at him, examines 
him from head to foot, and then exclaims, 
in a tone of utter wtouishment, “ What 1 1 
you here ! I ” as if the new arrival were 
either an intruder or a lunatic. The 
person thus addressed immediately retorts 
m an injured tone. “ Well, what on earth 
are you here for ? ” and then he adds mali- 
ciously, “there doesn’t seem to he much 
the matter with yow.” Now to say this is 
to utter your deliberate opinion that the 
person you are addressing is at Eoyat (or 
any other Salubrity Abroad wherever it 
may he) under the false pretence of being an 
mvahd, and is therefore, to put it plainly, 
a shammer, an impostor. 

* ♦ * * • 

After this greeting, explanations follow. 

The first man has to prove his right to he at 
Royat, and the second man has to admit 
the evidence to be incontestable, on the 
condition, implied hnt not expressed, of 
his own^ case , being taken as thoroughly 
warranting his taking the baths and traite^ 
ment generally at Eoyat. 

* * » # * 

^en comes the question of Doctors. 
Who shall decide when Doctors disagree P ” 
— but who shall decide when patients dis- 
agree about Doctors ? “ Whom do you «o 
^ asks the suffering Smith of the mvalid 
Beowist. “ Well,” says Beowh, apologetio- 
all7»— .because he is not sure, this being his 
first visit, that he might not have gone to 
a he^r man, “I go to Dr. Chose,” and 
nqticmg the astonishment depicted on his 
ffiend’s face, he hastens to explain, 
Squills sent me to him.” The sufrering 
Smth professes himself puzzled to know 
why on earth Squills always sends his 
patients to Chose. ‘ ‘ Dr. Rem ’s the man for 
you, my hoy/’ says Smith. But Beowh 
feels that he is in the toils of Squills, and 
that it would not he fair to him or to 
Chose, if he suddenly left the latter and 
sought the advice of Dr. Rem, on the sole 
recommendation of Smith who, after all, is 
not a professional, 

♦ * * # # 

Then two Jiahiiues meet. **I always go 
to Chose,” says eczematio Jones, dogmatic- 
ally, ‘first-rate fellow, Chose. All the 
French go to him. They know.” “ Ah I ” 
returns gouty Robinson, with conviction, 

I never have been to anyone hut Rem. 
He ’s the chap. All the English go to him. 
Best man in Royat.” And if it weren’t 
^e hour for one of them to go and drink 
Eugenie water, and for the other to take 
tos second glass of St. Mart, they would 
have a row and come to blows. 

* ♦ * * » 

PuLLEB tells me that there ’s one London 
Doctor, describing himself as aGynsecologist 
C“ A guinea-cologist,” parenthetically re- 
marks Pullee), who always sends his 
patients here. I think he says his name is Dr. 
Baenes. * ‘ He sends so many,” says Pullee, 

* that I prcmose changing the name of the 
place from Eoyat-les-Bains into Royat-les- 
Bames,” I see why he introduced the name 
of Baenes. Fortunately he is so delighted 
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\dtli this/fitt de mx>t^ wMch I fancy I Ve heard before, that he is oS 
to tell his friends in the Parc, and, as I pass a group, I overhear him 
explaining the point of it to a French lady and her husband, with 
whom he nas a speaking acquaintance. For PuinER likes wHat he 
oallfl “ airing his French,” and is not a^bit shy. ^ ^ 

The Band is performing another new tune I How is this? I 
can account for it. It rained nearly aU yesterday, and so the 
musicians didn’t come out. How did they occupy themselves ? In 
rehearsal. WeU here ’s one good efieot of rain at Eoyat, it brings 
out the new tunes. 


A Pretty Plate to Set Before the ftueen. 

« The Queen’s Plates are henceforth to be devoted to improving the breed 
of horses.” . , , 

A MOST wise change that sense for long has wished. 

But, Phcebus ! how the “ Platers ” mil be dished I 


AK IHYITATION. 

{To a welUMoim Air,) 

“ Mr. Feedbricx Matjde, Honorary Secretary of the * Liberal Union,’ has 
resigned that post in consequence of his disapproval of the attitude taken up 
by the leaders of the ‘ Liberal Unionist ’ party towards the leaders of the 
Liberal party, and of his inability to support the programme of a Tory 
Government.” 

Comb back to Hawarden, Maude, 

For the Tory black flag ’s flown I 

Come back to Hawarden, Maude, 

Leave Haetx and Joe alone ; 

For the Gfovemment plainly is all abroad, 

And the Unionist game is blown. 

A “ Chep Douybes.”— The L, C. & D.’s new steamer EmpresB. 
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ALL IN PLAY. 

DjEiJi Me. Pue'CH, — T own is supposed to be empty, except of 
tlie poor persons wbo are forced to attend tbe Houses of Parliament,^ 
and tbe toiling millions of the East End, wbo are, boweyer, of 
/\ , no account in tbe 

West. In spite of 
this dearth of popu- 
lation, tbe Gaiety 
(wbicb I attended 
on your bebalf, 
looking and feeling 
as much like you 
as I possibly could) 
was very full on 
tbe first nigbt of 
Loyal Love^ a 
play wbicb bas 
apparently been 
put uponlibe stage 
for tbe personal 
and exclusive 
benefit of Mrs. 
Saved by tbe Bottle, Beown^ - PoTTEE. 

Certainly this talented lady bas vastly improved since she made her 
first appearance in Man and Wife, and bas only to continue at tbe 
same rate of progress to become in a very short time a really admirable 
actress. Loyal Love is rather a foolish piece, and reminded me equally 
of tbe Lady of Lyons, Itomeo and Juliet, and Box and Cox, Tbe 
plot was feeble in tbe extreme ; and bad not Mrs. Beowij-Poitee 
made a decided point by calling a rude and ancient king, wbo 
would wear bis bat in tbe presence of ladies, “ Old Man,” I really 
think tbe performance would have fallen rather fiat. As it was, 
tbe phrase (which was accepted by tbe “first-nighters” as a collo- 
q.uid “Americanism”) put everyone in good humour, and the last 
Act, with its amusing mock poisonings, and comical arrests and 
counter-arrests, went with every token of genial satisfaction. By tbe 
way, tbe “ bottle trick” (by wbicb poison is turned into wine) should 
be treated more avowedly 
in a spirit of burlesque. 

Were a decanter of panto- 
mimic proportions intro- 

duced, the effect would be 1? W 

excellent. Loyal Love isnot 
a good name for this funny 

little— it is only in four .gA 

Acts— play. It is a pity, as \ 

tbe hero and heroine are 
always declaring that they 

would like to live and die L 

together on a desert island, 11!^ 

that it was not called Mr, k\ V 

and Mrs, Robinson Crusoe, \ 

with an explanatory sub- ’ A'/r' JlRv I 

title of tbe Purposeless "T 

Plotter, the Death-- Dealing \^j ^ ' 

Wine -Cellar, and t&W 


Joseph Thorndyhe uncovered, might have been faithful to bis cestui 
gue trust, but in bis bat be could only have proved— what, alas 1 be 
was— a fraudulent trustee. Mr, Teebiss as Prank Beresford, bore 
a striking resemblance to tbe naval lieutenant in the Harbour 
Lights whose escape from one action (on board ship) to defend 
another (in a police court) roused tbe enthusiasm of tbe pit and 
gallery for so many hundred nights, ^ and Miss Millwaei) in both 
pieces was much about the same individual. But in spite of this 
conventionality, tbe play was decidedly interesting to tbe^ audience, 
wbo filled tbe cheaper parts of tbe bouse. In fact I am inclined to 
believe that tbe critics are right, and that The Bells will ring for 
any number of nights. The scenery was admirable, and I should like 
to see it again. I am not quite so sure that anything else in the : 
drama would induce me to pay the Adelphi a second visit. Stay,^I 
think I should like to bestow another glance on Mr. Beauchamp's 
hats. I am all but certain, that from a fraudulent- trustee-point-of- 
view, they are absolutely faultless, — yes, absolutely faultless. 

The Crystal Palace, now that the new Bill is on the fair road to 
become law, seemingly has taken a fresh lease of popularity. The 
evening are a great feature, and^ jaded Londoners can scarcely 
do better than to take a train from Yictoria or St. Paul’s, and spend 
a pleasant couple of twilight hours amidst the lamps and (on Thurs- 
days) tbe fireworks. In tbe daytime there is always an excellent 
panorama, and frequently a successful play performed by its original 
London company. _ This last has always a charm for 
Tours most truly, 

Oke who has Gojte to Puces, 


Heroic Proportions, 


Bells of Haslemere, has been produced amidst the enthusiastic 


applause of tbe entire Press. 



A Hat(e)ful Character. 


am sorry to say I was a little 
disappointed. Ho doubt my ex- 
pectations bad been unduly raised 
by tbe “notices.” It appeared 
to me that there was nothing 
absolutely and entirely new and 
original in the play, save a 
series of hats worn by Mr. John* 
Beauchamp in tbe character of a 
fraudulent trustee. However, it 
is only just to say that the cha^ 
peaux of Joseph Thomdyke were 
unigue. Had they been produced 
as “exhibits” to an affidavit 
read during a summons beard 
before one of the Chief Clerks 
in the Chancery Division of the 
High Court of JusticOj they 
must have assisted materially in 
rendering virtue triumphant, 
ay, with or without an appeal 
to the Judge. One of the authors 
of the piece, Mr. Sxunet GETnnox, 


is a well-known barrister, and no doubt the legal training of this 
learned gentleman suggested their most appropriate introduction. 


ADAM SLAUGHTERMAN.^ 

By Walker Weird, Author of *Hee Beef* “ Solomon* s Bwers,” Sc, 
CHAPTER I.— Blood Relations. 

“ It is very kind of you to come round,” I said, to my two friends, 
Sir Haeey and Bong, as they threw themselves violently into two 

arm-chairs (which almost ^ 

broke under the brutal 
force of their descent), 
and emptied .two casks of 
whiskey. 

As X looked at Sir ■ 

Haeet, with his wide || 
shoulders and deeper 
chest, I could not help 
thinking what a curious 
contrast I was to him, 
with my head of grizzled 
hair cut short and starting 
up like a half-worn scrub- 
bing-brush. Then there 
was Bong, who is not like 
either of us, being short, 
dark, stout,— very stout, 

—with twinkling black 
eyes everlastingly hidden 
by blue spectacles. 

“Look here, old fel- /nr ,CJ J> S cJ 0 1 . y 

low,” said Sir Haeet, LlcLcc/yn^ JAiOudfuin/mWn^ 

“why shouldn’t we give . 

up civilisation, and go in for the mud — I mean bloou — baths in 
South Africa ? 

I fairly jumped at bis words. 

“ nothing I should like better. And you, Bong ? ” 

Bong is so overpoweringly frivolous, 

“ I ’ll go, because I am getting fat.” 

“ Shut up, Bong,” said Sir Haeet, and then we screamed at the 
witticism for three hours. After that we started for Africa, in 
search of the land of the White-eyed Kaffirs, which we believed to 
be somewhere south of the Westminster Aquarium, the Alhambra, 
and other Music-Halls in which a specimen of the race had occasion- 
ally been seen. 

On our arrival in Africa we found our old friend, TJmbugsoapygas, 
with his huge battle-axe (playfully called Kosikutums or “ the brain- 
pricker,” from a habit he had of chipping life out of a man’s 
cranium), awaiting us. He was a huge savage, with a large piece of 
loose skin concealing the right side of his face, which was absolutely 
boneless. XJmbugsoaptgas was delighted to see us. 

“Ocove, 0 cove-dat-am-cool! ”— (Oh individual, oh individual 
without the influence of passion !)— “ brave one, great one I Let me 
come with thee to swim in gore ! ” 

I let him say this, as I saw his enthusiasm was producing a marked 
effect upon the minds of some niggers that were listening to him. 
But after he had said it, I thought it better to stop his vapoiming ; 

♦ Bditor, Surely I have heard this title before, or one very similar to it ? 

Author, Ho, I think not. 
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for there is^ nothing I hate so much as this Zulu system of extra- 
vagant praising — “ zwaggering,” as they call it. 

“ Shut up!” I cried, the more especially as I saw that he was 

g etting the hlood-fever upon him, and savagely destroying with his 
uge axe a spider’s cobweb. 

He gave me a sort of nod, and seized the niggers by their throats 
until their eyes cracked. Then, with roars of laughter (for they 
really looked most ridiculous), we followed the blacks into the boat, 
and went to the Mission House of the Eev. Bano McSaxpence, with- 
out any further adventure than cutting ofE at the wrist the hand of 
one of the murderous tribe of Lorkymussies. 

CHAPTER II.— Mission 'W’oee: in South Aeeica. 

The Rev. Bang McSaxpence and his wife and child lived in great 
coinfort amidst the people they had taught so carefully. I do not 
guite know what the educational ourricmum happened to be, but no 
doubt it would have merited the approval of flie London School 
Board. They^ had a French cook, called Adolphe, who seemingly 
had been obtained from a travelling Circus that no doubt had passed 
the Mission House in the course of a provincial tour. 

“ Oh, the monster I See the horrible man. He is a Mister Black,” 
said Adolphe, looking at TJmbugsoaptgas. The savage in a 
moment had dragged out the little Frenchman’s eyes, thrown them 
high in the air, rubbed them in salt, and replaced them in their 
sockets. Bono, Sir Hakrt, and I could not help laugMng. 

A little later we were called in by Mrs. Bang- McSaxpence, and 
soon were enjoying a really good cup of tea, I was putting forth my 
hand for a fresh supply, when the breakfast-things were knocked 
over by a head freshly severed from the trunk. 

“ Rough and reddy ! ” I suggested, with a laugh. 

“ Another carpet spoiled I ” said gentle Mrs. McSaxpence, trying to 
wipe out the deep crimson stain. 

“ This is serious,” observed the Rev. Bang McSaxpence arming 
himself with a carving-knife, “the Lorkymussies are upon us. And, 
to cause me greater annoyance, they have kidnapped my daughter 
ToTTpj.” 

This turned out to be the^ case, and^ although we could not help 
smiling at the notion of a fair-haired little girl being at the mercy of 
some clumsy, tomahawking, brutal cannibals, we felt very sorry for 
the bereaved father. 

We started. The first victim was a sentinel. XJmbitgsoapygas 
clutched him by the tooat and pulling his head back, tore it off with 
a crack, like the popping of a soda-water cork. Then we were upon 
them.^ There were yells, crashes, and blood all over the place. The 
“ Brain- pricker ” was here there and everywhere, scooping out 
brains just like a cheese-scoop scoops out cheese to be tasted by the 
customers of a London butterman. It really was all very amusing, 
and in spite of our servants being absolutely cut to pieces, we were 
in the gayest spirits imaginable. That aU should end happily, who 
should turn up at the last moment but Tottib, with a little pail into 
which the dear child had poured the heart’s blood of some of her 
persecutors. 

“ I shot six of them with my own little revolver,” said the interest- 
ing infant, as I stroked her golden-hair with my crimson-coloured 
fingers ; “ wasn’t it clever of me ? ” 

We had a very good lunch, the poulet d la Portugaise of Adolphe 
being particularly worthy of a second helping, Aiter this meal was ^ 
over, r went to the Rev. Bang McSaxpence, and taking him by the 
arm, observed,^ 

“ I really think you ought to give up this sort of life. You see 
you owe a duty to your ^fe and daughter— especially the latter, 
who, if she does not receive any education, and only mixes with 
bloodthirsty cannibals, may grow up wild, shunning her kind.” 

“You are right, Slaxtghtebhan,” replied the Minister, straight- 
ening his carving-knife, which since the night before had severed 
many a human rib. “ I made up my mind to it this very morning, 
just before I began my hacking and slaying, I won’t risk another 
fight, but leave it to a younger Clergyman. And besides, between 
you and me, I am well off. It is thirty thousand pounds I am worth 
to-day, and every farthing of it made by honest trade, and savings 
in the bank at Zanzibar— for living costs me here next to nothing.” 

“ You are right.’’ 

“lam sure of it,” answered the Clergyman. “I will turn my 
back upon this place in a month. But it will be a wrench — ^it will 
be a wrench.”* 

CHAPTER III, — Watee on the Bbain. 

We left the Rev. Bang McSaxpence (whose successor, by the way, 
was killed and eaten six weeks later), taking with us the little 
^OLPHB (a most invaluable butt for our buffooneries), and voyaged 
into the Unknown. We got into a boat, and throwing overboard ! 
some niggers to pick up dead swans, they were immediately (much 
to our amusement) drowned. This made us think, and we came to 

* Bditor, Surely I have read this convergatioii, almost word for word, 
somewhere ? 

Author^ No, I think not. 


the conclusion that they must have been carried to death by a cur- 
rent. In a moment our canoe began to fiy along as if seized with a 
mighty hand, and we were in a tminel. The water hurried us along, 
and we had scarcely time to notice that we were passing now “Baker 
Street Station,” now “ Portland Road,” now “ Ring’s Cross,” when 
we were close to a gigantic lily of fire that nearly roasted us. We 
passed, got to some rocks, and were trying to get a cab, or at least a 
fly, when we suddenly came across a number of spiders. They were 
dreadful creatures, The^r foamed at the mouth, screamed at one 
another, and devoured their invalid relations. ' 
tz Here I should like to pause to write something terrible about 
these spiders, but must hurry on, as there is still a deal of killing 
to be obne before I get to the end of my narrative. Enough to say 
I may return to those spiders some of these days, and out of their 
webs spin^a three-volume novel of unusual grimness and humour. 

Shortly after this we emerged from the tunuel (passing by a place 
called Gdoncester Road), and found ourselves in the land of the 
White-eyed Kaffirs.* 

CHAPTER lY.— Q,xote Killing. 

The country we now occupied was called Hew Pendy— no doubt 
because it had never been written ahont before. It is not very neces- 
sary to describe the lands or the people ; and really the most remark- 
able thing in the place was a staircase, of a very wonderful cha- 
racter, Let the reader imagine, if he can, a splendid stairway, sixty- 
five feet from balustrade to balustrade, consisting of two vast flights, 
each of one hundred and twenty-five steps, of eight inches in height, 
by three feet broad, connected by a fiat resting-place sixty feet in 
length, and running from the palace wall, on the edge of the 
precipice down to meet a waterway or canal cut to its foot from the' 
river. This was the great staircase, the magnificence of which fairly 
took our breath away.f 

Having described the staircase, it is only necessary to say that the 
New Pendies were governed by two Q,ueens, one of whom fell in love 
with Sir Habby and married him, quarrelled with her sister, and 
engaged in a civil war which rent the countrv in twain. This 
naturally occasioned a good deal of bloodshed. Never shall I forget 
the manner in which Tbyleapyea (the lady who honoured Sir 
Habby with her preference) wooed that individual. When they 
first met they could not speak the same language, so she took a 
pencil from me and made a delightful little sketch, which I give iu 
^ the margin. There is no difficulty 

^ recognising a bride expressing 

// admiration at a wedding-cake. 

* * * * 

jIxJ Y Need I say that after her marriage 

11 ^ I Tbtleapyea’s subjects had the most 

' * terrible fight witn the subjects of 

her sister Sabamabiah, wMch was 
chiefiy waged on the stair-case. 
This happened after I andUMBUG- 
soapygas had performed together a 
kind of “ Turpin’s Ride to York,” 
from the battlefield. Adolpios 
escaped to post these memoirs— 
Umbltgsoaptgas was cut to pieces. 
Sir Heney and Bong in his blue 
spectacles, were kept for ever in the 
New Pendy 'country, and, finally, I myself was Hiled, funeralled, 
and cremated.! 

* Editor. The description of the tunnel seems to have some reference to a 
recent flooding of the Metropolitan Railway ? 

Author. No, I think not. 

t Editor. Surely I have read this wonderfully graphic description of a 
flight of steps somewhere before ? 

Author. No, I think not. 

! Author. Stop, stop, this is disgraceful I Why into about a dozen Imes 
you have compressed two- thirds of my story! I had pages, and pages, and 
pages of slaughter I If you do not print them in full, I am sure the public 
will he disappointed! 

Editor. No, I think not ! 


A Rise in Balloons.— It would seem that Aerostation, with an 
an eye to affairs, has at length advanced to a possibility within the 
range of practical enterprise. Messrs. Jovis and Mallet, in their 
late balloon ascent from Paris, were accompanied by two G-uinea- 
Pigs. Had these partakers of their voyage been deputed to attend 
that expedition in the interest, as Directors, of an Aerial Navigation 
Company? And did they, in their official capacity, get the cus- 
tomary guineas, and enjoy the lunch provided as usual for then 
refreshment in the disoharge of their arduous duties? If so, of 
course, it can’t he said that a balloon was a place where those 
Guinea-Pigs had no business. The Balloon also contained two 
Pigeons ; but these perhaps were birds of a different feather from 
Sh^eholdexs in a Joint-Stock speculation. 





GETTING OUT OF IT. 

** Where are yov goino, Gborgb? The Omnibus will be herb directly, and we’re all ready to start.” 

‘'Yes, dearest! A—I forgot to tell you— I was to meet Brown at the Club about those SHARESy you know, xjnless 
BE Telegraphed to tbs contrary. Most Important ! But don’t trouble about me— I ’ll get down by a later Train, in 
TIME FOR Supper.” 

. «« S-^Ush^ry. Humph I perhaps. Still, I wish he 'cS^rought one or 

A "GOOD GTJN/' twoof his friends with him. 

s™.-!*. A .« . d»-t b.. 

8m4h {throwing himself down). Oh.\ I am so tired I , if they don’t, I fear. Fact is, my party tms year’s a failure. 

B-lf^r [stretching himself languidly). So am 1 1 Scarcely a good gun among them. Finest and largest shooting- 

Sm-th. Oh, you are always tired, aren’t you ? Look so, anyhow, ground we ’ve had for years, and yet we can’t make a bag. Adjoining 
Haven’t been exerting yourself much, so far as I have seen, up to Moor supposed to be an absolute failure, and yet the party who ’ve 

now. taken it— on most Liberal terms I hear, and with little hope of good 

My dear fellow, you have yet to learn that hurry is not sport— are picking up birds like fun. Pop, pop, pop, pop I and every 

pace, and that fuss is not business. bang a bird. Old 0. getting quite cock-a- whoop about it. Fancies 

S-Ush-ry. Well, boys, don’t squabble, but lunch. We’ve all he ’ll top us at the end of the ^Oot. Q,uite wrong, of course. How 
done pretty badly, up to now, and unless we do better before sun- that, at last, we’ve really dropped upon that rascally gang of 
down, * iSighs and sips, Irish poachers who had leagued themselves together to may the 


down, * 

Sm-th {sorrowfully). Yes, that ’s very true. 


s and sips, Irish poachers who had leagued themselves together to ^ay the 
and sighs, mischief with our Moor, 1 guess we shall astonish G-.’s party a trifle. 


B-iPr, Well, I ’m glad it ’s lunch- time anyhow, for I ’m fairly They wink at the poaching Paddies. Most unsportsmanlike conduct 
iked. I ever heard of. What’ll they do, now, I wonder? Still we 


8m-th, Hip of Irish, B. ? 
B-lf-r, Irish h^proelahned ! 


I ever heard of. What’ll they do, nowy I wonder? Still we 
can’t afford to go on muffing and missing too long. Bang I 
Sick of the very name of Irish. There goes another. And one of our birds, too, I’ll be bound. 


Bo let’s forget it for awhile, and hand me the J. J., there’s a HiUoI by Jove, there’s H-rt-ngt-n, sauntering this way, and by 


good fellow. 


himself, too. Something like a shot, he is, and, if he’d join us- 


S-Ush-ry [musing). Humph I Pretty pair of Sportsmen I Empty well, well, we shall see. Looks, as usual, as though he didn’t care a 
rotundity, and linked languor long drawn out. Wonder what single tomtit for things in general, and shooting in particular. 
Dizzy would have thought of such a pair of guns, especially of “his Often lets a bird go from sheer indifference, but seldom misses one 
successor.” Tracy Tupman emulating Mr, Winkle, from lack of skill. Sure he can’t be comfortable with that lot— 

Sm-th, Eh ? What ? Beg pardon, S-l-sb-ry, I ’m not forty- indeed, he owns it. And they don’t like his friendliness with us. 
winking, ^ Why can’t he join us, and have done with it ? 

S-l-sb^ry, Hot at all, not at all. I was— ahem !— saying what a M-rUngt-n [approaching). Ah I there they are. And a jolly lot 
ah— M-tth-ws is I ^ of Sportsmen they look. Poor S-l-sb-ry, I pity him. Ought to 


•saying what a 


B-W^r [disgustedly). Oh, M-tth-wsI Missed every bird he’s tried have swept the Moors. Birds plentiful, and lots of guns. But no 
at. Pity all burglars are not as bad shots as he. Couldn’t hit a shots. Doosed awkward. Enow what it is to shoot with a party one 
constable at ten yards. ^ doesn’t get on with. 0 ox party not the right sort now ; awfully mixed 

S-l-sb-ry [drily]. Hot if he tried, I never feel safe at twenty. If —doesn’t suit me a hit. &. has let in too many outsiders. If they ’d 
he hasn’t peppered us all round, it isn’t his fault. rally round me now, and let me pick ’em ! But the picked rallyers 

Sm-th, And— ahem— G-sch-n hasn’t turned out quite the success are so precious few. and the rest, instead of closing up to me, seem 
we expected, eh ? That last miss of his was rather a bad one, to be tailing otf after Gl-bsi-ne, somehow, confound ’em I One 
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Cff-MB-Bi-N doesn’t make a shooting party, even with Bn-sp 
thrown in* Don’t want to shoot against S-l-sb-bt, wongh, I m 
sure. Much rather drive the birds his way. But join him!— 

(hailing). Hillo, E-Bi-Hai-B, old man, how are yon? 
All alone? Where ’s your pa^y ? , , . , , tt * 

M-rt~ngt-n. Oh! they’re along hehmd there, somewhere. How < 
are you netting on ? it j. * 

S-l~sh-ry, Oh, pre-e-t-ty well— considenng. .Hardly got our 
hands in yet, — some of ns {significantly). Birds a pit shy, too. But j 

we shall get among them presently, and then ! {sotto voce), I say 

old fellow, why don’t yon join ns-after lunch? Capital shooting- 
ground, but, ahem!— some of our fellows a leetle wild, andone or two 
regular cockneys. I wan’ t a real good gun or two badly, aim 
we should be safe for a splendid bag. (Aloud.) Come, old fellow, 

what do you say ? . „ , . , -r , -n i. t. js x 

S-rUngUn, Tha-a-nks. Awfully kind, I ’m sure. But— ah— fact 
is, I ’m just waiting to see if my Party ’s coming up. [Left vjaxtxng. 

RICHARD JEPPERIES. 

Lotee of Nature, whom her loyers loye, 

Those who were dear to thee to them are dear : 

The world’s hard way to lift their lives above 
Is a clear duty, welcome as ’tis clear. 

And if for every page of pure delight. 

Those fine and faithful fingers wrought for aU, 

There came the slenderest g2*t, the poorest p^ite. 

More lightly on those stricken hearts might tall, 

The weight of sore bereavement, hard to bear, 

E’en when, as here, all men its sorrow share. 

Ogeis vs DAiEyi.AND.— Everybody has heard of Eairy Rings, 
which have a sweetly Arcadian sound. But “ Dairy Rinp do not 
savour of Arcadia, save, perchance, in the sense suggested by the 
stock Quotation, Arcades amho — blackguards both. Thp function 
of ‘‘Dairy Rings,” it seems, is artificially and injuriously to keep up 
the cost of produce. Not until they are broken up will people really 
get ‘ ‘ Below ”—monopoly,prices. 


RAPTURE. 

(By a Jdadical.) 

m-r, Chambeeulin (in the debate on the Lords’ Amendments to the Land 
Bill) said, “ he had never regarded the House of Lords as the special re^esen- : 
tatives of the community, that he would very much have preferred that an ; 
Amendment in the interests of the community should have proceeded from i 
another quarter, that they were Commons’ House of Parliament, ^d that 
it was they who had to look after the interests of the co mmuni ty, and not the ; 
House of Lords.” [Opposition Cheers.) 

Hooeat ! This is rather more like the old J oe, 

Whom as pet of the Peers his old friends hardly know. I 

Dobs “ cushioned ease” tire him already, — so soon ? 

Is “ gentlemen ” chumship no longer a boon ? I 

Can zeal for the Union no longer determine, ^ j 

The Birmingham champion to back up the ermine? 

This snub to the Peers is decidedly handsome, • 

We’ll soon have Joe talking once more about ‘ ransom. | 

Oh I Spalding was splendid, and Bridgeton was brave, j 

And Oeosvenoe’s defeat made the Unionists rave ; ^ 

Tom Satbes ne’er landed his foe such a “ oner,” ! 

As Salisbtjet had at the hands of onr Beuitnbe ; I 

But neither the news of Q-ladstonian gain, 

Of Tebvelyan’s return, or the tantrums of Caine, • 

To Radical bosoms snch a rapture affords, ? 

As Brummagem Jos once more smiting the Lords I ^ 

Con. eoe the ConeubialIiT iNCLrerED.— What is the ^fierence ; 
between an accepted and a rejected offer of marriage ? The i 
leads to the Matrimonial Knot ; the second is the Matrimonial Not. j 

Bon Voyage ! ” 

Me. Cinra, wbo is tired Party knots of tinraveltog. 

Is off, so ’tis said, round the world to be travetogr. 

Let ’s hope that mneh dealing of te^er aiw bram 

May resmt from this new sort of “ Wtmdermgs of CAur (b) ”. 






IN THE CAUSE OF ART. 

^ ™ ■o™ » ” 

soMEraiNaSnaiK Cx^Z^r ““ ‘ ^ ' I aifoed to pat foe 

— • - '•■ ■. [ Tableau / 


THE AETIST'S HOLIDAY; 

Or, a Brush with the Police, 

^ifaH for Market for Pictures so depressed, can 

only afiord a lortniglit away from Town this Summer, mver mind ! 
Intend to haye a high old time while it lasts. Shall travel over the 

ShankliE, Alum Bay, and the 


^mis?howey«!‘ this joke to my arietooratio 

. ^ 4^1 ^ 3 ^ -Down.— Bead in my favourite newspaper—" Art is 
captjoM mistress, exacting many saonfioes from her 
not mfreqnently pi^mg them to considerable incon- 
Sk T™. wouldn’t write like 

®^yin5. Writer goes on to say of 
A^ts to Eespect^ihty is arrayed m arms against them, because 

ffnS W ?£ ®*® nnima^tive votaries.” 

(xtatner a go(M hit that — smug and unimaginative*” — writer Tinf 

unrti'w'? L..V ^ paper doira in ^gust. Never been interfered 

with by a Placeman in my Me. What is there in me to excite 
hke to know ? Should write to Author of that 
^°no tell him he B an ass, only can’t afford to waste a stamp 

&«#Aampto».—ao on board boat for Eyde. Curious. Three men 
foUowing me about everywhere I On stepping on to Kyde pier, they 
^e a pounM on me. Ask to see my luwage. Its^ms thev 
[ subaltern administrators of the law,” d^uMed. I refuse to^give 

c»*a rttaflr tbii 


7 . ” vAAc. jujuaiAXL juLcaYUJUL I jLiiere 3 noLUing 

suspicious m my Gladstone hag. But, as these are Government 
emissaxies, perhaps the mere possession of a “Gladstone” bag is 
considered to connect me in some mysterious way with Parnellism. 
^d so mth crime. Is there such a thing as a “Salisbury” bagp 
Wish I d got one ^ there is. Perhaps it would he a good move to 
teUthem I'm a Unionist. They reply ferufiBLy) “they don't want 
quick iiitend to mid out what I am precious 

M Police Station.— {To which I've been taken throngh a howling 
Sfuif i Bag opened. Several things appear to excite suspicion. 
Palette mspected carefully. If it hadn't been for had success of my 
last humOTOus remark, should tell my captors that “I've no palate 
lor conspiracy. My box of brushes regarded as highly questionable. 
Buggests obvious sportmg-nddle— Why do they think I’ve been in 
at the de^ (of spmeMy m other ? )— Answer : leeame I’ve got the 
i Chinese White at once impounded. Considered to 

contain an e^losive composition,” it seems. Detectives convey it 
carefully to middle oflarge field, and bury it, until Colonel Majendie 
can come down from Town. What, however, is regarded as greatest 
proof of my nefarious tendencies is a picture of London Bridge in my 
Fw triumphantly— “ What made you draw 

that there bridge if you ain't a Fenian, now ? ” I reply “it 's only 
a pot-hoiler. Answer considered so very incriminating that I am 
immediately handcuffed and put in a cell. Never realised before 
what a very fannifal and captious mistress,” Art is, or what idiots 
themselv^^^^ adnunistrators.of the law” axe capable of making of 

Three^ys Xflifer,— Liberated I Am told it was “ all a mistake.” 
Chinese White bottle proved not to contain anything dangerous to 
humau life. Pot-hoiler restored me, slightly soiled. No excuses or 
apologies made— sent away with a “free pardon I” And this is 
JDngland I Ah, they manage some things better in France I 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTEACTBD KBLOM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Lords i Monday^ August 15.— Some ordinaiy ])ti8mess on 
Agenda, but importance dwarfed by imposing demonstration made by 
Wemtss, Session really coming to a close. 

i'l ^ Wemtss has done Ms share of speechmaking. 

According to PENMAy has appropriated more 
than fair share. Heyertheless, he finds in Mid- 

V / August quite an accumulation of odds and ends 

^ — “^es prepared during last two 

b work them off thia Session 
out of date by next. That 
perable objection to deliver- 
ich in House of Lords ; still, 
IS and appropriateness not 
ter without weight. How 
i^^pose c^f ^ihe^^oo^tiMt^ 

Foimd publishers not anx- 
■andertah:e^roposal. 

nmg to^^j^too ma^l^oks 

throw^ the scraps into ?OTm 
of speech, and favotffHonse 

the topics little ancient and 
contmuits^ of thought diffi- 
cult to simulate; but propose to “ caU attention to Socialistic 
legislation during the Sessions of 1886 and 1887.” That will cover 
everything. 

So arranged, and to-night, as soon as immaterial business disposed 
of, Wemtss rose, and be^an his speech. Audience of eighteen, to 
begin with. Gradually diminished, till there remained, for fifth and 
final peroration, only four. Was a tremendous speech — ^blood- 
curdling, convincing, and delivered with much animation. Hever 
was a nation in such peril. Before Great Britain lay only Black 
Hight and Despair. 

Might have been expected that, when Wemtss sat down, there 
would have been eager competition for precedence 
to take up the thread of debate so solemnly 
launched. But he ^d overdone it. So terrified the 
few Peers present, that none could speak. Looked 
at each other with fitful, fearful 'glances.’ One by 
one they rose, and tremblingly tottered out. 
Wemtss left in solitary possession of House, 


filled only with echoes ot his fearsome jere- 
miad. Thus closed this memorable one- 
speech debate. Loed CsAycELLOE retaining 
mesence of mind sufficient to adjourn the 
House, Wemtss picked up Ms notes, and 
went forth, probably to prepare for his own 
flight from the doomed coxmtry. 

Business done , — ^lu Commons, Mines Bill 
in Committee. 


Souse of Commons^ Tuesday, — J ony 
MAyyEES in Ms place to-night. Everyone 
glad to see him back again ; Liberals, Con- 
servatives, Dissentients, Unionists, whatever 
we be, all unite in saying a friendly word to 
JoHK on his convalescence. 

Another arrival greeted with more mixed 
feelings. Bkunnee, flushed by Ms great 
victory in Horthwich, comes up to be svrorn 
in. Tremendous cheering on Liberal side. 
Dead silence among Ministerialists. Old 
Morality gazes up at glass roof with preoccu- 
pied air ; thoughts far away from Westmin- 
ster or Korthwioh either. Cahte, looking on 
from Bar, turns his back, and marches forth. 
Columbus, M. P. “ Another blessing in disguise,” says he. 

“ I think now I ^11 go off to Japan, and see 
how they’re getting on with their projected Parliamentary Institu- 
tions. Might get some hints for forming our National Par^.” 

Crimes Bill on again. Committee pegging away far into to- 
morrow. A good business-like debate, but a little dull. Minority 



morrow. A good business-like debate, but a little < 


Minority 


of between seventy and eighty industriously tried to carry Amend- 
ments moved by Buet and others. Majority, varying between 120 
-fa and 140, thinking matter over in privacy of smoke- 
room, news-room, and terrace, come up with minds fully 
made up on points of detail* and always vote with 
Ministers. Buet, heaten again and agaiu, comes back 
to scratch, looking, towards half-past Wo in 
' morning, a little broken down, hut stOl full 

Business done ,. — ^Mines Bill. 

Thursday, — ^House of Lords deserves well 
of its coxmtry. Is setting Commons example 
BHff ^ follow. On Monday, as noted, 

Wemtss made long speech, and, no one rising 
^ follow in dehate, House forthwith adjourned. 
Same thing happened on Tuesday wheu Dest- 
MAX introduced beneficent proposals for limiting 
I • Met with success beyond his wildest 

II ^ expectations. Had asked that duration of 

I speeches might be strictly limited. Lords 

with one accord forthwith accepted principle. 
Applied it so strictly that, as Loed Chaitcel- 
M i*OE in his epigrammatic way put it, “ speeches 
were limited to silence.” In fact no one spoke 
a-t all. Denmax had debate all to Mmself , and 
House adjourned. So pleased with this arrange- 
ment that it was carried a steu further to- 
^ night. Only one speech was made. Was de- 
T. B-rt. livered from Woolsaek. So brief may be 
quoted verlatim : — 

“ House wiU now adjourn,” said Iord Csaxcelloe. 

That was all, and noble Lords dispersed. 

“ Most pleasant, informing and useful sitting we *ve had for many 
Sessions,” said Buckingham to Chaxdos. 

“ Allans I ” said Strathedbn to Ca^mpbeei., “ let us go and visit 
those foolish Commons who waste their time in much speaking.” 

Commons crowded and animated. Evidently no prospect here of i 
foregoing speech-making. Sixty-eight questions on paper to begin 

t with. Geoege Camibell, Ms mind athirst for 
information, wanted to know from President of 
Board of Trade what was the meaning of “ allot- 
ment.” Ritchie, with elbow leaning negligently 
on box, and legs crossed, mockingly referred the 
ingenuous Knight to Johnsords 
Dictionary, Curiously remiM- 
cent of Mephistopheles bantering 
JFaust, was Ritchie as he looked 
across at Campbell. 

Old Morality announced aban- 
donment of various Government 
measures, dropping tear over each. 
Emotion became monotonous to- 
wards tenth tea^ and Opposition 
rudely laughed. But Old Morality 
had his revenge later. Ouite a 
long time since he has “pounced.” 
But as midnight drew on, and 
little progress made, began to 
grow desperate. Chambeexain 
suddenly turned upon his alKes, 
attacked them in rattling speech. 
/ Even voted against them when 
Division called. Government ma- 

i *ority went down from customary 
Lundred to alarming forty-two. 
Then Old Morality, goaded to 
madness, “pounced” right and 
left. Haecouet stirred up Go- 
SCHEX with long pole ; Baleour 
M epMstopheles, M. P. yawned ostentatiously when Dil- 

lon convicted him of ignorance of 
Irish affairs; Pabnell pounded away; T. W. Russell withdrew 
from alliance with Government ; Tim Healt chuckled; Joseph 
Gnxis aiternately jeered and groaned. But Old Morality came out 
victor. Whenever lull occurred he moved Closure, and so presently 
wound up sitting. 

Business done.— Split between “ Dissentient Liberals ” and Govern- 
ment. 

Friday, — House not so full to-night. Rumour about that there 
was something to fore in Lords. Members migrated thither. Onlj 
a few Peers present. Markiss rose, and in matter-of-fact tone, as if 
offering observation on state of weather, announced Proclamation of 
Rational League. Fifteen Peers present successfully controlled 
emotion, and passed on to ordinary business. Commons, penned in 
Gallery above, and crowded at Bar below, rushed to own House, 
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carrying news with them. Arrived 
just in time to hear Hanbtjet ques- 
tion G-overnment on quite other 
subject. Hanbtjkt’s hawk eye had 


A BURNING QUESTION. 

By Our Own Cricket Enthusiast, 


subject. Hanbtjkt’s hawk eye had “The four Counties in whose doings the interest of the Cricketing public is centred were all hard at wnrV 
discovered in the Estimates vote for yesterday. [Friday, August 19.] Yorkshhe doing very badly against Surrey at the Oval/ and NottinffhamsTiiro 
salary of Master of Hawks. Wanted showing to considerable disadvantage with Lancashire at Old Trafford.*'— News. ® aiuamre 

to know who he was, what he did for Oh, don’t talk to me of the close of the Session, or who’s to he Premier, perchance in the neTt on 
a living, and how many hawks he Those questions, no doubt, may excite party spouters, but there is a far more imuortanf oJfi 
might have to deal with m course of vext one. ana 

year. Frank and somewhat startling The Cricketing Season draws fast to a close ; the rain ’s come at last with i i 

disclosure from Treasury Bench. The inopportune bounty, 1 || l| j, 

existence of Master of Hawks ad- And there is a question eclipsing all others,— which, for this year I li ! I, Ur'S I ill 

mitted ; regularpaymentof his salary will be Premier County? | u 1 ' I 

confessed. Only hitch was that there It’s narrowings down, — oh, it ’s narrowing down, and it grows more soul- jl 1 

were no hawks. Still, there have harrowing every minute, 

been hawks in time of Stuaets. An For Surrey and Lancashire, Yorkshire and ITotts are the only four ^ * 

impecunious nobleman had obtained Counties a man can call “ in it.” 


been hawks in time of Stuaets. An For Surrey and Lancashire, Yorkshire and ^Totts are the only four * 

impecunious nobleman had obtained Counties a man can call “ in it,” ^ - f I 

office, with reversion to eldest son; Trent-Bridge is astir with a fever of fidgets, the Tykes are all hurry, ^ 

and so, through the ages, unsuspect- and worry, and flurry, » \ 

ing taxpayer "had subscribed salary. Old Trafford is all upon thorns, and, by Jove, what excitement there is 

House so ashamed to discover its re- at the Oval in Surrey ! Woo “ Ton.” 

^sness as custodian of Public p^e, Hobsbt and ^wze cannot sleep of a niyht, and their nerves into coolness in vain strive to tutor • 

that, by oo^on consent, subiect G-W-BSioira and Sausbuet’s rivalry’s child’s-play compared with the ditto of Shbewin and SBUimt 

topped. But silent resolution taken Plague upon Jupiter Pluvius ! Wht/ did he not hang aloof just a week or two longer ? 

that uAle Hawk-mMter shall have don’t talk to me of yonr turnips and things, — ^what are they to 

. the question which team is the stronger?^’ 

Then Ba^oue confirm^ stoment . - Glorious season for Cricket all round, as is proved by the lots of 

made m other House about Proola- Wr ’K Leviathan scoring, y -ue lois or 

'' ‘ ~ “fi!’’’ identical point when it comes to 

nounoemer^t received, on the whole, . .&rT> the pinch, it is pouring. 

in pim sil^ce, ^so not without its Cockshies all chance, every average crabs, this detestable deluge 

Slow wickets aid sticky, oiesraDie aeiuge. 

- Muck even the great Aeihub Sheewsbuev’s nlav. and make Wat.tvp 
bugness fasluon for rest of sittmg. - V' Rbab’s chance of top-average dicky, 

PrfSel Aeieue’s two centuries plus sixty-seven, falls off to a pitiful seven- 

* And Babiow and Beiggs bave it all their own wav; three “ ducks” 

MEASUEE FOB MEASUEE. in one innings-of Notts men-seems plenty. _ tjwuway, xnree aucEs 

[Sho^speare adapted to “The Times") againl Maeuk Hawke did his best to choose right,.but caked wickets 

“Oppression hath made up tiiis League.” Are far too long odds’ e’en for UiTEii and Hail'; and who can foresee ^ 

Act m.. Scene 1 . BngUsh weather P Why, no man. oauioresee ^ ^ 

Angeh . . Lord S-L-SB-ET. Wantsaoool sticker like Scoiioir to stand it. Eh? Gives the uoor 
Escalus , . B-if-e, bowlers a look in P Oh, granted, ^ 

Escaluse Every leader it hath writ trundling ’s a part of tne game to be sure, but you see at this A 

hath disvouched other. crisis it ’s scoring that’s wanted, - ■ ' ' • ' .1 ^ 






“ Baa low I ” 


MEASUEE FOE MEASUEE. 
{Shakspeare adapted to ^‘The Times f) 


Angelo, In most uneven and dis- 
tracted^ manner. Its actions show 
much like to madness ; pray heaven 
its wisdom be not tainted. Yet can 
we own ourselves beaten, and re- 
deliver our authority ? 

Esc, I guess not. 

Ang, And why should we proclaim 
it a few days before our departure, 
that if any crave redress of injustice, 
they must not exhibit their discon- 
tent in the street ? 

Esc, It shows its reason for that : 
to have a despatch of complaints ; and 


wickets like nine-pins in swamp 
with muck-moisture afloat all, 
And then ninety-two for a tail-scoring 
team Eke our Notts, you must 
own ’s a contemptible total, 






“Hide!” 


Jffl ^ own ’s a contemptible total, “ ’Ell yet ?” 

scorers like Wfbbb, Stobdaet, 
jVi _ Lucas, O’Beien, and Ybenon, ’ ’ 

4u>) But Eobertson, Burton, and Wbst want assistance as bowlers, 
^ a^<i^o,^Lng’s a thing wins will turn on. ^^wiers, 

/ Gloucester s slap out of it. Pity poor Grace with a team he 
can seldom bring up to the scratch, Sir, 

«rin mo+nl’ S’,. startling scores, the, at one time, j 


tohaveadespatchof complaints; and „ Invincibles ” scarce win a match, Sir, 

to deliver ns from devices hereafter, Sussex,— well, CIuaipe is a promising bat, and you always may 3 
which shaE then have no power to notches from Newham, /l 

stand against us. “ Whilst J . and A. Hps are a host in themselves ; but good fortune this N 

Ang, WeE, I beseech you, let it be — , season has failed to pnrsue ’em, J 

proclaimedj Bent, with Lord Haebis, the family of Heaenes, and Easheeigh /fl 

credit should carry field matters on, ’ 

A Tale of Ababi.— T he recent they’ll not he at top of the tree, ’spite the howlinj? 

4 .^ Av- of WooTxoN, the smiting of Patterson. » / 


The Family “ Um.” 


unsuccessiui eiiort to secure the - . ^ cotton, tne smiting 01 Patterson. 

release of Aeabi Pasha, recalls the Leicester has got a gopd trundler in Poughee, but one bowler won’t I 

trial of that unfortunate Egyptian Biake a good (Cricket) summer. 


trial of that unfortunate Egyptian .. Biake a good (Cricket) summer, * 

:w;hen he was so ably defended by a ^ilst Derbyshire’s Chatteeton, Cropper, and Eatclief don’t 

distinguished member of the British make her, at present, the new (Cricket) comer. The Family “ Um.” 

Bar. On that occasion, to put it As for game Essex,— weU, evergreen Green, who has done in his dav 

Broadley, he was more of a patriot . some redoubtable cricket, onemxusaay 

than a c r i mi nal. ,< ^ ^ year, e’en with Buxton, and 

o/™onr; aad oh, what a lot hope 

hoTde rof&e'^^porti! 5 ' 

Motto kok Agbicultdbists.— S et Puffer. Bisens smg ^e way m which Shutm’s lot cut ’em and drive ’em, and 

a parasite {the Chalets fly to wit) to And* oh I if smart Sttttttj-u /»ro/»Tr em, and pitch ’em. [like young Abel 

catch a parasite [the Hessian ditU). Should once more put Surrey at top SX’ toe? wolt t™;.r W. 


* ‘ Eclipse first, the rest nowhere,” 
is a celebrated racing record. The 
disapj^inted astronomers of Europe, 
■last Triday, modified the mot — 
i EcEpse nowhere ” is the common 
j burden of their reports. 

I Motto foe Agbicxjltubists. — S et 


there will be no exbeptW accompanied Dy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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popnlai maa at a dance. I regard the people wallowing at the 
SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH. windows with, a growing hate ; they are the elect — but that is no 

. . A«j-TTrx* 1 i. reason whv they should parade it in that ostentatious way — bad 

3 p.M.-ATriYe ^ taste! . . . Cai’t get any rooms along these terraces-I subdue 

which I propose to write the Nautical Drama that is to, render me ^ f ack-steeet. 

famous and wealthy. Leave luggage at Station, and go in search oi 4-3o.— Mature too strong for me-I must face the sea. Surely 

there must be some cards I have overlooked! , . . Thought sol 


^ staring me in the face all the time I Ring— ghost effect again — same 

gr®y lady ! She asks me, in hollow tones, what I want. I ask 
her whether I left my umbrella here (full of resource I) “ No ! ” 

“ Oh ! ” Back-street again after that. 

4*40. — ^Even the back-streets will have none of me! I grrow 

morbid. Remember words of song, entreating vague somethings 

(perhaps stars) “ to smile on their vagabond ]x>y ” — no one smiles on 

y{ ^ - - me. And I to have vapoured about throwmg, the handkerchief.” 

y — ! . . . They are more sympathetic in the back-streets, 

though. “ Starmouth is very full I ” They say, complacently, * ‘ they 
don’t know if there ^’s any place I could get into, not to say at once 

5 P.3I. — Back on the Esplanade again. Wh;^, I certainly haven’t 
\ been here before. Ring. While I am waiting for some one to 

,, yy appear, face rises at window — the measly hoy ! , Confound these 

\\\ " terrace-houses, all alike! This time I don't wait— I bolt. They 

will think I am a clown out for a hohday, but I can’t help that. 

5*15. — ^No, I must draw the line somewhere. At “Hatfield 
House,” (good address this) landlady appears with eruptive face, 
\ powdered— effect not entirely happy— hut I waive that. She has 

^ rooms — hut the sitting-room is out at the end of a yard, and I am to 

Down bv the SeA through the, kitchen I Can’t write an epoch- 

^ ‘ ' making drama under those conditions, 

lodgings.* Hotel out of the question— d'hote qnite fatal to 5*30.— I am growing humbler— I would almost take a coal-cellar 
inspiration. On the Esplanade, noting likely places with critical now. Think I will go back to Hatfield and recant .... I have, 
eye. Perhaps I am a little fastidious. What I should really like is “ Yery sorry— this moment let ” . • * .. Oh ! ” . 

a little cottage ; two how-windows, clematis on porch, flagstaff, and 6*35.— .4^ last ! May choicest blessings light upon the head of 

cannon (if it wouldn’t go off) in front. I could achieve immortality Pxappee!— or rather of Mrs. Plappee, as her husband is out. She 
in a place like that. Sea-view, of course, indis^penscible. Must he has taken me in ! Charmingrooms-not actually facing ttie sea, but 
within sight of the ever-changing ocean, within hearing of “the with capital view of it round corner from bow- window. Plapper is 
innumerable laughter of the waves”— I know what the phrase an optician— wonder whether it is weak eyes, or wifely duty, 
means, though I shouldn’t like to have to explain it, and the waves that makes Mrs. P. wear blue spectacles? EverytMng arranged— 
lust now are absolutely roaring. terms most reasonable— now to recover luggage. Stop; better ask 

3*15.— Still noting ; plenty of time, and Starmouth “ all before me address— or I might never he able to find my o^cian again— like 
where to choose.” More than a mile of Esplanade, and several brass Mrs. Barrett Browning and her lost Bower ! ,* You ve only got to I 
plates and cards advertising “Apartments.” Must be cautions— use Plappbr’s name, Sir, anywhere, and, it will be , all right,” says 
not throw the handkerchief in a hurry. Haven’t seen the ideal Mrs. P. with natural pride. Yery convenient. For instance: Stern 
place vet Constalle (to me). “ Can’t come in here. Sir.” Myself. Can 1 1, 

3*30%Better make a beginning. Try “Blenheim House” (all the though? Plappsu!" Andinlgo! Or I am in a scrape of some 
houses here either bear ducal, naval, or frankly plebeian names, I sort : “ Have you anythmg to say ? asks the Inspector. I whisper 
observe). Ring: startling effect— grey-mouldy old person, with in his ear, “Plapper!” they grovel and release me. 
skeleton hands folded on wooUen tippet, glides in a ghastly manner 5*45.— Odd— but now I find mj^elr wondermg ragrateMy, 


tut! back-to Plappbr’s. I feel self-respect once more. 

3*45 — "VV^arming to my work. Ring at door in “Amelia Terrace.’^ 6 p.m. — Returning to Plappbr’s. And in,tMs secure retr^t my 

Maid appears-nice-looking girl, rather. Have you”— I begiu— Nptioal drama is destined to see the light-if Plapper only knew ! 
whenlseeahovatthegroW-fioorwindow. Don’t object to boys, I feel an affection already for this humble temporary home. Mrs. P. 
as a class, hut tiis particular boy is pallid, with something round meets me at the door. “ So sorry, Sir— but vow ca«’^ rooms, 

his throat, and an indescribable air about him of conscious deadli- after all !^ Plapper had let ’em quite unbeknown to me ! 
ness, and pride in the unusual terror he inspires, which can only be And this is Saturday ! I am under a curse . 
accounted for by recent Measles. Never under the same roof with . 


that boy! He eyes me balefnUy, and I stare back, fascmated. 

‘ ‘ Have you,” I begin again — (I am full of resource, thank goodness !) TTTF "R 

“a Mrs. YTalker— ( first appropriate, name that occurs to me)— ^ 

“staying here ? ” By a horrible coincidence, they She has LavMnthytlie B& 

takenthegronnd-fioor— where that hoy is! Awkward— very. . . . 

I manage to gasp out, “Then will yon please "mention that I What was it first my fancy fed, 
called ? ” and retire before she can ask my name. Presence of mind. My steps to the Alhambra led, 
again ! . finally quite turned my head P 

4 p.K. — Still seeking. Not so fastidious as I was. Have ^iven up The Ballet ! 

the cottage, and clematis, and flagstaff, Qiily place answering that ■^yi^at, when I studied it apart, 


THE BALLET. 

Lament by the Bev, S. B, JECeadlam, 


But what, when kindled with its 

I hoped my Bishop to inspire, 
Alas! excited hut his ire ? 

The Ballet I 


UUC uuuLttgc, cuiu. ^ \ ” j* — j VY Uaii, Wlieil X Btuuieu it ajjai t, 

description belongs— or so I inferred, from his, language— to a retired struck me with force that made And what, although the orthodox 

V— ... T •nnrx 4-f*. 'inrtnif./a wrn nT n at. no lot. . . m 1* 


sea-captain, whom I disturbed iu his nap to inquire whether he let 
lodgings. As it happened, he didn't. Then (as I very nearly went 
back and told him) what right had he to sport a brass plate ? How- 
ever, 1 got some good racy dialogue for the Nautical Drama out 


4 ‘15.— More failures. Starmouth busy digesting, which it does 


me start, 

As being a noble form of Art ? 

The Ballet! 

And what, when seen night after 

_ ... 


Two places in an upper box 
I offered him,^but gave him 
shocks ? 

The Ballet! 

Ah! what, tkough every nerve 


■wmdows-but I camiot, IwOl-aot, sit AnSj^de me to the To see the dsn^ battk 


publicly in how- windows. I must not be so particular, , I will do 
without balconies— even bow- windows — ^but I cannot, I will not, sit 
on horsehair furniture. 

4*20.— After all, so long as I get a sea-view, what matters ? I can 
he nautical and dramatic on any kind of chair. And “ Collingwood 
House,” too— what a name for me ! I will go in. Rejected again— 
nothing till Thursday iortnight ! I am beginning to feel like an un- 


The Ballet I 


Leaves me episcopally chained ? 

The Ballet! 


Last Fruits op the Session.— P airs. 


VOL* xom. 


K 












The modem Yenetian takes pleasure not only in neglecting but in perse- 
cuting the palace and the gondola . . . As to the gondola, the mass of Yenetians 
possess none, and rarely go in them . . . They forget that the much-desired 
foreigner does not come to Yenice to read signboards from a steamboat up and 
down the Grand Canal ; and, by handing over this magnificent waterway to 
a company of foreign speculators, they have well-nigh reduced the ancient 
body of gondoliers to beggary. The steamers are numerous and noisy ... If 


one contrasts the passengers of these rival craft, the gondola and: the vapo- 
retto, one asks which, as a body, most contribute to the prosperity of Yenice, 
and so merits most consideration . . , The penny steamer and the gondola 
are irreconcileable, and cannot exist long together, for the simple reason that 
the gondoliers cannot earn a support, and must take to other avocations.” 

Exsul’s ” Letter to the Times on ** The Venice of To-day, 
Shade of Childe Harold sings : — 

Yes, this is Yenice ; jron’s the Bridge of Sighs ; 

The palace and the prison, still they stand : 

But ’midst the maze foul funnel fumes arise. 

As by the touch of an enchanter’s hand, 

A hundred such their smoky wings expand, 

Around me, and a dying glory smiles, 

On what was once the poet’s, artist’s land, 
sttieaxs the winged Lion’s marble piles, 

And Yenice reeks like Hull, throned on her hundred isles, 
gie looks a swart sea Cyclops, from the ocean, 

Hieing with smutted walls and blackened towers ; 

The vaporetU^ with erratic motion, 

Muddies the waters with its carbon-showers. 

And such she is ! ^ Progress’s dismal dowers 
Have spoilt the picture ; now the eye may feast 
On parish signs and posters. Gracious powers 1 
^wing-machines and hair- washes at least 
Might spare the Grand Canal. Trade is an ogre-ish beast ! 
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In Tenice Ynlcaii’s eclioes hiss and roar, 

And idle sits the hapless Gondolier. 

His Gondola is crninblin^ on the shore, 

The Penny Steamer’s whistle racks his ear. 

’Abet exults— *hut Beanty is not here ; 

Trade swells. Arts grow— but Hatnre seems to die. 
Hucksters may boast that Venice is less “ dear,” 
^^ProgressoJ ” is the Press, the Public cry; 

But, by great Ruskin’s self, the thing is all my eye. 

For unto us she had a spell beyond 
Cheap dinners and Advertisement’s array 
Of polychrome, of which Trade seems so fond. 

Alas ! the Dogeless city’s silent sway 
VTill lessen momently, and fade away, 

When the Rialto echoes to the roar 

Of vaporettif and in sad decay 

The Gondola, its swan-Hke Sittings o’er, 

Heglected rots upon the solitary shore. 

Such is the Venice of my youth and age, 

Its spell a void, its charm a vacancy. 

Rosy Romance, thou owest many a page, 

Ay, many that erst grew beneath mine eye, 

To what was once the loved reality 
Of this true fairy-land ; but I refnse 
To deck with Art’s fantastic wizardry 
A haunt of Trade. Mine is not Mammon’s Muse, 

JShe will not sing for hire of Soaps, or Silks, or Shoes. 

I know that there are such,— but let them go, — 

They came like ghouls, they ’U disappear like dreams. 
But oh ! my Venice, dare they treat thee so ? 

I fain would flay the Vandal horde ; still teems 
My mind with memories of thy towers and streams, — 
AU that I sought for in thy midst, and found. 

Must these too go ? The ogre Progress deems 
Such fair and flattering phantasies unsonnd ; 

How other voices speak, and other sights surround. 

The spouseless Adriatic mourns her lord,” 

Ay, and yet worse, Venetian souls grow rude. 

The Gondola lies rotting unrestored, 

The Gondolier unhired must lounge and brood, 

Or stoop to “ stoking ” for his daily food. 

On board a puffing fiend that by horse pow’r ” 
Measures its might. Oh I base ingratitude I 
Dogs 1 ye one day shall howl for the lost hour, 

When Venice was a Oueen, with loveliness for dower. 

Gondolas ruled, and now the Steam Launch reigns, 

A stoker shovels where a lover knelt. 

This thing of steam and smoke that stinks and stains. 
Might suit the tainted Thames, the sluggish Scheldt ; 
But the Canal, which for long years hath telt 
The sunshine of Romance — that downward go ? 

This is the deadliest blow that Trade hath dealt ; 
Enough to bring back blind old Dandolo, 

To fight his country’s latest most debasing foe. 

Before St. Mark stiU glow his steeds of brass. 

But garish signboards glitter in the sun ; 

And up and down the watery alleys pass 
The snorting steamers. Venice lost and won. 

Her thiteen hundred years of beauty done, 

Sinks to an Isle of Dogs. Let her life close I 
Better be whelmed beneath the waves, and shun 
EVn in destruction’s depths her Vandal foes. 

Than live a thrall to Trade, a scourge to eyes and nose. 



TENDER PASSAGES. 

Eeitmderly), ‘‘Yss WHEN it *s done again, voxt must ebally see the 
Blonpin Donkey!” 

She {sincerely), ”I will. I*ll look out foe it, anp, -when I PO see it, 
I will think of You! 


VIRTUES OF OMISSION. 

People — ^Mr. Impeet, Mr. George Smith (of Coalville),^ and others — are 
actually to be found contending for the barren honour of having invented that 
terrible nuisance of a catch-phrase, “ Three Acres and a Cow ! ” Strange and 
morbid perversion of ambition 1 As well tight for the deep discredit of havmg been 
the first to hit upon such kindred controversial horrors as the boring and 
question-begging ”gags” of “Law and Order,” “Patriot first, and Party-man 
afterwards,” “Hand over to the Wder mercies, &c.,” “Disintegration of the 
Empire,” or even that most hackneyed of political phrases, “ Grand Old Man’’ 
itself. How, if any one took creffit to himself for never, never having uttered 
the “Acre and Cow” Shibboleth, or made use of any others of these soul- 
sickening bits of polemical claptrap, Mr, Punch could understand, and adm^e, 
ani\ envy. There be things that everybody — possessed of sense and sobriety 
— ^would “ rather not have said.” 


THE WAY OF -THE WIND. 


Dreams of Romance— aU shattered I They revile 
Our “ Ruskinismo,” do these souls of dust, ^ 

Who care not for their sumptuous marble pile, 

Oh, sons unworthy of their splendid trust I 
With his oar broken, and his dry keel thrust, 
Unused ashore, the Gondolier recalls 
Gay days and nights of glory, such as must 
Too oft remind him toho his land enthrals. 

And flings a sordid cloud o’er Venice’ shining walls. 

How can the Childe’s poetic shade refuse 
To plead his cause, on his base foe make war ? 
Perchance redemption from a phantom Muse, 
Whose voice now faintly echoes from afar. 

May come, and check his sordid conqueror’s oar, 
E’en in its roll of victory, snatch the reins. 

From Greed’s foul hands and further havoc bar, 
Say, shall the Penny Steamer’s petty gains, 
Banish the Gondolier, and hush his cheery strains? 


By an anxious Unionist, 

[Mr. T. W. Russell has formally withdrawn from the Unionist Party.] 

Ah ! sorely tossed is our poor “ Union ” bark. 

We shall not get to port without a tussle. 

They say the wind will change against us. Hark ! 

That wind seems rising ; I can hear its Russell. 


A Fight foe the Forty.— Sir Edward Hamlet is, admittedly, one of the 
greatest strategists the British Army possesses. Although in the prime of life, 
t.bifl gallant officer will be “ antomatieally retired,” unless he receives amilitery 
appointment before the end of October. It has been suggested that he shonld be 
employed to work out a scheme for the protection of London. This be far 
easier work for biTw to do than to have to frame a defence of the Government 
that has so long, and so strangely, and (some say) so maliciously overlooked him. 


Con: for the Considerate.— Why is Happiness like an Act of Parliament? 
Because you cau never tell i$s value until it is passed. 
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All iM PI Av most authors, artists, and actors, would do well to remember tb^ 

Dear Me. PoisrcH, adnoe, and act upon it. ^ ^ ^ ^ „ 

This year has been a great one for America in London. The rr* >» i*, •, 

Exhibition in West Kensington, with its Wild West [Show, has wonld be a good headmg 

attracted its thousands, and at this ^ i7 ^^®^^rical and entertamment article in 

moment two dramas (both from the ^ Patent this. ^ 

United States) are very popular in DrrrT^^ v j i . i . * ' 

the Strand and Oxford Street, A ''' recovered his high spirits. The temperature has 

few nights ago, anxious to save you ^ Soisthedinnerheur,- 

the trouble of filling a stall with your V ' ~ •jdkuW ' z',- wnich M. our lan^ord, kindly permits us to have at the 

customary urbanity and critical o^ooptional and un-Royat-like hour of . 7*30. At dinner he is con- 

acumen (to say nothing of your . * .. vivial. Madame Metteebeto and her two daughters are discussing 

august person and opera -glasses), I Cousin is deeply interested in listening to Madame 

visited me Princess’s, to assist at a on Wage’ee. The young Ladies are thorough 

performance of The Shadows of a ^ Wagnerites. La Contessa is unable to get a word in about Shak- 

Great City. It was really a most speaeb and S^vini, and her daughter, who, in a quiet tone and 

amusing piece, written by Jeeeeesok, deliberate manner, announces herself as belonging to 

the Hip Van Winkle of our youth, ^ i^e-everythmg-easy Society,^’ is not at this particular 

who you will remember was wont in < moment mterested in anything except the menu^ which she is lazily 

years gone by to drink to the he^th . ■ ^ I v soratimsing through her long-handled pince-nez. 

of ourselves and our wives and our • ' v Mrs. Lindeelih,^ having succumbed to the usual first attack of 

families at the Adelphi, The City ■^^7?'. depressmn, is leaning back in her chair, smelling salts and 

was Kew York, and the most sub- nodding assent to the Wagnerice theories, with which she entirely 

stantial of the Shadows^ Mr. J, H. Kor my own part, I am neutral ; but as the Metteebeites 

Baenes, a gentleman who might be pother being a magnificent pianist, and 

aptly described as one of the r?® eldest daughter a composer.—I am really interested in hearing all 






tTt -t^ — axiu. «jjii(CH/auuLin.eni; aruicie in 

Mr. Hunch! s pages. Patent this. 

Puller has recovered his high spirits. The temperature has 
cha,nged: waters are agreeing with him. Soisthedinnerheur,- 

which M. Hall, our landlord, kindly permits us to have at the 
epeptional and un-Royat-like hour of. 7*30. At dinner he is con- 
vivial. Madame METTEEBEinsr and her two daughters are discussing 
music. Cousin Jahe is deeply interested in listening to Madame 
MTTEEBEUir on Wage-ee. The young Ladies are thorough 
Wagnerites. La Contessa is unable to get a word in about Shak- 
SPEAEB and S^yiNi, and her daughter, who, in a quiet tone and 
deliberate manner, announces herself as belonging to 
the T^e-everythmg-easy Society, is not at this particular 
moment mterested in anything except the menu, which she is lazily 
scratimsmg through her long-handled pince-nez, 

Mrs. Dindeelih^ having succumbed to the usual first attack of 
xloyat depressmn, is leaning back in her chair, smelling salts and 
nodding assent to the Wagnerice theories, with which she entirely 
agrees, r or my own part, I am neutral ; but as the Mbtteebeites 
are thorough musicians,- the mother being a magnificent pianist, and 
the eldest daughter a composer.— I am redly interests din hearing dl 


aptly described as one of the ^ a composer,— i am really interested in hearing dl 

“ heaviest ” of our light comedians. He played a fine-hearted sailor to say on the subject. Our bias is, temporarily, decidedly 

with an earnestness of purpose that carried all before it. I cannot* Jane, who is really iniavour.Qf_** tune,’^ 

conscientiously say that he gave me the idea that he was exactly • it, —being specially fond of BELimi and Donizetti, 

fitted to take command of the Channel Eleet, but after seeing him I ^s^ie^tihc musical society has not the courage of' her opinions, 

retained the impression that he would have felt entirely at home on . ® conversation travels to executants, and we 


of a Drury Lane melodrama, was also in the cast, and so was Miss the or to the other as dwelling on -an upper note 

Ciceit Richards, the Belinda of Our Boys. Then there was Miss L fi^®®^ existence, says Puller, gradually coming up, as 
Mary Roeke, a most sympathetic heroine, and several other excel- to the suriace to open his mouth for breath, — ^whereat Cousin 

leid performers, whose names, however, were less familiar to me. smiles, and Miss Casanova lazily nods approbation of the 

> The play, admirably mounted with capital scenery, recalled a J* t ignore Puller, putting him aside as not 

I number of pleasant memories. Here was arsuggestion, oi The Ticket goes again), we generally agree 

' ^ from The Colleen Bawn, and yonder ^®®^ London for sW 

! ideas from The Long Strike m^Arrah-na- Pogue. There is nothing Santl^ is stfil unequalled as a baritone ; that there is no 

I jew under the sun, and The Shadows of a Great City is no exception Mephstopheles like Pauee ; that M. Maurel 

to the rule. However, it is a thoroughly exciting play, full of murder thehnest representative of Don Giovanni ; thatMiss Arnold- 

and mirth, wrong-doing and waggery, startling incidents, and side- that Albani is unrivalled; that Marie 

splitting comicalities. It was certainly greatly enjoyed, when I saw ™ j ^ Cannen; and that it is a pity that 

; It, by the audience, who cheered Mr. Barnes and Miss Roeke to the ® demands are so exorbitant ; and having exhausted the list 
; echo, and hissed all their enemies to their heart’s content, as a ^ artists,— Madame and her daughters holding that certain 

i reward for the most effectively-simulated villany. ijermans, mth whose names we, unfortunately for us, are not even 

. ,_yery soon all the Theatres will be busy with the Autumn-cum- superior to any French or Italian singers that 

I Wmter Season. The first on the List is Drury Lane, which, reserv- ??? n® V.T®^® ®^®?f the conversation, of which 

ling Payne for the Pantomime at Christmas, opens in September with Casanova takes advantage, and extending her right 

• Pleasure. Alwavs vours sineerelv. ^®Ptei*iDerwim i^^nd, which movement sharply jingles her bracelets, and sn afif. 




Always yours sincerely, 

One who has Gone to Pieces. 


, j r, V J “Ai-uagc, auu. oii/ttuumg uer rignu 

hand, which movement sharply jingles her bracelets, and so. as it 
were, sonnds a bell to call us to attention, outs in quickly with an 

Yik ^ ’understand music as you do. I 

know what I like — ( Hear! hear!” sotto voce from Pdiliik, 
coming up agaan to the surface, which draws a languidly approving 
mehnaiaon ot the he^ from Miss Casanova, and a smile, depr^ 

eatincs thA mtArmnfiATs t., \ * tt -i t 


S A TjTTHT?TTT1?'S a "RP a T1 commg up again to tne surface, which draws a languidly approving 

oALUDXiiiiLb ABROAD, mchnatm ot the head from Miss Casanova, and a smile, depre- 

Still at Boyat.' Motel Continental. — Aproposoi Puller “ airino- the interuption, from Cousin Jane). — “and I must say,” 

Mexterbrun Something delighfult! 


I him the other day at dinner. Puller had been instruct in ^ ^ <^^® ^®st Operas by the 

; some French idioms until Madame Metterbrun set him right in his included,” and down comes her hand on 

: pronunciation.^ He owned that he had made a sHp ‘‘ fut ’’ savl wwt’ ^^®;®®l®t®iinging down the curtain on the first act. 
he, wagging his head and pulling up his wristbands with the air of ^®®^ mailed gauntlet has been 

;a man thoroughly well satisfied with Mmself generally, “but I MnfW?” 

think you 11 allow that I can speak French better than most English- staU^atth^OnAra^^^^^ ^11® Casanova, who loves a 

men, eh ? ” ^ tne Opera. She fears that her mother s energetic declaration 

Madame Metteebeun doesn’t exactly know what to sav hut Mi^s herself helplessly. 

LomsA comes to the rescue. “0 Mr. Puller”— he is^reauentlv „ P^®P®'J‘^8-^®.f ®®®^®^® jijsic aud the drama, and am getting 
at their house in London, and they know Mm intimately—** I always ^ f®^®^®® be troubled waters, as 

say to Mamma, when we’re abrohd, that I do like to hear you^alk t® ? their feathers and ftap 

French —Puller srnirks and thinks to himself that tMs is a girl of out^n^xnlanaW^]^^^ ^®^} forward, and stretching 

^ sbegoes on quietly, and aU the table, 


MV V4. AAUAuc. xLcr Home is ijonaon. i tinnk A*uller won’t ask ^ ^ raix oi your 

Miss Louisa for an opinion on his French accent again in a hurry GIayare]^s, and Pattis, but, for 

* ^ * ♦ ^gmma^nurry. and acting Yes,” he repeats 

I have jnatbem reading TictoeHtoo’sCWFmcs. Admirable! gaimtlet’‘‘SAivrai^*Mt?n^+ Connteas’s 

Fwte tfe louts Philippe ! What a nitifal storv Then bineemnf ^ “ with Aethttb Eobeets.” 

marvellously told, and the whole point of the nSrative eiven in two and works furiously. The steam is 

lines, of what became of the brain of Talleyrand GrauMcallvwritfPTi Metteoruns open their eyes, and regard one 

is his visit to Thiers on behalf of Rocheeort. Says Thiers to him ^ know who Arthur Roberts is, 

iSfar’fc, iMZ’S’SftZS.” 
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“ Music-Hall hx-tiste ! returns Ptjixer, empliasismff tlie second 
syllable, whick to his mind expresses a great deal, ana makes all 
tne difference, “ How, Miladi,” he goes on, imitating the manner 
of one of his own favourite counsel, engaged by Puller & Co., con- 
ducting a cross-examination, ** Have you ever seen him? ” 

‘‘Yes,” she replies, shrugging her shoulders, “once. And,” she 
adds, making the bracelets jingle again, as with a tragedy queen’s 
action of the right arm she sweeps away into space whole realms of 
Music Halls and comic singers, “ that was quite enough.” 

“Didn’t he make you laugh?” continues Puller, still in the 
character of a stern cross- examiner. 

“Laugh!” almost shrieks the Countess, extending her hands so 
suddenly that I have only time to throw myself back to avoid a 
sharp taj) on the head from her fan. “ Heavens ! not a bit ! not the 
least bit in the world! He made me sad! I saw the people in the 
stalls laughing, and I said,”— here she appeals with both hands to 
the majority of sensible people at large-still at large— “‘Am I 
stupid ? am I dull ? Do I not understand ? ’ ” 

“0 Mother!” expostulates her daughter, in her most languid 
manner, “ he was funny ! ” 

“ Funny ! ” ejaculates the Countess, tossing her head. 

“ I ^d rather see Arthur Roberts than Saltdti,” says Puller, 
waggishly, but with conviction. 

“ I think I would, for choice,” says M[iss Casanova, meditatively, 
but seeing the Countess’s horrified expression of countenance, she 
takes care to add more languidly than ever, as if taking the smallest 
part in an argument were really too exhausting, “ but then, you 
know, I really don’t understand tragedy, and I love a laugh.” 

“ Prefers Arthur Roberts to Saxvihi!” exclaims the Countess, 
and throws np her hands and eyes to the ceiling as if imploring 
Heaven not to visit on her the awful heresy of her child. 

Here I interpose. Salyini, I say, is a' great Artiste^ no doubt of 
it, a marvellous Tragedian; and Artbto'R Roberts is not, in the true 
dramatic sense of the word, a genuine Comedian ; but he is, in 
another sense a true Comedian, though of the Music-Hall sehooL 

“What a school!” murmurs the Countess, and with a pained 
expression of countenance as though she were suffering agonies. 

The Mettebbruns see the difference. Madame remembers a fat 
comic man in Berlin, at some garden, who used to wear a big hat 
and carry a large pipe, and make her laugh very much when she 
was a girl. Certainly, in his way, he was an artist. Is this Arthur 
Roberts anything like Max Splutterwessel ? At this point, as we ' 
have finished coffee, and the Countess finds the room hot, I propose 
adjourning the debate to the Restaurant in the garden, as we are 
too late for the hand at the Casino Sarnie. 

The party is broken np in order to walk down to our rendezvous. 

Puller, whose idea of making things pleasant, and, as be expresses 
it, “ sweetening everyone all round,” is to order “ drinks ” for every- 
body, insists upon the party taking “ he loves 

saying this word— at his expense. The Coimtess at first objects, as 
also does Madame Metterbhun ; but, on Puller’s explaining that 
he belongs to “ The Two-with-you Society,” they accept this expla- 
nation as utterly unintelligible but perfectly satisfactory ; and so, 
accepting Puller’s alfresco hospitality, we form a cheerful group 
round two tables put together for our accommodation. Puller’s 
hospitality has taken the form of grenadines, chartreuses, and 
“ sherry- gobblers,”— he loves this word too, — ^for us all round, and 
he has ordered for himself a strange mixture, which perfumes 
the night air as if some nauseous draught had been brought out 
of a chemist’s shop, and which looks like green stagnant water in 
a big glass. It is called by Puller, with great glee, an “ Absinthe 
gummy.” 

Anything nastier to look at or to smell I am not acquainted with 
in the way of drinks. However, he is onr host, and I have a 
grenadine before me of his ordering, and between my lips an excellent 
cigar which is his gift. I can only say mildly, “It looks nasty ;” 
and Cousin Jane expresses herself to the same effect, remarking 
i also as she looks significantly towards me, that it is late, and that I 
am not keeping Royat hours. I promise to come away in ten 
minutes. Puller is in the highest possible spirits : surrounded by 
this company, aU drinking his drinks, he as it were takes the chair 
and presides. He knocks on the table, which brings the waiter, to 
whom he says, holding up a couple of fingers “ Two with you,”— 
whereat the waiter only smiles upon the eccentric Englishman, shakes 
his head, and wisely retires. 

“ Ah, MiLadi,” says Puller, “ you must take a course of Roberts. 
He’s a rum ’un.” Then he sings, “ He’s all right when you know 
him, but you’ve got to hear him. fust f 

His guests pohtely smile, all except the Countess. I preserve a 
discreet silence. Taking this on the whole for encouragement, 
PuiLER commences the song from which he has already quoted the 
chorus. What the words are I do not catch, hut as Puller re- 
produces to the life the style and manner of a London Musio-HaH 
singer, and cocks his hat on one side, it is no wonder that the French 
people at the other table turn towards us in amazement. 

“For goodness sake, Mr. Puller!” cries the Countess, rising 


from her chair in consternation. Jane also rises, Miss Casanova is 
laughing nervousl:^. The Metterbruns look utterly astonished. I 
feel I must stop this at once. 

“My dear fellow,” I say, magisterially, “^rou really mustn’t do 
this sort of thing” — ^he is breaking out again with ‘‘ 0 wJiat a 
surprise / ” — ^bnt I get np from my seat to reprove him gravely. 
“ Yon would not do this if you were in a London Restanrant.” 

“Ho,” he replies, not in the least offended — “that’s the lark of 
it. I belong^ to ‘ The Out-for-a-lark-and-Two-with-you-Society.’ 
Don’t you miad me,” he adds ; then turning with a pleasant wink 
to the ladies, who have been putting on their wraps and mantles, 
and are preparing to leave, he sings again, — 

‘‘ I ’m all right when you know me — 

But ^ ’ 

We leave him to finish the song by himself, 

^ And to tbinlr that my friend Puller, with Ms hat cocked on one 
side, a big cigar in Ms mouth, a tumbler of “ absinthe gummy” 
before Mm, a rakish expression in his eye, is the same Puller to 
whom, as partner in the firm of Horler, Puller, Bae^ AlNB 
Datville, Solicitors, I would trust my dearest interests in any 
matter of property, of character, even of life itself ! The strange 
story of and Jehyll is no fiction, after aH, 


WHITMAN IN LONDON. 

{Adapted from the American.) 

Oh, site of Coldhath Fields Prison ! ^ 

Oh, eight and three-quarter acres of potential Park for the plebs ! 

I gaze at you; I, Walt, gaze at you 
through cracks in the black hoard- 

Thoug&the belmeted bine-coated Bobby 
dSlates to me on the adyantages of 
moving on. 

I marvel at the stupidity of Authorities 
everywhere. 

I stand and inhale a playground which 
in a week or two will be turned into 
a Post Office by Grovernment orders! 
Instead of plants growing here, bricks 
will be planted. 

Instead of girlhood, boyhood playing 
here, cash will be counted, stamps 
will be affixed (savagely) by the 
public, and letters weighed when 
the young women have time, and 
also inclination, to do so. 

I, from the wild Western Continent, 
wilder myself, weep for this Park 
soon to be devoured, 

I am a buck -jumper: I buck 
at it. 

I am like the G-iant Cowboy: only I am not gigantic, and I am 
cowed by it. 

Oh, northerly end of Farringdon Street! Oh, Coldhath Fields 
Square ! Oh, dwellers in all the adjacent slums and rookeries, 
redolent of old clothes’ shops, swarthy Italian organ-grinders, 
and the superannuated herring. 

Are you going to see another House of Correction— a Postal one — 
buflt where the old one stood ? 

If so,’ it is I who correct you: I, who am so correct myself ! 



A Salt and Battery. 


And you, too, Clerkenwell Gaol I 

What are the dodrotted Authorities going to do with you f 

Eh ? Clear you away, and build a Board School there ? 

But why build anything ? , n . 

Clerkenwell is mine : I am <z propos of Clerkenwell : CieikenweH is 
d propos of me. 

Morally, if not legally, it is mine ; morally it is yours as well, you 
wizened, pallid, bine-nosed, dnnderheaded Metropolitan 
Citizen !J 

In tMs jungle of houses, what is wanted is fresh air. 

Everyone of you toilers should be given the real “Freedom of the 
City,” by having free spaces bestowed on you. 

It is better to learn how to expand the limbs, and play rounders, and 
leap over the frog, and fiy kites. 

Than to acquire in a school-room elementary education, consisting of 
algebra and Assyrian hieroglyphics, spelling, Greek, Italian, 
and advanced trigonometry, 

Allons. then! JEsperanzal Adso cui lono! Go to your Home 
Secretary, your Postmaster in General, and tell them that no 
Post Office or School shaE be buEt on tbis spot, 

Because I, Walt, hailing hoarsely from Manhattan, have spotted it. 

And Funch, the lustrous camerado, the ineffable dispensator, will 
spot it too I 



sm. ^ COMPENSATION. 

a WB l^E MaUBT ! - » JABIINO. rosr think what nick ZTnsblfish ffHAiroOHUDEBN YOH'U. HATH, 


JUPITEE TONANS ! 

^ tlmnderbolt, Joref” in- 

quired Ganymede.— Ja;i(wj in Secwen, 

Modern Jupiter loquitur : 

one, and bronght at need I 
Tnat B-if-e 18 a ready Gunymede. 

^ yet— ah, well, upon my soul, 
function is the Thunderer's r 6 le. 
lls vastly fine, of wurse; if fate would smile 
^ancy that the Cloud-Compeller’s style * 

I love; 


Prometheus “popping up again” • 

With DemogOTgon lurking dolnV“wr ’ 
Disguised M Demos, with its muffled, low, 
But mffl&^dmoM slowly-swelling voice, 
u“ Olympian power rejoice ? 

I ^p bolt ; I cannot well refuse it ; 
But— I half hope I may not have to use it ' 


sweetly; justtbe line I love; 
appi^e of a Jove. 

^t SmxiET s dwmd Demogorgon’s self, 

obstinate Prometheus, did not play 
fech ^schief as the partes do to-day, 

j^^o wouldbeagod 
When force forsakes his bolt, andfearhis nod? 

B^iSfii’®* s® I’olt forged ready to my band, 
1 **jf obedient to command, 

Would I were 

Hold my new-found seafsecure, 

^thont a th^ht of Saturn, or that Hour 
^ich sets a term e’en to Olympian pow’r. 
But what if tte a boomerang, it fly 
Back to my hand, or, worse, into mine eye ? 
Ah, Oanymede, Jupiter Tonans seems 
A splendid part, lu young ambition’s dreams 
But, Ganymede, who woSld aspire. 1 woS 

w-th 5 ^°i!i® ’® sf raid to thn^er ? ’ 

With doubte about the haudling of mv bolt 

“ Half-vefl^S- 

With hostile Titans mustering on the plat". 


"HOMES IN THE HILLS.-" 

’ ifW'® a^nce of skilled nursing in the British 
mtary Hospital in India having long been fS 

’ of bravf thsleedlfss sacrifice 

t ’tal'iable hves, the Secretary of 
State has sanction^ the employment of Lady 
fc" hospitals. The (^>Temment of 

the whole cost in connection with 

Q;S.r^V as ^stomhve resorts for the Kursine 

tkeir arduous duties in sucli a climate as that nf 
the plains of India. The mone^eqfflrfd f^hif 
purpose the Government consider 

w nf “^,?uual8 mterested in the wel- 

lare of the British Soldier in India ** 

<‘Ho!nefintorHins»T,s“*t"“*’““* 

London ; and by lady Boberts hJrs^.]* ^ 

To nurse our stricken Soldiers I Nohler task 
Sisters Mk ? ’ 


Sb/,1T +1''®*"^?!®® ^ ®,°®^6 save, 
Shamg the tribute rendered by the brave 
To PlOBENCE Nighiinoaie. 

Her sex’s strong and sweet exemplar, she 
^ *He orient sea 

To NoeaRobekts,” as a kindred heart 
^rwh™ -A-ndweathoL 

^ romu ®®^^®'® watoh, and 

, Shall we not do onr part ? 

’ that in that huming land, 

, ror lack of minist^ from woman’s hand, 

*^^“*^* Hoys have sunk 

Tolnl W^i^ ^®®5 ^”®“» Sisters now, 

Hp® 2.nd ease pain-fevered brow 
WiU seek onr Soldiers’ side. ’ 

But who sMl nurse the irrirses ? When the 
Strain 

Of ministry on India’s torrid plain 

” T®11* ^® that, long-neglected, 

*^T**^’ ^®»ltH-resorts whereto to 

For rest restorative, the soldiers’ 

Homes in the cooler hills. ’ 

PV these the Lady of onr gallant Chief 

brought Cankahar 

Honoured 

iianis 

tbf *® spnpathy and aid. 

-Pt^ncA is not afraid 
J Aaf plea wxU miss its aim 1 





" HA. 1— A POWERFUL WEAPON !— HOPE I MAYN’T HATE TO USE IT 1 1 ” 
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HOLIDAY HINTS. 

{From Orowd&d-out Correspondemts.) 

Sir,— The plan of your Correspondeiit, “ADoubtetjl Sahor ” wKo 
alleges that he avoids^ sea-sickness hy drinking two hottles of 
Champagne before starting, and then goes on board accompanied by 
his Family Doctor, who administers alternately nitrous oxide gas and 
ginger beer to him every ten minutes till the passage is over, though, 
no doubt an efficacious preventive, strikes me as less simple than the 
means I invariably employ to secure a comfortable crossi^. They 
are easily available, and are as follows. Before I start I provide 
myself with a six-foot mattrass, several yards of rope, and four screw- 
hooks, which, the moment I enter the cabin, I proceed with a large 
gimlet to fasten to the ceiling, and, before the Steward or passengers 
have had time to protest, I have rigged myself up a capital swinging 
bed in the very centre of the vessel. To jump in, occupy it, and keep 
officials at bay with an umbrella, only needs a little nerve and 
practice, and when once fairly out of port, specially i£ if be rough, 
one is not very easily dislodged. In the course of thirteen passages* 

I have only been overturned eleven times, in nine of which I was cut 
down by order of the Captain; and though on several occasions, 
through clinging to the swinging-lamp. I brought it down in the 
struggle, and had to pay for the damage, I can confidently recom- 
mend any one who has a horror of the Channel crossing, and does 
not mind a brisk physical encounter with three Stewards, the First 
Mate, and half the crew of one of the Folkestone and Boulogne boats, 
to follow my example. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

Abait the Funnel. 

Sir,““ One who Hasn^t Yet Done It,” wants to know how, 
travelling with only one ticket, he can secure an entire third-class' 
compartment for the whole journey to himself. I will tell him. Let 
him install himself in his quarters taking with him five fall life-sized 
lay-figures dressed in old great-coats with hats pulled down over 
their ears and eyes, and let him arrange these picturesquely about 
the carriage in attitudes indicative of the suffering of much internal 
torture. Then let him stand at the window with a genial and good- 
humoured expression on his face, and pointing over his shoulder to the 
scene behind him, explain briefiy to any passengers who are thinking 
of entering, that he is traveUing with * ‘ five aged uncles in the last 
stage of delirium from a contagious and infectious fever,” and he 
wili find they will instantly desist from their efforts and hurry to 
another portion of the train. To carry out this little ruse successfully 
it may be sometimes necessary to wink at the tieket-ooUector and 
give him threepence, but this does not follow as a matter of course. 
The plan will he found to work "excellently on comparatively short 
excursions to the sea-side, during which people sent in search of health 
are necessarily anxious to avoid anything approaching to the risk of 
contagion. For longer distances, such as a journey to the North for 
instance, there is nothing like travelling with an Indian Chief, and 
if possible, with a hy sena. The appearance of the former in gleaming 
paint and feathers brandishing a tomahawk and uttering wild war- 
whoops at every station, will he sure to prevent the intrusion of 
women with babies, while even a country farmer, on seeing the 
hysena emerge from under the seat, and on your remarking smilmgly, 
“ He isn’t muzzled, hut I don’t think he’ll bite,” will be likely to 
select some other compartment. I have travelled from Fing’s Cross 
to Inverness several times under the above conditions, and except on 
one occasion at Perth, where the hysena got loose and eat thirteen 
half-crown breakfasts, for which I had to pay, and on one other at 
Edinburgh, when the Indian Chief scalped a ticket-collector by mis- 
take, I have never met with any sort of contretemps^ but enjoyed 
the journey in comfort, and kept the carriage the whole way entirely 
to myself. At this season of the year when so many who are off “ for 
the grouse,” think twice before putting their hands into their 
pockets for the exorbitant fare of a journey first-class, my method of 
securing all its comfort at half the^ cost, may possibly find some 
votaries willing to profit by my experience. Such as it is, it is thus 
freely placed at_.their disposal. 

By yours inventively, 

There''ani) Back. 

SiBj—Your Correspondent, a Stieled Invalid,” wa.nts to know 
how, in these days of ill-drained and ill-ventfiated lodgings, he can 
secure a breath of fresh sea-air without the risk of being prostrated 
by a local fever, or poisoned by sewer gas. His course is simple 
enough. He has only to do as I have done. Let him get a furniture- 
van (ff he is a married man with a family, he will want more— I 
have five), and hire a traction-engine to drag him to some well- 
known watering-place, and deposit him on the Pier. I have tried 
the experiment, as yet, with evky prospect of success. Here am I, 
with my five vans, well installed at the end of the Pier of well- 
known f ashionahlehealth resort, theband playing twice a day, with the 
fresh air blowing all about me, and the sea surrounding me on every 
side. We managed to get on when the man who takes the tickets 


was away haviiig Ms dinner. The situation is quite delightful, and 
but for the fact that all the local Authorities have commenced pro- 
ceedings against me, and that there was a slight riot last night 
during an ineffectual attempt made by six-and-thirty cart-horses to 
move me on to the Marine Parade, I have every reason to be satisfied 
with the result of my experiment. 1 am living rent free, and, beyond 
the cost of a family ticket for the Pier, which, though it is disputed 
by the Committee, I insist gives me a right to have my vans on as 
well, have, as yet, been put to no expense whatever. There was a 
report that the Local Fire Brigade had resolved, in the event of my not 
moving off, to force me to do so hy “ pumping ” me out, hut I am loth 
to believe this. Meantime we are having some excellent fishing with 
a lawn-tennis net. The traction-engine is to call for me in a month. 
Strongly recommending my “Plan of Campaign” to a “Stifled 
Invalid,” I heg to subscribe myself, your obedient servant, 

No Land Lubber. 



Through Booking, First-Class 
and otherwise. 


THE NOVEL-READER^S VADE MECUM. 

Question* I believe yon are a very rapid reader of fiction ? 

Answer* Certainly. My average rate is three and a half volumes 
. . . ^ a day. This gives me plenty of time 

. for meals, sleep and skipping. 

Q. Do yon skip a great deal ? 

\ A* A. very great deal. For instance, 
I have skipped about two-thirds of Isa^ 
|j;| by the Editor of the North-Uastern 
Daily Gazette^ in spite of it being only 
in a couple of volumes, and containing 
for an introduction the following rather 
lengthy sentence “ If the devil were 
in a laughing mood, what could seem 
more grimly humorous to him. thau the 
vision of a fair young spirit striving 
consciously after ethereal perfection, 
but overweighted unconsciously hy the bonds and fetters of human 
infirmity and passion, and dragged at last headlong down the 
abysmal descent to perdition ? ” “Abysmal ” is good— very good. 

Q. Well, and what of tbe book itself? 

A* Chielly horrors. Nightmare after a pork-chop supper I fancy. 
Nelly Jocelyn ( Widow) ^ is a welcome contrast. One of the best things 
Miss Jean Middlemass has done. The character of Paul Cazalet 
capitally drawn and foreign local colouring admirable. 

Q. What do you think of His Own Enemy ? 

AL. Fancy the title somehow must refer to the Author. Clerical 
sketches full of unconscious humour. Two volumes hut very big 
ones. Quite a relief to get to ^ False by Hawlet Smart, 

which is most entertaining. But in this case the name of the Author 
is a safe guarantee for something worth reading. 

Q. What do you think of A Modern Circe f 

A* I fancy it is not quite so good as Molly Proton, by the same 
Author. 

Q. What do you know of Molly Proton f 

A* Nothing — I have not read it. 

Q. What have you to say about Scamp 9 

A* That it is by the Author of The Silent Shadow, which I fancy 
must be the sequel of another novel called The Garrulous Ghost* 
In the &st chapter the heroine Scamp, (a young lady) is discovered 
up a tree from which coign of vantage she throws a yellow-paper- 
eovered novel at the gardener’s head. 

Q. The first chapter then must be vastly entertaining? 

A* Vastly. I am absolutely dying to read the chapters that follow 
it, and will— some day. 

Q* What is Prother or Lover about ? A* 1 don’t know— do you ? 

Q. This is trifling ! Pray describe Out of Tune» 

A* Ought to have beeu called Out of Paganini— ioimdQd. upon 
that distinguished fiddler’s life, although (as the Author says) “it is 
necessarily speculative as to its details.” 

Q* Have yon read In the King's Service f 

A* Some of it. Fancy it deals with the Peninsular War. 

Q* How about Jill and Jack f 

A* Book I imagine written before the title. Bather hard work to 
get up the hill which ends with the last chapter. 

Q, What is Hidden in my Heart f 

A* Seemingly the words which finish the third volume, “ It is two 
years now since Hubert died, and to-morrow is my second wedding- 
day.” 

Q* Is this the first novel that the Authoress has written ? 

A* Oh dear no. She has also published Out of Eden, Quite True, 
and a hook which apparently ref ers to the late-in-life “finishing” 
of an nneduoated ecclesiastic called The Vicar’s Governess* 

Q* Don’t you think that you are rather hard upon the novelists ? 

A* I hope not. I am sure I owe them a deep, deep debt of 
gratitude. 

Q* How so ? A^ Without them I should be aMotim to insomnia. 
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THE WHISTLING EELIEE. 

{A Song for tTie Sleepy,) 

“ Baron H. db Worms informed Mr. Lat^^son, 
that the Board of Trade had communicated with 
some of the Railway Companies as to the nuisance 
caused to the inhabitants of the Metropolis by the 
constant use of railway whistles at night, and the 
Board were assured that every effort would be 
made to reduce the nuisance.*' — Farliamentary 
Report, 

Aie— The Whistlm* Thief,'" 

When one is tired or ill, 

And fain asleep would be, 

A whistle loud and shrill 
Oft brings the “big, big D.” 

“Db Worms,” young Lawson said, 

“ This whistling is a bore.” 

“All right,” says the Baron; “don’t you 
be afraid. 

They ’ll whistle at night no more.” 

“ I Ve lived a long time, Baron,” 

Says Punchy “in the world, my dear, 

But of a nuisance settled at once, 

I never yet did hear. 

Tet if you ’ll lessen nocturnal shines, 

And let us sleep or think. 

Your jolly good health all the commonwealth 
In a bumper deep will drink.” 


Eccentric Conduct oe a Journalist 
ON THE Spree. — The Editor of the Berlin 
Pcho has offered a prize for the best Poem 
in praise of the Mother- in-Law. This 
singular demand proves that the gentleman 
cannot be married. 



A REMINISCENCE OF THE VERY DRY WEATHER. 

"Tot-t-t-t. ’Gettino -vrERT SERiotrs, e’know! Ip this 
Drought continues, I don't know what we *' 

here,— can't you turn on some Whiskey in the service 1 My dear 
Fellow, it would infallibly prevent Waste i " 


THE ELY AND THE EARMEES. 

it The Hessian Fly is causing great alarm amongst 
tne agncuiturists. Its extinction is attracting the 
attention of the Faculty.”— 2)®% Taper, 

Row we number the Potato 
Beetle ’mong the scares gone by; 

^ ^ CTiss has 

1 " >5: / found its 

V / ^^7 to 

Hessian 

Lt^ 'i i jl’i' TTndederivatur 

^ ** Hessian” ? 

iPfamed from 
^ whence the 

Catching Perch with a Fly, §5^ had 

.. . .flown, 


mtSSf V ^ 

3 Si! 


Catching Perch with a Fly, had 

Under quite a wrong impression, * 

Ho such thing in Hesse ’s known, 

Ceddomyia destructor, 

(What long names have little things I ) 
Comes o’ er Ocean by conductor ; 

Straw, pestiferous, pupce, hringSt 
They turn, each, into a small gnat. 

Hot a blpw-iy, hottle-blue ; 

Ceddomyia, mlgb, gall-gnat, 

Oalls hotn growths and growers too. 


So the Farmers, full of trouble, 

Help imploring go about, 

They are told to burn the stubble ; 

Ho way else to stamp it out. I 

True the Chalets is reputed, ! 

On the GaU-gnat’s grub to feed ; 

But, for service to be suited, i 

How that parasite can they breed ? 

Yet there is a vermin-killer, 

Like to thin the dipterous pest, 

To the farmer and the miller, 

W hich instruction may suggest. 

What, may he, the question narrows, 1 
If they doubt they can but lary, 

Is, if let alone, the sparrows 
Might keep down the Hessian Ply, 

Bless his ’Art, — ^If there is anything in 
a name, the recently suggested appointment 
Q ^ffondt as TurlSsh Commissioner at 
^na ought to mean something. Certainly 
the si^ation is one demanding the exercise 
ot no htUe diplomatic art. But the question 
is» whemer the proposed Commissioner has 
got, as Bobert would put it, his art in the 
business. There ’s the point. 

A Pbeeit Keciee op Iish.— T he Biots at 
Ustend. 


CHAHGE OF NAME. 

Ip thus Penny Papers are freely allowed 
To ffing right and left their absurd 
imputations. 

To find a new name for tbe quill-driving 
crowd 

Will surely be one of our first obligations. 
The Penny- a- Liner for long has been 
knoTO 

As a genial gusher, a fiue phrase-refiner ; 
But now that he false and malignant has 
grown, 

We must call him “The Penny Maligner.” 

THE SIGH OP THE SEASON. 

Good-bye dinner, good-bye lunch, 
Good-bye turtle, good-bye punch, 

^|k Good-bye jambon 

soaked in cham., 
V Good-bye venison, 

cutlets lamb, 

‘RxllL ^cod-bye salmon, 

f-=-j smelts, and sole, 
WukA Good-bye Heidsi- 

i||i eck’s Monopole, 


Pilled at the Club. 


^ flock, 

sauterne, and 

Pilled at the Club. Good-bye all that 

^ , . makes me merry, 

Good-bye liqueurs, petite verre, 
Good-bye Sauce au Yin Madere, 
Good-bye all these joys of life. 
Good-bye fork, and good-bye knife, 
Good-bye all I take when out, 
Good-bye then this twinge of gout ! 

Worth N’otiok— There is this slightdifEer- 
ence between the conventional Yaidree and the 
average Home Ruler, that whilst the former 
swears ‘ ‘ by Gum,” the latter swears by G. 0. M, 

“Tct Story op a e:iss.”--U '' NoveV^ 
Reading,) — Hiss and tell I For shame I 
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THE LATE PARLIAMENTARY HARVEST. 

{Facsimile of SJcetch by Our Out’Of-Town Special.) 


ESSENCE OE PAELIAMBNT. 

EXTBACTED EBOK 

THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday August 22. — ^Peers at last face the 
inevitable. As records have shown there has been for week or two 
no work for them to do. Still, they have eased their tender con- 
sciences by assemblinj? to see Haisbuet take the Woolsack. (Always 
a pleasing spectacle. Innate grace of LoeB Chancelloe comes ont in 
every step and gesture.) To-night there was, as usual, nothing to 
do ; but Noble Lords really could not again mate believe that Nation 
could not get on without them. So stayed away, and for one night 
House of Lords abolished. 

In Commons at hour for commencing public business barely a 
quorum present. Both Front Bench and Treasury Bench vacant. 
&EOEGE Baleotje, always ready to throw himself into breach, took 
possession of seat of Leader of Opposition, and calmly gazed across 
table. Never should it be said as long as he had seat m House that 
Liberals were as sheep without a shepherd. Pew Members on back 
benches visibly brightened up at sight of veteran volunteer. 

Only a few questions, but unwonted difficulty in getting through 
them. Some cases the questioner not present. In others Minister 
addressed not yet arrived. McAethxte had question down pretty 
early in list. Speaebe called upon him. No response. Went on to 
next question, duarter of an hour later, all other questions run 


through. McAexhtje coming in put his question to Parliamentary 
Secretary for Foreign Affairs. Pbbgusson, who had also just 
arrived, supposing that MoAethdte had put question in due course, 
apologised to bim for not having been in Ms place ; whereat House 
laughed uproariously. Very grateful in these times for anytMng 
that looks like joke. 

P. Stanhope brought under notice of Home Secretary case of 
enterprising parish constable in North Hunts. P.O., a supporter of 
Her Majesty's G-ovemment, resented Liberal candidate presenting 
himself before constituency. Determined he should not be » heard. 
Brought down enormous rattle ; swung it about throughout candi- 
date's speech. Joseph Chillis pricked up his ears. What a notion 
tMs would be for adaptation to Parliamentary usage I Suppose he 
had rattle and swung it whilst Satjndeeson or J ohnston were 
speaking ? Will consult Speaxer as to how far this would be in 
order. Home Seceetaet declmed to be responsible for either parish 
constable or his rattle. 

Business done * — otes on Supply. 

Tuesday.— Lords sat ten minutes to-night. Home to dinner, with 
sense of deserving well of country. 

Commons at work again in S^ply. Considered Vote for Science 
and Art Department, South Kensington. Cavendish-Bentinck 
contributed one or two speeches of great interest. Thin attendance, 
and prevalent air of lassitude. But, whilst on legs, C.-B. riveted 
attention. Very indignant with neglect of Art in common life. Old 
Members accustomed to Right Hon. Oentleman’s little trick, of 
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which, he is sole repository. Bnt new Members tremble, and grow 
pale, as, when denonncing any person or practice, Right Hon. 
Gentleman mysteriously raises his hair till it stands on end.^ Once 
this phenomenon came about when he denounced certain weighing- 
machines, which, he said, had recently been put up at London 
railway stations. Tops of this machine, he said, were supported by 
two columns, one supposed to be Ionic, and the other Doric. 

As matter of fact,” said C.-B., his hair slowly uprising, “they’re 
neither one thing nor the other, but simply German ! ” 

As he spoke, fixed fiery eye on Home Seceetaby. Matthews, so 
accustomed to be badgered, and feeling his perfect innocence in this 
respect, shook his head. Phenomenon witnessed again when 
Bentixck: discovered that picture, bought at Christie’s for 120 
guineas, subsequently sold to National Gallery for 400. Hair rose in 
angry protest. 

Business done , — Thirteen Totes passed. 

Thursday , — Dreary wilderness of House of Commons blossomed 
to-night like a rose-garden. Yesterday, and for days before, empty 
benches and a fagged remnant wrestling with routine votes. To- 
night House crowded, and buzz of excitement filled chamber. Glad- 
stone going to move hostile Resolution on Government proposal to 
proclaim Land League. Every Member in town early in his place. 
Members from afar arrived post haste. Even Randolph, temporarily 
returns. Old Morality smiles ghastly smile of welcome, but knees 
tremble as he wonders what Randolph means to do. The O’ Gorman 
Mahon back again, Parnell having elected him for Carlow 
County. The old^ boy as young as ever, and full of reminiscences 
of his early Parliamentary career, which goes back immeasurable 
distance. 

“ Ah,” he said, looking at the Mace, “ there it is agin. I remimber 
well the afternoon— we always sat in the afternoon thin— when 
Cromwell came downj and said, ‘Take away that bauble, ye 
spalpeens,^ or I ’ll make it worse for ye.’ I was younger then, Toby 
me ohoy, indade quite a young man.” 

Old boy’s limp is, I fancy, getting better. He has suffered it for 
some years now. Seems that one day towards the close of last 
century Burke fiung dagger on fioor of — 

House by way of peroration. Weapon re- 
bounded, and struck The Mahon on the 
instep. If you step into the lavatory with 
him, he ’ll show you the scar. 

“ A mere thrifie, a mere thrifle, acushla! 

They were lively bhoys when I was in me 
proime.” 

Gladstone in fine form and excellent • 
voice. Honoured occasion by donning one f? 
of his biggest collars and a new necktie. ^ 

Curious iiroof of his persuasiveness how he 
gradually talked his necktie round till 
knot rested under left ear, Balfour 
squealed forth his disapprobation for up- 
wards of anhour. Rather a pitiful spectacle, 
the more so by reason of the contrast. 

“He should try to avoid immediately 
following Gladstone,” said Randolph, 
looking down contemptuously at his former 
friend. 

Best speeches after first, iongo inUrvallOy 
were Bradlaugh’s and Robertson’s, the 
Scotch Solicitor-General. Conservatives 
quite forgotten their old animosity to 
Member for Northampton. As for Par- 
nellites, cheer him madly as they do n -o x. 
Pa^bll. Certainly Bradlaugh has ac- 


tips of fingers. Turning to Ministerialists, who joined in applause 
he bowed gracefuUy. Clerks had — 

greatest difidculty in convoying him 
to Speaker’s Chair. Broke away 

from escort, and shook hands with S 

Old Morality. No joke when The 

Mahon shakes hands. Pumps away 

violently for several moments, as if 

ship were leaking, and all depended 

on him. Next got hold of Balfour, 

and avenged long woes of Ireland. 


A little movement of inte- ^ 

rest when PLartington rose ; Lord H-rt-ngt-n’s attitude towards 
hut happiest moment when Gl-dst-ne. 

bell rang, and Division actually at hand. Business done, — ^Procla- 
mation of Land League approved. 


Speeches in good style and full 


quired House of Commons’ manner. Speeches in good style and full teaching the 

of pomt, fishermen there how 

Q-uite a treat to hear such speech as Robertson’s from Treasury ^ make the most of 
Bench. Mem. for Markiss. Why not double his salary, and let him hauls, the 

speak from Matthews’s brief, and, above aU, from Balfour’s ? Times, as one ex- 
Business Debate on Proolamation of National League. need of j 

Friday.-^Ammioious old Warrior who has been Admiral afioat, those "toiSs^'of the . 

Generalissimo, ashore, and is now Member for Coimty Carlow, re^ Sea, very justly ob! A', 

to-ni^ht, and took oath. It was a moving scene, ’oid serves 

rather young-looking costume, light tweed, with ignorance of the art ^ 

wTv twenty might wear. of curing fish causes ' 

^ Flower, a judge of these things, them endless loss.” 

you look younger than ever in your new suit!” The ban of TTill nr — — - — ^ 

the TI® r *2 Curemaybeliazarded “ Putting the Carte before the Hoarse.” 

invoited; speeial seats in Abbey ; and, wbat ’smore?a good toXon owl’^too-HU fishermen sbonld be to kiUTand 

Ohe Mahon ’s advance to table to take oath a trinmDhal nroffress \ '’^hereby; of 

Members on both sides cheered like mad. The Colonel^stonnef half enrin^ nll%Sf+S*’f^ ®®'^® m® should be np to 

tvay, and, facing friends and Pantrymen, bw ffem a g f rom tKe of sisV ®«®l’l®-®^®®Pt-they are not bootmakeV 

" in no case be^ret^M^ao?*^enXvhM'Mo^pwi^®to*a Pictures of any desoriptioa, wUl 

ttMc will be no eacoption. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Enyblope, CoVer, or Wrapper. To thii ml# 


A SUMMER SOLILOOTY. 

By Jaqices Junior, 

A BEE, or not a bee ? That is the question. 

Whether ’twere better not to mind, and suffer 
The stings that every summer are our portion, 

Or take the trouble but to move an arm, 

And, by opposing, end them. It flies— it creeps. 

It creeps, perchance it stings ! Then comes the rub, 

When we have shuflBLed off our clothing. Soft, 

’Xwas but a bluebottle ! How sweet it is 
To lie like this i’ the sun, and think of nought 
Save how sweet ’tis to lie, and think of nought ; 

And that meseems to many wordy sages 
Were small refreshment in this windy time. 

How many are there who do cheat themselves, 

And with themselves the many, that they are 
The very vaward leaders of the fray, 

The lictors of the pomp of intellect. 

Whereas they are the merest driven spray, 

The running rabble heralding the march 
Impelled by what they herald 

Who ever glance behind to see which way 

Oh, my prophetiok soul ! my Aunt Eliza ! 

[He is stung ! 

IRISH NET PROFIT. 

In connection with the establishment, thanks chiefly to the 
munificence of Lady Burdett-Coutts and the Duke of Norfolk, at 
Baltimore (Cork) of * 

a New Industrial 
Fishery School to the 
end of teaching the 
fishermen there how 
to make the most of 
their hauls, the 
Times, as one ex- 
ample of the need of j 
that instruction for 
those toilers of the r 
Sea, very justly ob- 
serves that “their 
ignorance of the art ^ 
of curing fish causes 
them endless loss.” 

The hap of Kill or 
Curemay be hazarded “ Putting the Carte before the Hoarse.” 

practice of fishermen should he to kiUTand 
cure too-kiU first and cure afterwards. „ Sure, no Irishman can 

vli? ^ +1“® peasant sometimes when hisV? 

is poorly^ kills the animal, as he says, to save its life, whereby, of 

Fishermen should be up to 
curable— except— they are not bootmakers— 
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STRANGE ADVENTURES OF ASGENA LUKINGLASSE. 

(j5y Phil Uppes, Avihor of An Ont-ofLuck Young Man^* Jack and 
Jill went u/g the Mill,*^ The Bishop and his Grandmother d:c, 
Ascjena's JJ'aeea.xive, 

stor^ wMcli I have to tell is more than strange. It is so 
terrible, so incredible, so entirely contrary to all that any ordinary 
reader of the Zondon Journal or the “ penny dreadfnls ” has ever 
heard of, that even now I have some donbt in telling it. I happen, 
however, to know it is true, and so does my husband. My husband 
will come in presently with his narrative. There! that onght to 
make you curious. A very good commencement. 

My early life was uneventful. I was a foundling. I was left 
I with two old ladies (I fancy I may work them up some day into 
“character” sketches) by a perfect gentleman, who, after giving 
; them £200, went away the next morning to Yienna for ever. He 
left with these two old ladies a little wardrobe full of clotheSj but 
there was not a mark, nor so much as an initial, upon a single 
thing. They had all been cut out with a sha^ pair of scissors. 

This again ought to excite your curiosity. Bear it in mind. 
Mysterious parentage—no mother, no marks, and father gone to 
Yienna for ever. 

The two old ladies kept a school, in which I first was a scholar, 
then a teacher. There I remained until I was seventeen, when I 
■ was tall and strong for my age, and looked more like three or four 
and twenty. One day one of the old ladies said to me — 

“ How, my dear, I will tell you what we are going to do. We are 
going to sell the school, and buy a little cottage fat Bognor. It 
doesn’t face the sea, and just holds two. So, as we have considered 
you more or less our own daughter, we are going to kick you out. 

’ How don’t let’s talk any more about it to-day, but tell us to-morrow 
. at breakfast, like a dear good girl, that we are going to do what 
you wish.” 

“ I shall tell you to-morrow,” I answered, firmly. “I’ll pretend 
; to think the matter fover with all my might and main, until to- 
morrow morning, and then give you an answer as solemnly weighed, 
t and as carefully set out, as a Saturday afternoon essay.” 

: So I was kicked out. 

I became a governess in the household of Mrs. Cowstbeam. That 
household consisted of the master, whose manner was what old 
: ladies in Lincolnshire call “rampageous,” the children, who were, 

! beyond doubt, hopelessly duU, and the mistress, who was colourless, 
i nothing particularly happened save my dismissal (after receiving 
; a salary of about a thousand to twelve-hundred a year) within six 
I months. With about four-hundred pounds in hand I went to the 
Charing Cross Hotel. 

I feel I am a little plot-less. So far : foundling, old ladies at Bog- 
nor, aimless engagement by Mrs. Cowsiream and advertisement for 
the Charing Cross Hotel. AIL good in their way, but not ^uite 
enough, I want an incident. I have it. 

Having untold gold, I thought I would buy some gloves in the 
Tottenham Court Eoad. I entered an omnibus, was much struck by 
an old woman who sat next me, bought the gloves, was arrested as 
a thief for passing false money and saved from penal servitude for 
life by old woman. Come, there’s action for you! SbiU, I don’t 
know why it is, but we don’t seem to get much “ forrader. ”i 

The old woman hurried me about from place to place feeding me 
simply on grapes and bonbons. For some reason I was not allowed 
to know ^ere I was. I didn’t want to, and not caring a brass- 
farthing for the selfish "old ladies at Bognor, it mattered nothing to 
me whether they heard from me or not. After a time the old woman 
asked me to sign this with my blood. 

“In consideration of seven pounds a week, I agree to sell my 
dreams between sunset and sunrise, the payment ceasing on my 
death, and my dreams, if any, immediately becoming only, and 
unconditionally my own.” 

I broke out laughing and signed it. Then the old woman said : — 

“lam old enough to be your mother, and I am sure you know I 
feel kindly towards you, I am not entirely my own mistress— think 
well of me if you can.” 

Then placing by my side a little bottle of champagne, potted | 
meats, Devonshire cream, and dainty biscuits of various kinds, she 
.left me. The next day I was kicked out and carried in a carriage to 
DawHsL I had a nice little dinner — tender beefsteak, new 
potatoes, asparagas and spinach, a bottle of sound port and a ripe 
Stilton. After this, somehow or other, I had a restless night. I was 
tormented with strange dreams in which appeared a person whom I 
had never seen in my life. Certainly not that I can remember, ^ He 
was an old man wearing an immense opal on his right-hand little 
finger. I had never seen such an opal before. The dream was con- 
fused, I can only give these facts about it. 

Let ’s see how I am getting on. Mysterious parentage. School life. 
Old Woman in omnibus, ghastly-comical agreement, heavy dinner 
and consequent nightmare. Is that all ? Ho, I have forgotten the 
advertisement for the Charing Cross Hotel. All told, I can’t say 


that there is much in my story. Must get on. More heavy dinners, 
more nightmares. Went to Brighton. Saw Doctor who said, “ your 
nerves are out of order, you are sufiering from a malady called 
Incipient Detearia. What do you drink ? ” 

“ nothing but port, marascMno, and champagne.” 

“Quite right. Persevere. I am going away for a fortnight. 
Continue your diet, and, when I return, I will come and see you 
again. By that time your malady will haye reached an acute stage. 
By the way, do you ever eat?” 

“Hot as much as I drink. I sometimes have a plate of turtle 
soup, but ehiefiy as an excuse for a glass of punch.” 

“ Quite so. Good day.” 

After this, my dreams became more and more confused, and I 
grew g[uite ill. Then I met a gentleman at the tahle d^hote^ called 
Captain Charles. He was most kind, asked me on board his yacht, 
and, when we had got to Dieppe, said, — 

“ Miss Ascena, I think we both understand each other. I am 
afraid I have done very wrong in kidnapping you. Well, now, I am 
going to put a question to you, straight and fair. When the yacht 
slipped anchor at Brighton, I had a marriage-licence in our names, 
in a morocco case in my pocket, upon which any clergyman on the 
Continent is bound to act. It’s no Gretna-Green business, I can 
assure you.” 

“ I’ll talk about it this afternoon, if I am weU enough,” I said, 
holding on to a rope (it was very rough), and, feeling myself turning 
deadly pale, 

i “ Are you married already ? ” he asked, with a something like a 
choking in his mouth. 

“ Ho, no, no,” I cried. “ I like you very much.” 

I got out of the general embarrassment by fainting away until I 
found myself in the HoterEoyal, Dieppe. 

Again I pause to say that I fancy somehow I am making a mess of 
this story. To my list I have added an absolutely pomtless and 
superfiuous ease of kidnapping, which would be unpleasant were it 
not ridiculous. 

Well, the Doctor came, and said I was to have a large glass of port 
wine and a small glass of beef tea every ten minutes. This did me 
good. After a few hours of this treatment, feeling more communi- 
cative, I told Captain Charles all I have written here. I also 
explained to h im my diffilculty in carrying on my tale without a 
collalorateur* 

He stooped over me, kissed me gently on the forehead, and said— 

“Hever mind, dearest. I will send for a curious old man from 
Strasburg, and have myself a shot at the story. Two pens are better 
than one.” 

I could only wonder how it would all end, and,vaguely hope for 
the best. 

Captain Charles’ Harbative, 

My name is Albert Charles. I have a curious old friend who 
lives at Strasburg, called Outhouse. I am Charles, his friend. I 
wrote to Outhouse and told him Miss Lueinglassb’s story— of 
course, in unscientific language. He replied, it was deeply interest- 
ing, and he would come to me at once. He arrived, and immediately 
performed the old “drop of ink trick,” where, it will be remembered, 
a chap is made to describe what he sees in a little writing-fiuid. 

Then Outhouse turned to me with a strangely solemn face. 

“We have got our finger,” said hsj “ on the tarantula in his hole, 
the viper in his lair, the pieuvre in his cave. Such monsters should 
not be allowed to live.” 

I was bewildered. We made our way from Hewhaven to Chisle- 
hurst. We called upon the old man with the opal, of whom we had 
so often talked. He trembled. Outhouse seemed to swell to twice 
his natural height. Then the old chap with the opal appeared to 
wither under his gaze. Then he changed to all manner of colours, 
and literally exploded. He went ofi with a feeble bang, like a cheap 
firework. Hot waiting to pick up his pieces, we returned to Dieppe, 
collared the omnibus old woman (whom we found on the point of 
strangling Ascena), and got her sent to prison, where she very 
properly committed suicide to save us further embarrassment. After 
these preliminaries had been successfully accomplished, I am pleased 
to say that Asoena enjoyed peaceful dreams and sweet repose. 

There now ! I have cleared up things pretty well, and don’t think 
it bad for a first attempt. 

Ascena’s Narrative. 

I am married to Captain Charles, and Outhouse is to live with 
us for ever. This is pleasant. I am a little disappointed that cir- 
cumstances over which I have no control should prevent me from 
telling you why I was a !foundhng, what was done 'wdth my juvenile 
wardrobe, why my father never returned from Yienna, what on 
earth became of my dreams when I sold them to somebody or other 
for a pound a day — ^in fact, what it is all about. You will say 
that lam a fraud, a mistake, an unoonsidered trifie. You will be 
right. Mrs. Captain Charles is^ very stopid and commonplace. 
Alas I there has been a great falling off since the days of Ascena 
Luhinglasse ! 
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A PARVENU. 

(THE COillNa ABISTOCEACY OF MIND ) 


A TALE OE TEEEOE. 


Chambeblaut, or appraise the intriasic importance ^of 
Jesse, ‘ the Member for Three Acres aad a Cow ? ’ 

“Alas, no!” 

“Humph! You cannot possibly have been so foolish 
as to venture the brain-dizzying dangers of a course of 
the ‘ Thunderer’s ’ tempestuous Home-Eule leaders ? ” 
He had not, and intimated as much, mournfully. 
“Dear me ! Desperate man, do not say that you have 
been trying to analyse the authoritative ‘Analyses’ of 
this year’s County Cricketing, to test their apportion- 
ment of champion honours, or track out their distracting 
decimals to their last hidden lair ! ” 

“ Worse than that— far worse ! ” he moonily muttered. 
“You alarm me, rash man ! ” I cried. “ Can it pos- 
sibly be that from a comparison of the works of the 
(Sportmg) Prophets you have foolishly essayed to spot 
the winner of the coming St. Leger ? ” 

“No such luck,” said he, with a shudder. 

I drew near to him, and whispered low in his ear— 
“Have you— have you been seeking the meaning of 
the verses of some peer-poet in the Morning Tost ? ” 
“Would — would it were but that,” he groaned, pick- 
ing a single straw from the truss or so that stuck por- 
eupine-quill-wise in his tangled fell of hair, 

“I have it!” I cried, “You have an attack of 
veritable ‘ Whitmania,’ arising from a too long indul- 
gence in the intoxicating yet enervating flow of Swiu- 
burnian superlatives ? ” 

“ The deuce a bit of it,” he snapped, testily. 

I was growing impatient, and inclined “to give it up.” 
“ Oh ! this is worse than Argyll on Political Economy, 
or a Double Acrostic ! ” I grumbled, angrily, “ What in 
the name of Eleusis have you been up to ? ” 

Listen /” he whispered, placing his lips close to my 
ears ; ‘ ‘ listen, and marvel if you may ; aid me if you can. 
I have been trying^ by a comparison of the comments 
thereupon in the various party papers^ to understand the 
real significance of a Bye-Election ! ! ! ” 

“ Miserable man ! ” I gasped, “ that way indeed Mad- 
ness lies. Know you not that human imbecility in those 
identical comments reaches its absolutely * lowest deep ’ 
of abject folly and crazy inconsequence. Know you not 


that nothing— positively nothing in the whole historj^ of 
this crack-brained world— is so mad and so maddening 
as a Tory article on a bye-election won by a Liberal, or 
a Liberal article on a bye-election gained by a Tory? 
Know you not that in these dismally, delirious lucubra- 
tions, all the rules of arithmetic, all the laws of logic, all 
the palpable bearings of facts, all the obvious meanings 
of words, to say nothing of the dictates of veracity, and 
the impulse of fairness, are deliberately inverted, per- 
verted, played moral havoc and intellectual pitch-and- 
toss with ? Know you not that the gibberings of Bedlam 
are clear and continent sense compared with the argu- 
fyings of a ^arty-scribe ‘ explaining away ’ an opponent’s 
success, or pietimng an ally’s crushing defeat as a ‘ moral 
victory?’ Know you not that the (supposed) necessity 
of penning such frantic fustian makes a Tory Thunderer 
drivel like a drunken Thersites, and a Eadical Ehada- 
ALANTHUS equivocate like a pettifogging attorney ? Know 
you not-; — ? ” 

But with a howl of horror the wretched victim of party 
silliness and factious sophistry pitched head-first amidst 
the pile of papers— mad ! ! ! 


He. “Charming Youth, that young Bellamy — such a refined and 

CULTIVATED INTELLECT 1 WhEN YOU THINK WHAT HE RISEN FROM, POOR 

Fellow, it really does him credit I " 

She. “Why, were his People— a— inferiah ! “ 

He. “Well, yes. His Grandfather’s an Earl, you know, and his 
Uncle ’s a Bishop ; and he himself is Heir to an old Baronetcy with 
Eighty Thousand a year ! “ 


He sat, or rather grovelled, amongst a pile of daily newspapers. His eyes 
were wilder, much wilder, than the Wild West of Buffalo -Bill, his hair was 
as dishevelled as that of an infuriated Irish M.P, after an All-night Sitting. 
He looked as mad as a hatter. 

“ What ails yon?” I inquired, sympathetically, soothingly. For all answer 
—as the ebulliently sentimental she-novelist saith— he pointed to the pell-mell 
pile of morning papers. 

“Poor fellow I” said L “Have yon then been trying to nnderstand Sir 
Henry Roscob’s erudite Address to the British Associatioa?” 

He shook his head emphatically. 

“ Or to make head or tail, fiesh, fowl, or good red herring of one of Auberon 
Herbert’s acidulons jeremiads ? ” 

Again he shook his head, and tore his hair at the same time. 

“Or to learn from Matthew Arnold’s moony meanderings, complacent 
assumptions, and tart imputations, what is the real nature of Ms favourite, 
quiet, reasonable person, 

“ Asperitatis et invidieB corrector et irse ? ” 

Once more that action of decided dissent. 

“ Then perhaps yon have been trying to find the * sweet reasonableness,’ and 
the invaluable ‘dry light ’ of Science in Professor Tyndall’s furious fulmina- 
tions from the Alps ? ” 

“Nay, nay, not so,” he sobbed, insanely. 

“Yon may have been endeavouring to reconcile all Mr. Gladstone’s Home- 
Rme utterances during the last ten years, to identify the Mr. Bright of to-day 
ith the People’s Tribune of forty ;;years syne, to measure the motives of Mr. 


liaissez-Faire. 

“I believe, if you would let alone this unhappy peasantry, 
there would he no difficulty whatever.”— Mr. Balfour, on i/ie 
Irish Question, 


The Irish Landlord has lost his tenants. 

And doesn’t know where to find them ; 

Let them alone, and they ’ll come home. 

And bring rents (in their pockets) behind them. 


A Real “Inky Flood.” 

“Hebe lies one whose name was written in water,” 
was the sad hut happily inappropriate epitaph which 
Keats suggested for nimself. Had he lived in our days 
he would have felt it to be equivocal. People are writing 
to the papers with “ ink,” said to be made out of Thames 
water, Styx itself was surely nothing to this. An ink- 
stand has been called “mare myrwm,” but hitherto no 
poetic trope-maker has been bold enough to speak of a 
river as an inkstand. Facts are stranger than notion I 
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'AEET AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

Deah Chaeiib, 

’Ow are yon, old oyster ? J'm doin’ 
the hriny, dear boy ; 

Got my xisual fortnit, yer tnow, as I makes 
it a pint to enjoy, 

Things is qnishy at ’ome, and they pressed 
me to chnek up my annnal spree. 
And stand by to look arter the mater who ’s 
down with rheumatics. Not me I 

Relations are that bloomin’ selfish it fair 
^ gives a feller the sick, 

I’m jest tidy myself, flush of tin, with no 
end of a thnnderin’ “ pick,” 

And now I ’ve a chance of a outing to keep 
myself up to the mark, 

I ’m to stay in the doldrums at ’ome ! It ’s 
too much of a screamin’ old lark. 

No, Chabxie, boy. self-preservation’s the 
fust law of Nature, yer know ; 

So I jest slung my ’ook like a shot and came 
here for a bite and a blow. 

I ’m as red as a bloomin’ tomarter already, 
and talk about stodge ! 

Jest you arsk the old miwey as caters for 
me at the crib where I lodge. 

Number Seventeen, Paragon Place, is my 
diggings, mate, floor Number Three, 
From the right ’and bow- winder’s off-corner 
you ketch a side-squint of the sea. 
White stucco and hemerald sun-blinds, 
trailed up with a fine “ Glory ” rose, 
And a slavey as pooty as pie, if it weren’t 
for the smuts on her nose. 

Oh, I’m up to the knocker, I tell yer; 

fresh ’errins for breakfast, old pal. 
Bottled beer by the bucket, prime ’bacca, 
and oh, such a scrumptiousyoung gal ! 
Picked ’er up on the pier, mate, permiskus, 
last Wensday as ever was. Whew I 
She would take the shine out of some 
screamers, I teU yer, my pippin, 
would Loo. 

Dropped ’er ’at the feet of yours, truly, and 
’Aeet, of course, was all there. 

Her ’airpins went flyin ! Thinks I, that ’s 
a jolly fine sample of ’air ; 

As black as my boots, and as shiny, and oh ! 
sech a ’eaven^ smeU. 

“ HiUo I Miss,” sez I, “ while you ’re ’andy, 
there ’s no need for Mister Rimmel.” 

That nicked ’er, my nibs. It ’s the patter 
as does it, of course with good looks ; 
Gals do like a chap as can gab, as you ’ll 
find by themLibery books. 

Take Weedee, mj boy, or Miss Beoughton ; 

you’ll see if a feller would tackle 
A feminine fair up to dick, he ’as got to be 
dabs at the cackle. 

And that ’s where I score, my dear Chaelie. 

Lor bless yer, in ’arf an ’our more, 
Me and Loo was as cosy as cousins, tucked 
up in a nook on the shore. 

Gives yer ’oliday outing a flayiour, the 
feminine element do, 

Although, ontry noo, dear old pal, it’s a 
tidy stiff draitt on yer “screw.” 

’Owsomever, flare up and blow “exes” is 
always my motter, yer see ; 

And I never minds blueing the pieces pur- 
wided I gets a good spree ; 

Wioh is jest wot I’m ’aving at present. 

You’ll say, at this pint, I expect, 

“ ’ Aeet ’s doing the Toff as per usual.” To 
which, mate, I answers, “ Xcr-rect I ” 

Socierty’s right, my dear Chaeue,— 
Socierty always is right, — 
GialDSTone’s gab about “masses and 
classes” is aU. tommy rot and sour 
spite. 



OVERCAST 

They were out foe a Day in the Country — ^wbre late at the Station — He left 
IT to her to take the Tickets — a Horrid Crowd— Frightfully Hot— and she was 
Hustled and Flustered considerably when she reached the Carriage. 

Me [cool and comfortable), “ How charming the Yellow Gorse 

She (m a withering tom). “You didn’t ’xpect to see it Blue, I s’ppose!” [facet! 

There is only one class worth consid’rin’, and that is the reglar/«s^-olass ; 

And the chap as don’t try to get into it— well, he is simply a ass. 

Socierty sez, “ When the Season is hover, slide off to the Sea ! ” 

It ’s the place for a fair antumn harney.” And shall I ispute it ? Not me. 

’Aeey knows his tip better than that, Sir. Your juggins may ’ave ’is own whim 
About bicycling, boating, or wot not ; I mean bein’ well in the swim. 

Lor, it warms a cove’s heart dontcherknow, puts his sperrits right slap on the rise, 

Wen the Niggers are dancing a break-down or singing Two Lovely Black Eyes, 

To see lardy Toffs and swell ladies, and smart little gals with no fuss, 

’Anging round on the listen and snigger as though they wos each one of hus. 

They likes it, my lad, yus they likes it, the Music Hall patter and slang. 

Yet some jugginses kick at my lingo as vulgar ! Oh, let ’em go ’ang. 

Take a run, Mister Mealymouthed Critic, go home and eat coke, poor old man. 

All Toffs as is Toffs share my tastes ; we are built on the very same plan. 

Wots the hodds if yer rides in a kerredge, or drives in a donble-’orse drag, 

With a ’orn and a loud concerteena and lots o’ prime prog in the bag ? 

It is only a question of ocbre, the principle’s ditto all round. 

It is larks by the Sea we all seek, and they suits us all down to the ground. 

But now, I am off to the Pier, Chaeue, Boat ’s coming in from Boolong, 

And I wouldn’t miss that not for nothink. The wind blows a little bit strong, 

And there ’s bound to be lots on ’em qnisby, some regular goners, dessay ; 

And it is sech a lark to chi-ike them, the best bit o’ fun of the day. 

Old jokers in sealskin caps, Chaeub, drawn over their poor blue old ears, 

Pooty gals with complexions like paste-^ots, old miwies gone green with the queers ; 
Little toffs with their billycocks raked, jest to swagger it off like, yer know. 

But with hoptics like badly-biled whelks. Oh, I tell yer it ’s all a prime show. 

Larf^ Charlie ? It hangs Arthur Roberts, and makes a chap bloomin’ nigh bust, 

I must take a ’am sauwieu to munch. Wen a cove ketches sight on it fust, 

And I sings out, “ Hi'I who ’ll ’ave a fat ’un ? ” to see that bloke shudder and shrink, 
And go gooseberry green in the gills, is too lovely, mate. Wot do you think ? 

And all this, with the larks on the sands, niggers, spotting the bathers,— that ’s spiff !— 
Sails round, going bobbing for whiting, and singing at night on the cliff, 

Not to mention rides out, as per posters, and quiet flirtations with Loo, 

I was quietly asked to chuck up ’long o’ Mother’s rheumatics ! Yah boo ! 

’Aery ’s not sech a mng, I essure yon. Sweet Home is dashed fiddlededee. 

J’m not nuts ou yer den)by domestic, it spiles a smart chap for a spree. 

Ony sorry my time’s nearly hup ; but, as fur as the ochre will carry, 

Do the briny with swells like a swell, is the tip of Yours scnimptiously, ^Aeet. 
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SALUBRITIES ABROAD. 

Thirteenth day of Cure at JRoyat, Hotel Continental, — ^The view 
from my window is charming*, whether on a bright morning or a 
moonlight night. But I am not contented with it. There is within 
me an “ Oliver, asldnfi: for more.’’ Had I the faith which moves 
monntains, I would order that hiU opposite to be removed, so as to 

give me a more extensive, and a grander view. 

* # * ^ # # 

The Beggars at Boyat-^A nnisance and a disgrace to the place. 
Why are these wretched creatures allowed to trade on their fearful 
afflictions? Are there no free hospitals, no charitable institutions, 
where they can be taken care of ? Of course there are. Is there no 

power to compel them to go in ? Is there no “ traitemeni ” for them ? 
# # # # # 

As for the little beggar boys and girls who are brought up to the 
trade and who waylay us all day, cannot they be put to some 
useful work and be forced into school ? These able-bodied paupers 
should be em- _ 


I do not ob- 
ject, indeed by ^ 
this time I take 
rather kindly to j 
the vin du 1 
paySi but I ^ 
detest what Mr. 
“Dumb -Cram- 
bo” would call-— 





The 'Whine of the Country. 


2 prppos of walks in a wretched condition, why don’t their 
Wommps, the Maires of Royat and Chamali^re, lay their heads 
togethCT and mend the footpaths ? In making the above suggestion, 
I do not contemplate wood-pavement. Ho : but I do think that these 
beggars might be utilised. 

JPemem d^un Baigneur , — ^A bather has plenty of time to emulate 
the celebrated parrot. What can he do — ^tne bather not the parrot — 
in his bath, except think ? He can talk, hum, or sing. He can 
recite : and exercise his voice and memory. But this would attract 
attention, and I fancy the talking, singing, or reciting bather would 
very soon be requested to keep quiet. Therefore he must think. He 
may not sleep : it is not permitted by the faculty. Ho : thinking is 
the thing. The time in a bath,— thirty-five minutes of it— passes as 
a dream, and the thoughts are as difficult to catch and fix as butter- 
flies. Here are a few 

It is absol^ely necessary to please oneself even in things ap- 
par^uy indifferent. Out of politeness, I yielded yesterday to an 
mvimtion to take a drive of two hours. I was ill for nearly a 

coxmle of days afterwards So was the kind person who 

took me. I believe she meant it well, and intended it as an act 
of politeness. (H.B. This was written within the fii-st seven days of 
the tf^itement. This sort of thing must come out of you. The 
waters brmg out selfishness and ingratitude.) 

* « * ® ^ 

Morm^afto monimg I find myself staring at the notice on the 
waU at the foot of my hath. From that I gather that I am a 
titntoe.” My hath-cell is ITo. 17. Ro as Titnlaire I am Kfumher 
Seyenteen,— to a conyict. My Gaoler, the hathman, does not know 
me perhaps by any other name than “ Monsieur &e., Dix-Sept.” 

welL I never thought I should he seventeen again. But I am — 
at xtoyat. Mow it must he re-j uyenising me ! 

**•**• 

A ■? looking over a list of excursions to various “ Salubrities 

^road. ^ Amon^ riieni I find this : — De Lyon en Savoie et en 
T>auphine par SainUAndr^-le-Gaz, et retour, 

St ^tow-riie-aas” sounds a novel name in a calendar. He 
was e-ndcntly a Samt much m advance of his time. An excellent 
man of co^se according to his lights.” 

I saw a subject here for Mr. Ma^s, R. A. A bearded Franciscan 

^ sending ^ 
|®l®§^aph office. Imagine] the surroundings. 

Mr. Marks might call it an Anachronism, ^ 

****** 

"When abroad, I make notes of the names of any new dishes. The 
following one was new to me as a name, not as a dish, which was 


simple enough, “ Culottes de Iceuf d la fermiereT What next? 

“ Calegons de veau d la haigneuse f “ Gilets de mouton d la 
lergere f ” “ Culottes de veau d la Brian G^Lynn “ Chapeau de 
vdmlle d la coq f ” 

* * * * * * 

Jfwsec.— This morning, the fifteenth of my sojourn here, the band 
is playing something new. This is refreshing, as I am becoming a 
litrie toed of tbe overtures to Zampa, Guillaume Tell^ Italiano in 
Algeria^ selections from the Huguenots (highly popular as a good 
finish to any concert) and the dance music, waltzes and mazuribis, 
which have been popular for the last two years. 

• * * * ^ * * 

The clocks of Roj^at are still in an undecided state. The uninitiated 
person who takes his time— en passant for allhaigneurs here — 
Hever he in a hu^, and always “ take your time,” no matter from 
where ^ou take it)— from the Hotel, and starts at 7*30 in order to 
reach his bath by 8, — a walk of five minutes, — ^will find, on arriving 
at the Htahlissement^ that it is inst 8*5, so that he has taken a 
quarter of an hour to do the distance. If he starts from the 
JEtahl^sement at 8*30, to meet a friend at the station, on arriving 
there he wiR discover that it is 8*15 by the Railway Clock, so that he 
is at the end of his journey a quarter of an hour before he set out, 
having done the distance in considerably less than no time,— a record 
worth preserving. ^ The Post Office Authorities, in despair, have ^ut 
up a notice informing everybody that their clock has no connection 
with that of the JStahlissement^ which may just do what it likes and 
be wound to it, and ignoring all church-clock authority and all muni- 
cipal authority too, they (the Post Office Authorities aforesaid) 
announce that they intend^ to take their time from the Railway 
station, but even then will give themselves a margin of five minutes 
one way or the other, so that the public wishing to send letters | 
must ascertain what the post times ought to he, and then give 
femselves another margin of at least ten minutes on the safe side. 
The calculation is not very complicated when you are accustomed 
to it, and its uncertainty lends a gentle stimidus to the ordinary 
routine of the uneventful life at Royat. 

* * * * * * 

For ‘‘ Excursions from Royat by Rail or Road,” see my Guide- 
Book, forthcommg. 

****** 

TMs advice, my Guide, or See my History is per- 
petuaU^ recurring as a friendly hint— it really being a most artful 
^^7 an advertisement to your notice— in that in- 

wuable publication, the Guides Diamant, P. Joanne, series, 
JlACHETTE & CiE., without which no traveller’s pocket or bag is 
completely furnished. Time for 


FIRST In the field. 

A Song of the Cricket Championship, 

TjffE Graces are hers, but the Parcee 
have tost her 

S Of late, so the Championship won’t go 
to Gloucester : 

Despite hraye Lord Harris, and efforts 
well-meant. 

That honour won’t fall to the bold 
Men of Kent. 

’Twonld have charmed not a few of 
_ the “ better for wus ” sex, 

^ smiled (not she !) on their 

(Yoiks.) sweethearts of Sussex ; 




Vm TV. At smuea ^not sneij on tneir 

A 4 ^ , sweethearts of Sussex; 

And, though it is famed as the pluck 

and hard-work shire, , 

The top of the tree is not reached yet ’ t V ' : ' ' f i'il ® 

by Yorkshire. -1 '' r \ 

Dame Fortune, that Sphinx of the " 

riddle-cum-diddle sex, ii T'} 

Crowns not with success the crack 
Batsmen of Middlesex. 

Spite of ^jraffiwsBTOY, Ginra-, and such 4 * 

Ser Son^ for ^this’ season is “ Ho, not 

And, although “runner-up” (if Hke ' 

greyhounds one rank a shire) Pflling. (Lancs.) 

She ^B just missed first place, has stout HoRNBT»led Lancashire, 
ikanks— m,ehief-to young Lohmaiw, whom fate oanot fl.urry. 

The Championship once more comes South. Bravo, Surrey I 
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DRURY LANE WITH PLEASURE. 

Mt Deae Me, PircrcH:, 

It was only what might have 
been expected that a large 
audience shotild assemble in the 
National Theatre to see the new 
piece by Messrs, Paul Meeritt 
and AnonsTTJS Haesis, The 
very title was inviting, and 
when to that title were added 
scenes in Oxford, Monte Carlo, 
Nice and Cloncestershire, who 
conld^ refuse the invitetion? 
Certainly not I. So I accepted, 
with pleasure, and was present 
at the initial performance. I 
refreshed my recollection of 
college life at Oxford where men 
certaMy were not quite as 
serious as Mr, Jack Lovell^ in 
the long since of the “ fifties.” 
I could not help regretting that 
the Oxford of thirty years ago 
had not the unconventional Mr. 
Nicholis amongst the Under- 
graduates. Had he been there 
at the period to which I refer, I 
Pleasure Parties. undoubtedly should have sought 

Mt on the condition that, he did not LtrSlnM°me to^^^orSd^ 
who on matrionlating at Brmy Lane was about as 

surprised to find him 

ra^er out ot sorts. Frankly, Mr. Jack Lovell in Pleasure is not 

for the Church and gets plucked, as 
ouglft to ^ha^ “ employed the time that he 

occupied in hard 
reading, in be- 
having in themost 
disgraceful man- 
ner to Miss Jessie 
Newland^ other- 
wise the ever 
charming Miss 
Alma Mttebay. 

Very properly re- 
fused a family 
living, he suc- 
ceeds to a peer- 
age, and imme- 
diately publishes 
the story of his 
betrothed and re- 
fuses to marry 
her. 

Personally,' I 



onefar more substantial, the great Augustus PEinaioiAKirs 
m^e^. Whe^er one is gazing upon the Sheldonian Theatre 
itne background to an Oxford Idixture of no common kind), or 



Bringing Down the House. 


must admt that I received with Joy the news that he was drinking 
minself to death, and oidyfelt the deepest regret when I learned 
mat ne had not perished in an admirably contrived Earthquake. 

put, m spite of .^r. Jack Lovell^ Oxford, at Drury Lane, con- 
tained a number of interesting persons. The BoddipoUs, father and 

son, with their 




.^erican relative 
(Miss Beough), 
were most amus- 
ing, and I was 
quite satisfi.ed to 
rr accompany them 
to Nice and Monte 
k Carlo, to see the 
^Battle of Flowers, 
the Carnival Ball, 
and last, but not 
least, the Earth- 
quake. This 
latter effect, in 
more senses than 
one, “brought 
down the house.” 
In Pleasure the 
stage-manage- 

XI- X - 11 .^, ., ^ excellent 

throughout, and, of the jomt authorship of the piece, I think 
I may safely say that its chief merit lies in the name of Haebis, 
Not a mythical “Haebis,” like unto the friend of Mrs, Gamp^ 



Sweets to the Sweet. 


An Oxford Mixture. 

tte Barges, or the Promenade des Anglais, or the Carnival Ball, 
tne presence of an excellent master of effect is seen in every gronn. 
m every detail. ® 

Pleasure is described as a Comedy-Drama, and the plot is not, 
pernaps, as steong as some of its predecessors. As “ strength ” at a 
theatee mv^bly spells “murder” or “sudden death,” I am not 
at ^ sure that tos absence of the ultra-melodramatic is not to be 
wel^mm, m spite of the taste for the horrible which is supposed to 
be the ch^ctermtio of those who patronise the pit and gallery. But 
what the People (with a capital initial letter) lose in the ghastly, they 
certemly gam in the beautiful. If the scenery at Drury Lane of the 
Itiviera does not cause “Personally conducted tours” to he more 
numerously attended next year than ever, I shall be more than sur- 
pnsed— I shall be disappointed. Even the Earthquake should not he 
a detenent, for as far as I could learn from “the incident” at 
Drury Lane, no one was a penny the worse for the shaking. Even 
the ^worthy eseaped—I fancy up the chimney. If this were 

so, it woTud only be m keeping with his character. 

In the first Drury Lane success, The World (by the same authors 
as Pleasure), was a wonderful clergyman, played by the late 
Mr. Ktdee, whose cynicism was equal to his audacity. This strange 
ecolesiasnc I remember, having sown an unusually large crop of wHd 
oats m his youth, on his return from Evening Service in his middle 
age, impeno^ly refused to allow a lady to remain in his parish 
because she had once been deeply attached to him, and had loved 
him mi wisely, hut too well.” I shall never forget the dignified 
earnestness of the late Mr. Rtdee as he explained to this lady his 
^sition as a married man, and sternly ordered her to move on. Had 
Mr, Jack Lovell been ordained, I fancy he would have made an 
epellent curate to this reverend gentleman, and that between them 
they would have formed what is satirically termed a “pretty pair.” 

It m possible that the original intention of the authors of Pleasure 
may have been to have conferred on the hero of their piece a Deanery, 
or even an .^chbishopric, and that the recollection of this prior 
cleric^ creation may have infiuenced them to alter this contemplated 
Ghiyoh patronage into a temporal peerage linked with Wenty thou- 
sand a-year. Be this as it may. Jack and his prototype will rest 
in my memory as companion pictures, of what a clergyman might, 
could, would (but should not) be. The scenery and the admirable 
stage-management make Mr, Lovel and his doings hearable. They 
pull him through. For the rest, Pleasure is an amusing play, well 
mounted, and capitally acted, and should keep the hoards until 
December brills to Drury Lsuie and a delighted world the Christmas 
Pmtomime. On the first night all went well up to the end of the 
Filth Act ; but the last, after the excitement of the Biveira scenes, 
came as rather an anti-climax. — I beg to sign myself, in compliment to 
and emulation of the Earthquake, Oee who has Ooins to Pieces, 

A Hint to the Howlers. 

Betwixt Paddies who kick u]^ wild hullabaloo, 

And rude Kadical raffs who Tm play the Yahoo, 

There apparently is not a Tanner to choose ; 

Though the Irishmen boast of the better excuse ! 

Eads the Message of Peace will not hasten, I trow, 

By taking a hand in this Donnyhrook row. 

To “ trid on their coat-tails ” is policy mad, 

But to help them to swin^f the shillelagh’s as had. 

To ape angry Pats in their weakness for fights, 

Is the very worst way to get Ireland her “ rights.” 

Ah Addeess to Paeuameht.— S hut up I 
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"ON HIS OWN HOOK!” 

A Political “Angler's Song.” 

{I'initatedf at a respectful distance^ from Fisca^ 
toT*s Song in The Compleat Angler f 

Fi&cator pxpeth : — 

STow private'pigue breeds party talk, 

Some Q-. would bless, and some would baulk ; 
Some seem to find it pretty sport, 

Changeful ocmstituencies to court. 

To share such games I do not wish, 

No, for awhile, I^d rather— fi.ah. 

Just now I might to danger ride, 

There ’s doubt about the winning side, 

One’s little game may often proye 
Advanced by a retiring move* 

For faction’s fetter, party’s snare, 

Whilst angling here I need not care. 

Such recreation is there none. 

As playing one’s own game alone. 

Aught else is risky, more or less. 

And well may land one in a mess, 

My hand alone my work can do. 

Here I can fish, and study too. 

I care not much to fish the seas, 

Me party-angling more doth please ; 

My present task I contemplate 
With patience, not with heart elate. 

But in safe waters I would keep. 

And fioods at home run wild and deep. 

I’m not quite cocksure on which side 
At present runs ** the flowing tide ; ” 

I’d not be stranded with the ebb — 

I ’ve shunned the Grand Old Spider’s web ; 

I am not like a simple fly ; 

I take my hook, and mind my eye. 

I ’ll not with Caucus gudgeons wait, 
Prepared to gorge whatever bait. 


How poor a thing, wire-pullers find, 

Will captivate the Caucus mind 1 
Tet latterly, to my surprise. 

Unto mg bait it fails to rise. 

But here, though while I fish I fast 
From the political repast. 

Yet, as my new-found friends invite, 

I ’ll take the swim, I ’ll watch the bite. 
Should chance the Coalition dish, 

There ’d be a pretty kettle o’ fish I 

So I ’m content this post to take, 

Alone, but calm and wide awake. 

Anglers “ lie low” just now and then, 

Much more so we fishers of men. 

Here I can “ bob,” smoke, make a name, 

> And from afar watch the whole game. 

I fancy that, were Eandolph here, 

He ’d smile, and share my bottled beer. 

Both fishers we^ by brain not book, 

Take our own line, on our own hook. 

I ’ll watch which way the home wind blows, 
And when ’tis settled— well, who knows ? 


AT HOME WITH ATOMS. 

Bbab Mr. Punch,— Aeter listening to Sir 
Henry Roscoe’s Address at the Free Trade 
PM last evening, my brain feels very much 
^e a “ molecule on the eve of being broken 
into atoms,” by the grandeur of the subject 
on which he discoursed, and as he so kindly 
told us this catastrophe *‘may be brought 
alwut not only by heat vibrations, but like- 
wise by an electrical discharge at a compara- 
tively low temperature,” the present state of 
the weather rather adds to the anxiety I feel 
about the seat of my mental organisation. 
StiU “ there is a fundamental difference,” he 
tells us, “ between the question of separating 
the atoms in the molecule, and that of splitting 


up the atom itself,” so that there seems to j 
be a remote chance in any case of my pre- 
serving an atom or two of sound sense and in- 
telligence iu the midst of impending chaos, 
the more so, as “ even the highest of terrestrial 
temperatures, that of the electric spark, has 
failed to shake any atom in two.” 

In the course of his address Sir H. Roscoe 
also said, “ There is no such thing in nature 
as great or small.” I was always considered 
the smallest in my family, and it seems diffi- 
cult, though at the same time encouraging, 
to believe I am equal in physical quantities 
of height and weight to the other members. 
What such nice men say must be true— at any 
rate until something truer is found out. I 
shall therefore cherM the idea I have hitherto 
been under a delusion. Mind may have some 
inscrutable quality wherewith to balance 
Matter. I remember my tallest sister was the 
one who thought least. Mind and Matter are 
now so much mixed, that they may be inter- 
changeable molecules ; who knows ? Sir 
H. Roscoe observed also that “ heat is evolved 
by the clashing of the atoms.” I felt how true 
that was when we twelve molecules quarrelled 
as children. 

I think, ilfr. Punchy for a woman, I have 

f athered a great deal of information in a few 
ours. Tours truthfully, 

The Better Hale oe Somebody. 


The Peccant Member. 

A Wail ly a Weary One, 

Parl iamen t sitting still— and in September ! 
It ’s aU along of “ tiie unruly member ” — 
That is, the tongue* But, to adapt it duly 
To modern days, it should be called JSTome- 
Rulyl 

“ Not in the Hunts.”— M r. Sanders. 
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STREET PUZZLE. TO FIND LAW AND ORDER. 

Stbaio), 10*45 p.M. 


CIRCUS PERFORMANCES. 

SiK,--I 8^ that there is a senseless outcry against the proposed 
plan of the Board of Works to build on a portion of the open space 
now avaimble at Piccadilly Circus, and I write to protest against the 
pestilent heresy that prompts it. What, Sir, I ask, has the Board to 
do with “beauty”? As a public body, responsible to the rate- 

^ consider, and that is, “ utility.” 
n ny, then, should they not seize upon every yacant inch of ground at 
then disposal, and convert it into a Central Pig Market ? Such a thing 
could not be better installed than at the end of Eegent Street, and 
here IS the very site for it. Expecting to see some active steps taken 
to set this on foot, I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 

ISToIHING ip KOI PnACTICAI. 

* Sj^» 7 “Jour Coirespondent. “ Ojste with an Eve to the Sublime,” 
IS right in attacking the gross Yandalism of the Board, but, in Ms 
proposed scheme for statues and fountains, he falls miserably short 
01 what IS re^y wanted to make Piccadilly Circus what it should 
be ; namely, the grandest open space in Europe. The ground should 
^ cleared from St. J ames’s Church to Leicester Square, East and 
West, and opened up southwards the whole width to the Duke of 
xork s Column. iJpon the space so secured, a white marble pave- 
ment, broken only by colossal water-works, groups of classic statuary, 
splendid monuments, ^d groves of orange-trees, should be laid, and 
here, to the plash of silvery cascades, utterly outrivaUing the 
greatest display of wMch Yersailles is capable, and, to the music of 
h^-a-dozen separate military bands, the jaded Londoner should 
toport himseu from morn to dewy eve. You ask as to the cost. 
W ell, a rate of fifteen shillings in the pound for a hundred and fifty 
years would soon settle that, and I am sure there is not a taxpayer 
in the parishes immediately concerned who would not willingly 
jum^ tMs trifiing charge to see the scheme realised. At least, 
this IS the view at the present moment taken of the matter by 

Yours, obediently, An EiraHusiAJSiic Outsidee. 

Sir, ^They are talking of pulling down St. Mary-le-Strand and 
wish to out off the steps of St. Martin’s. Why not move them both 
and set them up back to back on the disputed ground ? One could 


face Piccadilly pd the other look up Coventry Street. The idea is a 
Mppy one ^d has the merit of bringing together in juxtaposition 
the worp of our two great Renaissance arcMtects Oibbs and Weeist. 

I offer it to your artistic readers for what it is worth and beg to 
subscribe myself. Yours, tentatively, A Local MECiSEAs. 

Sir, -—There was some time since some sensible talk of erecting a I 
gigantic iron tower in the neighbourhood of the St. Martin’s Baths and 
WashHouses, Surely no finer site could be found for such an erection ' 
than that provided by Piccadilly Circus. Here, with a sufficiently 
ample base, such for instance as could be furnished by the entire 
available space in question, a thing of the kind might rise to, say, the 
height of 1,000 feet and have one, two or even three theatres at the 
top. Several restaurants could be accommodated on the upper floors, 
pd the lower 500 feet might be partly relegated to a sausage manu- 


irom VY aterioo riace, riccaomy or onaitesDury Avenue, and prove, 

1 1 think, a happy compromise and solution of the somewhat vex^ 
I question of the utilisation of the disputed space. At least, so the 
matter strikes your suggestive Correspondent, ^ Hopepul .^bile. 

LEAEMNa THE LAHGITAaE. 

A Page from Ms Bulgarian Ollendorff, 

Have you perceived the Triumphal Arch at the entry of the City ? 

jNo, I have not perceived the Triumphal Arch at the entry of the 
City, but I have noticed the cold shoulder of the Generals. 

TMs must be the congratulatory Bound Bobin of the Officers. 

Yes, it is the congratulatory Bound Bobin of the Officers, J5ut 
here also is the placard proclaiming me a Usurper. 

Has the Snub arrived from the Porte ? 

Yes, the Snub has arrived from the Porte, and with it the Ulti- 
matum from the Czar. 

any emergency would you depend upon the omnibus horse 
provided for you by the War Department ? 

Ho, in any emergency I would not depend upon the omnibus horse 
provided for me by the War Department, but on the list of trains 
proceeding to the frontier, as furnished in the local Bradshaw. 




NAUGHTICAL? 

YaMing Frund {:playfu^^^ ‘'Hatb you experience of Squalls, Brown?” 

Brovm, ** Squalls!” (Seriously^) ‘*My dear Sir, I’ve brought up Ten in Family!” 

Eoa AN IRISH TRIP. 

{S(yim Frejgaratory Memoranda,) 

1. To get up tlie early Celtic Mstory, and establish my undoubted right to call myself an 
Irishman, by teaeing my pedigree directly back to Fergus hbm First. 

2. Lend colourable certainty to this by hiring a low-comedy Bonnybrook Fair suit from 
Nathan’s, and wearing it on all public occasions. 

3. Make arrangements to take a dozen lessons in jig-dancing and shillelagh-flourishing 
from some recognised Music-Hall celebrity engaged in tins special line of business. 


4. Get the words of the TYeJll have the Tail off the Cow<, Tat^ and other patriotic songs, by 
heart, and haye an encore Terse ready in case oi being called upon to giye it in any popular 
emergency. ^ 

5. Familiarise n^self with the use of such expressions as “ Whist ! Whist ! ” “ Arrah ! are 
ye shure now,” “diyil a bit I” and other Irish colloquialisms, and accustom myseR to 
mterspersing my orations with shrill whoops to giye emphasis to a sentence or point to a period 
as occasion may require or suggest. 


His parents could not grant the boon 
— A fortnight’s Country air ; 

They would haye spared him precious soon, 
Bat had no cash to spare I 

He called aloud: “ Kind Public, say. 

If me you haye forgot 1 ” 

But far from Town the Public play 
Unconscious of his lot. 

“ Speak, millionnaires,” again he cried, 

“ If I may not leyant ! ” 

And but the falling leayes replied, 

And daylight growing scant. 

Upon his brow he felt the breath 
Of summer slowly fail, 

And looked and prayed for kindly aid, 

As seaman for a sail. 

Meanwhile the Children’s Country Fund, 
Formed near the roaring Strand, 

(At Buck’n’ham Street, the Number Ten,) 
Had no more cash in hand ! 

He murmured faintly once again, 

“ Kind Public, must I stay ? ” 

While to the seaside cab and train 
Bore happier lads away. 

* * * m ^ 

Ah, Public ! Tou this Summer’s heat 
Haye felt at Pleasure’s marts ; 

Think how you’d like it in the street. 
Before it quite departs I 


A Beal Sporting Event. 

Arrow-throwing is said to be the latest 
new sport— ^in Yorkshire. Newer eyen than 
Frog-speariag in France! What next? 
Perhaps “ JayeBn-men ” will soon mean 
something modern, and not perfunctory. 
Then “ Hatchet - throwing in a sense 
haying no relation to trayellers’ taradiddles 
—may become the yogue ; and Mr. Han- 
BURY, who is so much concerned about the 
Salary^ of the Master of the Hawks, may 
moye in the House to have it transferred 
to a new and actual public functionary— 
the Master of the Tomahawks. 


Geologists talk learnedly about the im- 
mense antiquity of what they call “the 
Coal measures.” The modern coal-measures, 
needed now, are measures for arming our 
Coaling Stations. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

From the Notes of a Colleague of the Member for BarJcshire. 

House of Commons^ Monday ^ August 29. — I was afraid that Toby 
would give himself a holiday. For some time since the Whips have 
kept an uneasy eye upon the most independent, the most talented, 
the most industrious of ^ their following. And now he has gone! 

« return— I know he will,” 

end of the Session ; but for 
nt he is away— the deadly 
at prevailed at Westminster 
it since was too much for 
L so I follow hW iu the 
) it well understood, at a 
distance. His absence will 
tasing to any one— even the 
Akebs Douglas, forgetting 
noment the destination of 
1 regret him. But, as he 
redly observes, under the 
L that he is adapting Sbw.k- 
the exigencies of the situa- 
tion, Votes may come 
and votes may go, but the 
Session seemingly goes on 

To return to August 29. 
The Patriots have deter- 
mined it shall be a grand 
week for the “ Ould 
Counthry.” Many previous 
weeks have been equally 
grand weeks, or as they 
would put it “months.” 
When the Speaker took 
. . , 7 . , his seat, scarcely a quorum 

A. Ak-rs D-gl-s. present. Ministerialists 


Then the various votes were taken and “ talked at,” in the cus- 
tomary way until the hands of the clock marked Three iu the morning. 
Whenever a chance showed itself of a war-whoop— whiz — and down 
came the club upon somebody— anybody. A couple of hours after 
midnight the Inshmen became more conciliatory, soothed by the 

in the Gray’s 
Inn Maske) took 
Sm-UandB-gg-r. his g^at at 4*30. 


“in reserve,” (like policemen when some one writes to tell Sir C. 
Warren he is going to demonstrate in Trafalgar Square) in various 
parts of the House. Gladstonian Whips well en ividence to act as 
guides to sole representatives of the Hon-Dissentient Liberals, 
Woodall and Childers. 

XJnprdudiced North Briton Douglas Crawford has a question for 
young Northcotb about pig-iron and coal. Seemingly Scotch firms 
have been overlooked. Surveyor-General of Ordnance very gravely 
answers question, goes home and tenders his resignation, “in conse- 
quence of recommendation of Committee reporting upon War Office 
organising and suggesting changes.” 

Northcote had enough of it. Couldn’t 
even say something funny about ‘ ‘ burning 
questions re coal generally ending in 

After JoiCEY had wanted to know why ^ 
g^reat guns should be let ofi at Tynemouth 
Castle, and Stanhope had promised that 
for the future they should be fired (if 
possible) in a whisper (“ Savours of a 
bang,” put in Childers, sqUo voce), the 
Irish gentlemen got to their favourite 
sport, King-Harman baiting. They had 
one or two good sets-to, making it parti- 
cularly unpleasant for the Under Secre- 
tary about the trial of O’Brien, Resident 
Magistrates, and Horse-breeding. But 
this “illigant divarsion” was only; a sort 
of hors d^ceuvres to the piece de resistance, 

“Supply — Irish Votes,” which was as 

strong and savoury as the National Stew w 

Dillon began the ball by moving a « ^ 

reduction of the Constabulary Votes, W 

saying that the chief duties of the officers wkW 

were, driving out with the Country Gen- 
tlemen, fiirting with all the Young Girls, tt ^ .lt. ^ ^ 

and shooting with the Landlords. N-rtnc-te. 

“ Ah, so it is,” said Joseph Gillts, with a fiush of scplet in- 
dignation mounting his noble brow, “It’s not the driving and 
shooting I object to— it’s the flirting I ” 

Joseph Gillis is very excitable when the fair sex is mentioned, and 
no doubt meant what he said. 

Tm Healy followed on, regretting that Grandolph was not 
there, no doubt for the same reason that the Irish gentleman with a 
shillelagh was sorry to see no bald pates neat and handy. He said that 
the Boycotted were the happiest inmates of the distressful country, pos- 
sibly feeling that they haa plenty of time for drinking and fighting.* 


Squabble about the Woman’s Suffrage Bill, which, after being 
deferred for six months, had come up again— scowling. Lord Denman 
proposed “ previous question,” but Lord Chancellor (great tacti- 
cian, but not great lawyer) suggested the matter should stand over 
until the next sitting. Reproach of “ got no work to do ” conse- 
quently removed from the Upper House. 

Lords adjourned at Five o^Clock for a week, to recover from their 
exertions. 

“ Whist, bhoys, be aisy now,” said Tm, in the Commons, when 
BIing- Harman was seen ^oing to his dinner. Then came the deluge. 

“ It is grand, Sorr,” said the only Home-Ruler who does not use 
an accent ; “ it is just illigant, Sorr ; and it ’s myself is proud of this 
day.” 

Tim walked into the Under Secretary with “ joy.” He “ scathed ” 
him, and said aU manner of things about him. He used, amongst 
other weapons his legal knowledge (Tim is a great authority upon all 
legal questions) to describe him as a “returned convict.” 

“ Look at that now ! ” observed J oseph Gillis. “ It ’s disgraceful 
that we should be ruled by a man who has assaulted the perSce I ” 

In the midst of the excitement Ring-Harman suddenly returned 
from his dinner. No doubt he had sacrificed, in his haste to defend 
himself, or rather, what the only Home-Ruler who does not use an 
accent calls his “ Ka-rack-tare,” from the aspersions of the “ inimy,” 
three courses, a dessert, to say’hothing of a cup 
of coffee and a chasse. He drew a picture of 
being a lad of two- and-twenty when he assaulted 
the police at Cremorne. Would not Hon. Mem- 
hers of Home-Rule persuasion have done the 
same at that age? Indignant denial of the 
entire Home-Rxile Party, who are horrified at 
this suggestion I “ Would they tread on 
the tail of anybody’s coat? And at 
two-and-twenty ? Look at that, now ! 

Bedad ! they would just like to get at 
the Under Secretary’s head 
with a shillelagh for making 
such a suggestion.” 

And so the war was carried 
on, Tim’s heart being at last 
softened by King -Harman U > 
declaring that he had saved M 
him from ill-treatment at ) 

Dungannon at the hands | M , 

of some gentlemen who ' mBKSm mmBm ; 1 1 

wanted to show him “ how ^ ‘ 

to cheer for the Q,ueen” 

with a stick. “ I got hold \ ' l/ 1 7// i 

of the men by the neck and 
hurled them back,” cried 
King -Harman, unsuccess- 

fully controlling his emo- M-ttu-ws. 

tion, “ and now he— he— he says I got into a ro— ow — 0 w at Cremorne.” 

“ Craymorne, not Cremorne,” shouted the Home-Rulers who are 
proud of accuracy. 

And while all this excitement reigned around, the Home Secretary 
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sat a milm g, glad for once and away to l)e ont of lis customary hot mouth. Hitherto I have had eyes for nothing but little cards with 
corner. Howeyer, all passed off peacefully 'and'no bones were broken. “ Apartments ” on them. 

TT -t-r »# m« . i ^ XT- T -1 1. CiL IX. T_ _ • j . if . 


WJ. VXXXJ MtXXVfc JUV WVXX^I9 TTVX.W ILT JL VAhV.XL« UUJLWJ-LW \JIX UJULWJUUL# 

Thursday , — House very tH-n during Question Time, and attendance No doubt about Starmouth being full. Streets crowded. Most of 

of Ministerialists during the entire sitting very scanty, considering the young men promena<^g in flannels and cricket “blazers,” of 
the programme. Then there was an incident. Incident came about startling brilliancy.^ Children, young girls, and stout matrons in 
this way. Dillois' had been seen during hour allowed for Minister- striped linen yachting-caps. (When you are elderly, and at all 
the huare urint of an enormous arreen nlacard. stout, you do appear to advantasre in this form of h6ad-dTAsa.\ 


hirst impression he had grown short-sighted, and required larger Uhars^a-bancs, nys, trioycies, goat-ehaises. Always thought Star- 
type ; second, that he meant mischief. Second impression right mouth was a^ picturesque fishing-yilla|:e, with windmills, wooden 
one. So to raise the question of the proclamation of the huts, and drying-nets along beach. It isn’t. 

County Clare Meeting he asked permission to move adjournment Still, of course, the change from all London associations, the 
of debate. Speakee put it, were there requisite number of Members absolute quiet must have tendency to refresh the fagged brain, 
present ready to sanction a regular first-class, A 1, whack-where- (Always rather a gratifying reflection somehow, to think one has a 
you-will, go-as-you-please, Irish row? Speajtee used more Par- fagged brain.) I observe they are doing Our io^sat the theatre, 
limentary language than this^ but that was about his meaning, -^t the Aquarium are the Burroir Bro- ^ 

Sixty Members sprang to their feet to testify their desire not to thers with their celebrated Acrobatic Ass 

quarrel, but to uphold constitutional privileges in the most peaceable “from all the London Music-Halls.” -ML 

manner in the world. And then the row began. Switchback Railway, too, on the beach, 

DmoK" had first shot. MeetingVas to be of the most peaceful and automatic machines about every five 

character. ^ that the boys wanted to do was to remind one another yards. Plenty^ of life here. MM JP IhP 

of their inalienable right to denounce the wan*ton and overbearing I am becoming gradually aware that . 

conduct of the G-overnment. ^ They would say this in the most Starmouth, though full, is not exactly ,0^ l|| M |rW ^ 
xlligant manner imaginable, without giving offence to anybody. He fashionable. I infer this, partly from the ffll li 


coum mere oe, especially as tne meeting was not to be held m a part when i hew a duly aspirated h,” a la . 

of the country that wanted pacifying ? And because some rack-rent- ‘^ode Islington^ partly from the preva- Is-lmked-on, 

mg landlords, wild with fury, and shaking in their shoes with lence and popularity of the whelk-stalls on the Esplanade. Heallv 
apprehension, asked for it to be proclaimed, it was to be ! Could good society, even in its laxest mood, would scarcely support auite 
tto be tolerated? l^fo! He would be off that very evening to brave so many. jr Buiiiiurb quite 

the bayonet, the buckshot, the battle and the breeze! On the Pier. Military Band. Yiew of Beach from sea verv 

Balpo^ mildly remonstrating. Ennis, County Clare, best possible beautiful at night, fairy-like effect of continuous line of light from 
place in the world; but meeting might cause peasantry to lose the whelk-stalls. Yet one would hesitate to put a touch of description 
Arcadian mnoe^ce for which they are at present distinguished, hke that into a novel-curious the prudery of fiction, vour realistie 

“outrage” by Phil french author would describe contents of aU the little saucers. That 
forAiTHOPA who actually had the audacity to speak of Chief Secretary is Art, and I shall see if I can work it in to my drama somehow 
as a wl^ical and lackadaisicd gentleman.” The Speaeee Leave Pier. Back to Esplanade. 'Crowd round young man singing 
rarang to his feeh and shwply rebuked the outrager. Only fancy ! to concertina a ditty about a certain Jemima who though “ so fond oi 
Callmg B^oue’s manner whimsical! and lackadaisical! her beer, was always a Mug.” soionuoi 

So monstrous! So blood-curdling ! so untrue ! Sentimental Song, to harp, at next corner. About a Stowawav 

tad mthgoldeno^ls, and “dear baby Bps,” and “sweet Uttde 
fvil 'T?® brought to a oonelnaon. bow a ornel Ma^te fonnd bun in the hoH, and was so touched that :^e 

Then the geutiemen tiraed their attention to the remaining Irish kissed him on the forehead for speaking the “tree-vonth” and the 
Estoates, and enjoyed thei^e yes nnffl the next morning. rf, crew wept Most paffi -®SinS? 

Sittings at this time of the year get so himself compelled to retire to pubfio- 

m^^, that they take two days to give a single date. Committee of house at conclusion. 

L as before ; “illigant divar- . Djfeam my Hautioal Drama 

the remains of what, a few ^ accepted by Mr. Ieving — a waking 

monto ago, had been a self-respecting House of Commons con- \ dream, too! ^ 

. ... - /ywwefay.-Breakfast. My landlady 

flni ^ evidently person of strict propriety, 

and CHAMBEELAi^r booked for Canada. ^ - My two boiled eggs come in dreised £ 

little red-worsted petticoats. It never 
occurred to me before that a bare egg 
was calculated to call up a blush— but 


SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH. I - was calculated to call up a blush— but 

Ml 


Holloway. 


tCt X Ti! t ouuiiu my own accouui. 

S3sr — 

Evening is getting on— which is Tnnra .»!> aw 


Sound Investment. ^ state of Oratorios— but surely not polkas ^ ’ As 

Tffi^}twhwhetel£m/l^S*I^*Lt^ Afaemendons; dl the art, ohi- 

to pnt up her Jfflrd, ag she “to a ®f Holloway and 


np m pots on mtle table. Go back, ^dleeoT® fed W on to ^ Yachting Cap. “ I 

get over an idea that the Fates are pursuing ma feweyer^tSv of lite the idea 

there wUI be no exception. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To thi; ^ 
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OTJE IGNOBLE SELVES. 

{Lament ly a Reader of Letters to the Papers,**) 


r ^ On ! "bless us and save us ! Like men' to 

1% behave US 

S^s /..pW We Britons once held it our glory'; 

^ \\ IMiM Party bids fair to befool and enslave us. 

%/ We Ve Jost between Liberal and Tory I 

' Some guidnuno inditeth a letter to Glad- 

SIONE, 

K ^ * * stand and deliver ! ” 

Its speech may be rude, and its tone <iuite 
a cad’s tone, 

Its logic ma 3 r make a man shiver. 
Mm^^K I/® contraire it may be most lucid and 

modest, 

/Mh In taste and in pertinence equal 

(Though such a conjuction would be of the 

But what, anyhow, is the sequel? 

"Bf papers all cry, “We’ve once [more 

before us 

^ instance of folly iniushing.” 

Whilst all the Conservative Journals in chorus j 

Declare “ it is perfectly crushing ! ” I 

‘ ‘ Little Pedling ton’s ” snubbed by the Liberal Press, 

And urged such fool tricks to abandon. 

Cry Tories, “I guess the Old Man’ s in a mess. 

He hasn’t a leg left to stand on ! ’’ 

Oh ! save us and bless us ! The shirt of old Hessus, 

Was not such a snare to the hero, 

As poisonous faction. Crass fools we confess us, 

With sense and with spirit at zero. 

If thus we comport us like blind sprawling kittens, 

Or pitiful partisan poodles, 

’Twill prove Party makes e’en of freeminded Britons, 


A race of incontinent noodles I 


TO TEAPOT 


AND BACK.^^ 


Londonebs who like but are weary of the attractions of Eastend- 
on-Mud, and want a change, can scarcely do better than spend 
twenty-four hours in that rising watering-place Teapot Bay. I say 
advisedly “ rising,” because the operation has been going on for more 
than forty years. In these very pages a description of the “juvenile 
’ town,” appeared nearly half a century ago. Then it was said that 
^ place was “ so infantine that many 
of the houses were not out of their 




^ scaffold- poles, whilst others had not yet 

windows,” and the place has 
^ V growing ever since— but very 

V'^ -2/ ff^'a-dually. The “ground plan of the 
High Street” of those days would still 
V It 1/ useful as a guide, although it is 

irW Tl ' several of the 

-* J L JL / fields then occupied by cabbages are I 
„js=^ ^ extent covered with i 

Cheap and Picturesque Roots empty villas labelled “To Let.” In! 
for Tourists. the past the High Street was inter- j 

sected by roads described as “ a street, half houses, half potatoes,” ! 
“a street apparently doing a good stroke of business.” “a street, | 
but no houses,” “a street indigent, but houseless,” “a street! 
which appears to have been nipped in the kitchens,” “a street! 
thickly populated with three inhabitants,” and last but not least, “ a 
street in such a fiourishing condition that it has started a boarding- 
house and seminary.” The present condition of Teapot Bay is much 
the same— the roads running between^ two fines of cellars (contribu- 
tions to houses that have yet to be built) are numerous and testify to 
, good intentions never fulfilled. There is the same meaningless tower 
with a small illuminated clock at the top of it, and if the pier is not 
[ quite so long as it was thirty or forty years ago, it still seems to be 
occupying the same site. 

1 The means of getting to Teapot Bay is by railway. Although no 
doubt numbered amongst the cheap and picturesque routes for tou- 
rists, the place is apparently considered by the authorities as more 
or less of a joke. Margate, Ramsgate, Westgate and Broadstairs, 
are taken au sirieux, and have trains which keep their time ; hut 
Teapot Bay. seemingly, is looked upon as a legitimate excuse for 
laughter. If two trains are fixed to start at 12, and 12 ’30,* the 
twelve o’clock train will leave at 12 ’30, and the 12 '30 at 1. The 
authorities endeavour to have a train in hand at the end of the day, 
and I fancy are generally successful in carrying out their intentions. 
But between London and Teapot Bay there are many slippery car- 
riages, which stop at various Junctions, and refuse to go any further 


A Circular Tour. 


in the;,requir€d direction. When this' happens, the weary traveller 
has to descend, cross a platform, and try another line. If he is a 
naan of determination, and is not easily disheartened, nine times out 
of ten he ultimately reaches Teapot Bay, where his arrival causes 
more astonishment than gratification. 

When I got to this “ rising watering-place” the other day, I found 
an omnibus in waiting, ready to carry me to the town, which is 
some little distance from the station. We travelled by circular 
tour, which included a trot through many of the fields of my boy- 
hood, now. alas ! potatoeless, and covered with weeds ! In one of 
these fields I noticed a canvas booth, x 

three or four flags, and a group of 
about twenjy spectators, inspecting a 

gentleman in a scarlet coat, mounted ..r™» 

on rather a large-boned horse. lift w 

“ Thev still have a country-fair 
here ? ” I suggested to the person who 
had collected my sixpence. 

“That isn’t a fair. Sir — them’s the 
Races,” was the reply. 

“Not very well attended, I fear?” 

“ Better than they was last year— ^ Circular Tour, 

why the whole town has gone to see them this time.” 

A little later we reached the principsd inn of the place, which was ! 
described in a local Handbook as “an old-established hotel, but 
comfortable.” Rather, to my annoyance (as I was anxious to preserve ! 
my incognito)^ I was received by the landlord with respectful cor- i 
diality. “ Glad you have honoured us, Sir — ^proud of your presence.” | 

I made a sign to him not to betray me, ana asked for my room. i 

“ "Well, Sir, we must put you into the Rotunda.” | 

Again by a gesture inviting silence as to my identity, I mounted a ! 
flight of stairs, and found myself in a room that once, I think, must 1 
have been entirely arbour.^ Much of the arbour still remained, but a j 
large slice had been partitioned off affording space for a chimney- ! 
piece, two chairs, a washstand and a bed. By opening a window which 
reached to the ground, I found myself on a balcony covered in with 
creepers, and beneath which was a gas-lamp labelled “ Hotel Tap.” 
In front of me was afield with the foundation (long since completed) for ' 
some houses at the end of it. On my left another field in the same 
state of passive preparation, and on my right a side view of the 
Ocean. It was growing dark, so after an “ old-fashioned but com- 
fortable ” dinner, I went out for a stroll. 

“ Pleased you should honour us,” said the landlord, as he opened 
the door to allow me to pass. Again to my annoyance, as it was 
vexatious to be thus identified in this out-of-the-way place as one of 
the celebrities of the hour. 

The visitors and other inhabitants of Teapot Bay had returned 
from the Races, and were walking on the pier listening to the band. 
The gentlemen were in flannels, the ladies decorated with yards of 
white ribbon. The band was more select than numerous. Its con- 
ductor beat time with his left hand, while with his right he played 
the “ air ” of the tune at the moment attracting his attention upon an 
elaborate instrument that looked like a cross between a clarionet and 
an old-fashioned brass serpent. There was not much drumming, 
because the drummer spent nearly all his ample leisure on more or 
less successful efforts to vend pro- - ^ 

grammes. The band was in a gusty ® 

alcove at one end of the pier, a small 
room covered with placards of a Wizard 
who, after making the acquaintance of ^ ^ 

“ The Crowned Heads of Europe,” was 
to perform there “to-night,” was at 
the other. Having soon exhausted the 
pleasure derivable from listening to the 
band, I sought out the wizard. 

“Oh, he ain’t going to do it again 
until next Saturday,^” was the answer « t >» 

of a little girl who had charge of a ’up- 

turns tile, when I asked for a ticket. “ But you can see him then.” 

I retired. As all the shops (possibly a couple of dozen) were closed, 

I returned to my hotel— really a very comfortable one. In the 
morning I thought I would have a sea-bath. There were a few 
machines, which were manipulated with ropes and windlasses. There 
was an elderly man in charge, who informed me that he could not 
lower one of these vehicles until his mate returned. 

“ Gone to breakfast ? ” I suggested. 

“ Breakfast— no one here has time for breakfast ! ” was the reply. 

When I left, the landlord again murmured his thanks for the 
honour I had done him by patronising his hotel. Still anxious to 
preserve my incognito^ in bidding him adieu I begged him not to allow 
my name to appear in the Yisitors’ List. 

“ You may De sure I won’t Sir,” said he vnth a bow as he opened 
the door, and a tip-inviting “ boots ” put my portmanteau on the 
omnibus starting for the station, — “ as I don*t know it 1 ” 

On the whole I prefer Eastend-on-Mud to Teapot Bay 1 


“Tou^reup!” 


voi. xcm. 


M 
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John Bull, **A Hundred Years Old, mt Dear! Who would have thought it! But then you have suoh a wonderful 

Constitution 1 ” 


Air— “ J *m getting a Big Bog now,^* 

passed throHgrli tlie troubles of national youth, j We gaze on you fondly, admiringly, dear : 

(To have safely survived them ’s a boon,) ^ Eew traces of age on vour brow. 

r An llA.VP ATITt VATIl* Pfro^XAATn I A J O *rm_ . i* _ 


You have cut your eye-teeth, you look pretty, in truth, 
But much the reverse of a “spoon.” 


A hundred this year ? Then it ’s perfectly clear 
You are getting a great girl now. 
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Chorus, 

Yotl are getting^ a great girl now, 

And yon know it, Coitjmbia, I trow. 
Philadelphia’s “boom” 

Leaves for doubt little room 
That yon ’re getting a great girl now. 

I feel li^e Papa, who though elderly ’s fresh, 

And with yonnkers can sympathise still ; 

Yon ^e bone of my bone, yon are flesh of my fltsh, 

And I bear yon the warmest good-will. 

My centennial dates which have rapidly mn, 
j have given up counting, somehow ; 

Like me, yon ’ll be learning life is not all fun, 

For yon ’re getting a great girl now. 

Chorus, 

Yon are getting a great girl now. 

With health and that radiant brow, 

One hardly would say 
Yon ’re a hundred to-day, 

Though yon ’re getting a great girl now. 

You’ve gone in for Parties.—my plague, 'dear, at home ; 
If anyone ’s sick of ’em I am, — 

Y^r land is so large yon need hardly to roam, 

Yet yon ’re known from St. James’s to Siam. 

We greet yon as Cousin, our family throng 
Is wide, but yon ’re welcome, I vow. 

Come often, stay long, yon can hardly do wrong. 

Though you’re getting a great girl now. 

Chorus, 

Yon are getting a great girl now. 

The rawness of youth yon outgrow. 

I am proud of your looks. 

Like your art, and your books ; . 

Yon are getting a great girl now. 



To yonr’big birthday party ’twas kind to invite 
My Wi l l i a m ; I’m sure he ’d have come 
And danced at your baU with the greatest delight, 

But for years, and some business at home. 

He ’s reaUy a marvel, yon know, for his age ; 

At your great Philadelphia pow-wow 
He ’d have reeled yon off columns of talk, I ’H engage, 
Though he ’s getting an Old Boy now. 


FORM. 

Public School Boy [to General Sir George^ G,0,B., G SJ.j KG., tfcc., <Ssc,, <fcc.) I 
SAY, Grandpapa, — ^a — would you mind just puTriNO on tour Hat a little 

STRAIGETER? HeEE COMES HE ’S AWFULLY PARTICULAR — AND HE *S 

THE Captain op our Blevsn, you know!'* 


Chorus, 

He ’s getting an Old Boy now, 

Yet but for our big Irish row, 

He’d have come like a shot. 

And orated a lot, 

Though he ’s getting an Old Boy now. 

Your health, my Columbia ! A hundred ? Seems queer I 
What a sweet Centenarian you make I 
I ^pose it’s your fine “ Constitution,” my dear ; 

Which nothing, I hope, will e’er shake. 

You have proved yon have not only swiftness, but stay ; 

Well, long may you flourish and grow ! 

Many happy— and hearty— returns of the Day! 

Yon are getting a great girl now I 

Chorus, 

You are getting a great girl now ; 

May you prosper, and keep out of row ; 

Shun bunkum and bawl, 

All that ’s shoddy and small. 

For you’re getting a great girl now I 


THE FATHER OP THE MAK. 

A Case of some interest to Self-made Men, the con- 
viction of a boy fined half-a-crown for playing, with some 
other boys, the game of “brag,” occasioned Mr, Shlel, 
on the Southwark Bench, to observe that “Gambling was 
the first step towards crime. Boys who began with 
gambling, very often ended by being thieves.” Too often, 
perhaps, but, it may be hoped, not always. The boy who 
begins by playing at pitch-and-toss, surely doesn’t always 

S DW up to be a man who actually commits manslaughter. 

e may possibly stop short of larceny, burglary, or 
housebreaking, and do nothing worse than getting a use- 
less, but not absolutely criminal livelihood, by betting 
on the Derby and the St. Leger, or speculating on the 
Stock Exchange. 


WORDS IN* SEASON. 

News are by no means wanting in the newspapers. A surprising telegram 
from Vienna announces that : — 

“ A large shark has been captured close to the harbour of Piume. It is four and a Tiolf 
metres long, and weighs 1,460 kilogrammes. The stomach contained a pair of human feet 
with the boots on.” 

The shark with two feet, and hoots inside of it to boot, beats Jerrold’s “ San 
Domingo Billy,” in Blach Eyed Susan, with a watch in his maw— whereby hung 
a yam. Provincial journals, please copy, and report a jack^that was so big as 
to have swallowed jack-boots. You may calculate that they will go down with 
some of your readers too. ^ Nothing like leather. 

The gooseberry season is over, but if this were the height of it, the prodigious 
fruit of that family would be unmentiouable to any scientific assembly. Never- 
theless, Dr. C. Falberg read a paper to an audience at the British Ajsisociation 
upon “Saccharine, the New Sweet Product of Coal Tar,” which, in connection 
with the John Hopkins’ Dniversity (D.S.) he discovered in 1879, Ooel tar has 
been brought to a pretty pitch. He averred this saccharine to he 250 times 
sweeter than sugar. Must have used nice means to calculate that quantity of the 
quality of sweetness. Said it had become an article of commerce— had a large 
sale m Germany, was perfectly harmless, he had himself used it for nine years, 
and it produced no injurious effect upon him. Apparently, then, he used to 
eat it, and if he didn’t might have invited his hearers likewise to eat him. This 
“Saccharine” bears a somewhat long name, which, as it is a commercial article, 
might perhaps he compendiously replaced with “ Sugarine.” 

The sea-seip>ent, Python marinus— Python Amhulatoris, or Python Walkerii 
— seems not just yet to have been satisfactorily sighted either by sailors or 
marines. However, he may he expected to turn up again very soon, this time 
probably coiled in constrictor fashion, as an oceanic ophidian, around a Laooodn 
or leviathan of a species very like a whale. 


The Duke’s Motto, 

Mr, Duke, Secretary to the Liberal-Uniouists, says that they consider 
Liberal reunion as desirable, but “with one opinion” they decline te do any- 
thing until publicly authorised to do so by Lord Hartington and the Liberal- 
Unionist leaders. This Duke’s motto is evidently “Ditto to Lord Har- 
TiNGTON.” Duke’ 8 “Dittos” may in future pair off with Gladstone’s 
“ Items.” 
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A VERY PRETTY TALE BY ANDERSON. 

Mt Bear Ms. PuiircH, , ^ 

In producing Tlie Winter^ s Tale at the Lyceum, that most 
nT^artni-ng p young actress, Miss Mast Aitbeesoe', deserves well, not 

only of her country (if she 
insists upon caUing Eng- 
land “ abroad,*' like some 
of her compatriots), hut 
also of our country, which, 
I presume, was furthermore 
the country of her ances- 
tors. If the shade of Master 
: 'William Shazspeaee will 
pardon the liberty, the play 
IS a very good one. It has 
an interesting plot, with 
plenty of scope for good 
acting, good music, and 
last, and not least, good 
scenery. Why it should 
not have been revived be- 
fore I cannot imagine, un- 
less it be that London 
theatres have men and not 
ladies to manage them. 
Had it been produced in 
the Ievieg regime. Miss 
Ellen TE^r^coidd have 

the parts of i[er7mone and 


probable, that the hypercritical might suggest that the accessories 
are slightly suggestive of a kitchen, on the score that the altar is 
something like a silver grill, and the Court Herald appears, during 
a portion of the action of the piece, to be cooking chops. Personally, 
I think this idea rather far-fetched, although, of course, there is some 
resemblance (no doubt purely accidental) between the helmets of the 
soldiers and the brass coal-scuttle of a modern drawing-room. And I 
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!. fU Pi played—and played well— I 

the parts of Hermione and 
(vW Terdita ; but I fail to see 

' J, yhere. the, name of the 

sfy^ lessee would have come in. 

A Picture from the Stone. leontes is not a very pro- 

, minent personage, and even 

had it been coupled with A.ut6lycue, still the demands upon Mr. 
Irving’s talent would^ have been insufficient, not only to please 
himself, hut also (which is of eq.ual importance) to satisfy the 
audience. 

However, when Miss Anderson takes the reins of stage manage- 
ment in to her own fair and shapely hands, the necessity of providing 
for a tragedian of the first class disappears. The “leading man” 
of her company is Mr. Foebes-Robertson— a most talented person. 
He can paint pictures, and play remarkably well in certain cbarac- 
ters. His Captain Absolute was far from bad, and his JRomeo more 
th^ good. ^ As Leontes be has a part rather out of his Kne ; but, all 
things considered, he fills it very well. It may be ohjeoted that he 
is rather efieminate, and that his costume would have been more 
hecomiug had he worn what the^ ladies (I believe) term “half 
sleeves ; ’’ but for all that, his reading of the character was entirely 
conscientious, if not absolutely right. But naturally the success of 
Saturday evening was Miss Anderson, who was as matronly dignified 
deliciously girlish as. Terdita, She 
looked” both parts to perfection. It may be my fancy, but I 
imagine she has 

since W saw^her 

The bass notes of j j W \ h 

I-' || 

more 

dita, * frothing ^ 

prettier than her Young and Harpy. 

dance in the “Pastoral Scene,” has been seen in a London Theatre 
tor many a long year. 

And my reference to the “Pastoral Scene,” (by Mr. Hawes 
C^vw) recaJ^ the fact to my mind that all the scenery is excellent. 

Patoce of Leontes by Mr. W. Telbin, is only equalled by Mr. 
W. Telbin s Queen^s Apartment, and a wonderful cloth of a road- 
side with a vmw of a flock of sheep grazing on the brow of a hill 
^gam by Mr. Ha'^s Craven, who seems to have become Artist in 
Urdinary to ^cadia), is not more remarkable than Mr. Hann’s 
Oourt of Justice. In the last stage-picture it is possible, but not 


the parts of LLermione and 
Terdita; hut I fail to see 
. where . the name of the 


A Picture from the Stone. 


A Scene on its Metal. 

will even go further, and admit that, to a careless observer, some of 
the warriors may appear to be wearing the garb of Harlequin ; but 
when it is hinted that Leontes, in his first attitude on his throne, 
is not unlike a Q-uy on the Fifth of November, 1 feel that the wish 
must be father of the thought, and that the resemblance is purely 
imaginary. 

^ Leaving the scenery to come tc the acting, I may say that the play 
IS generally well cast. Mr. Maclean and Mr. Charles Collette 
are both veiy amusing, the first as Camillo, and the last as Auto- 
lycus, and Mr. G-eorgb Wardb is quietly humorous with the baby. 
When I say quietly bumopus, I do not mean that be trenches in the 
least on the ground occupied bv either the Clown of Pantomime or 
the Clown of Shaespearb. He does not sit upon the infant, or 
throw it about — no, nor even sing to it a little comic song. He gets all 
his effects by merely cprying it quietly about, and showing it, with 
an assumption of gravity that is killing, to Mr. Forbes-Robeetson. 
To turn to the less important characters of the play, Mr. Bavies as a 
gaoler suggests that in “those days” prison officials were sometimes 
whatever happened to he the equivalent of the period to the modern 
“masher.” Miss Zepite Tubijrt, Miss Helena Bacrb, and Miss 
Beyond (“ 1st Lady with a song ” and gigantic lyre) are all equally 
good, and even the subordinate female parts have efficient repre- 
sentatives. 

Returning to the gentlemen (a difficult task when it Autniy 
leaving such pleasant 

in the Hall 'of Justice 

on learning of the . t ^ 

loss of Mamillius, is Infant Phenomenon, 

one of many points that profonndly impressed the audience, An d in 
her comedy scene with Tolixenes in Act I, in which she asks him 
dpr(^os of Leontes, “Was not my lord the verier wag o’ the 
two r ” her smiling glance at her sombre lord is simply inimitable, i 
I can quite fancy that Leontes when he saw Hermions, and Florizel 
must have talked of their condition (allowing for the loss 
of their hearts) as I describe myself when I assume the signature of 

One who has gone to Pieces, 
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A PLEA FOR THE BIRDS. 

( To the Ladies of England. ) 



Lo rthe sea-gulls slowly wMrliiig 
Over all the silver sea, 

"Where the white-toothed waves are curling, 
And the winds are blowing free. 

There a sound of wild commotion, 

And the surge is stained with red ; 

Blood incarnadines the ocean. 

Sweeping round old Flamhorough Head. 

Por the butchers come unheeding 
All the torture as they slay, 

Helpless birds left slowly bleeding, 

When the wings are reft away. 

There the parent bird is dying, 

With the crimson on her breast, 

While her little ones are lying 
Left to starve in yonder nest. 

What dooms all these birds to perish, 

What sends forth these men to kill, 

Who can have the hearts that cherish 
Such designs of doing ill ? 

Sad the answer : English ladies 
Send those men, to gain each day 
What for matron and for maid is 
All the Fashion, so folks say. 

Feathers deck the hat and bonnet.^ 

Though the plumage seemeth fair, 

PwncA, whene’er he looks upon it, 

Sees that slaughter in the air. 

Many a fashion gives employment 
Unto thousands needing bread, 

This, to add to your enjoyment, 

Means the dying and the dead. 

Wear the^hat, then, sans the feather, 
English.women, kind and true ; 

Birds enjoy the summer weather 
And the sea as much as you. 

There ^s the riband, silk, or jewel, 

Fashion’s whims are oft absurd ; 

This is execrably cruel ; 

Leave his feathers to the bird j 


EOBEET AT MAELOW. 

“ Here we are again ! ” as the Clown says in the Pantermine, at butiful 
Great Marlow, looking jest as bootiful as ever, though there is jest a few tears a 
falling from the dark clowds coz the sun doesn’t shme as it did when we was 
in grand old Lundon last week, and turn all the drops of rain into reel dimons. 
My son William has cum with us, and he says as how this lovely place makes 
quite a Poet of him, so he dashed off the following description of it larst nite 
when the rain was a coming down in palefuls, witch we all thinks to be amost 
as butiful as it ’s trew 

“ To _ Marlow have we come, a little Of all the towns on Thames there none 

city, ^ more pretty, [see. 

Famous for pretty girls and boating, he Pangboume perhaps, but that you soon may 
Who has not seen it, will be much to Our^uice clean lodging’s near the flowing 

pity, ^ river, 

So says King Robert, and I quite agree Anoble stream, much Hke the Guadalquiver.” 

I haven’t corrected none of Ms rayther rum spelling, hut writ it down jest 
as he wrote it all out of his hone hed. FTot having ever herd of the place that 
he says the River is like, I natraUy arsked him where it were, and he said in 
Sow Ameriky. What it is to be not only a Poet bnt a geolergist as well ! ah, 
it ’s aU owing to the Bellowsmender’s Skool. 

^ I don’t find much difference in the old Place xcep that it ’s gitting bigger, 
witch it^s a pity, but how can one be surprized. If peeple finds out a perfeo 
pairodice they natrally tells their friends ot it, and so more cums [ewery year. 
Among others we’ve got a real live Hem Pea, but he ’s here on the sly, having 
told the Tory Whip as he ’s bin obligated to go to Swizzerland to see his pore 
sick Mother-in-Law ! A nice sort of green Whip he must ha’ bin to he so eesily 
gammond. His wally told me as he Imd. shaved off his beard so nobody knowed 
Mm, bnt for fear of accidence he passes ewery Satterday and Sunday at a farm 
yard inland. Wot a lively life for a reel Swell I 

I ’ve ony bin here jest a few days, and I ’ve had another startling adwenture. 
I never seed snch a plaice as this is for adwentures. I had taken my favorit 
stroll to Temple Lock, and had my customary chat with the werry intellegent 
Lock Keeper there on things in general, and Locksmen’s trubhles in partickler, 
and was walking gently home, wen I herd the most unusnal report of Guns close 
by me, on the hopposite Bank ; and jest as I came up to where they was a shoot- 
ing, I seed three Gents raise their sanguinary Rifels and haim bang at my de- 
woted hed ! I hadn’t time to shout tout or to run away, so I had to stand it like 
a traitor or a dezerter.^ Lnckely they missed me, and, laying down” their mttr- 
drous weppons, went into the ouse. I was so prostrated with estonishment that 
I remaned fixt on the spot. Lnckely my son William came by in a Bote, so I 
hollowed to ;him, and, getting in, he pulled me across the foaming River, I 
lnckely remembered hearing 2 of the Terns Consewatif s a torking at the Lord 
Mare’s Bankwet ahont the Buy Lors, and that one on em was a fine of 40«. for 
ewerrybody as shot a gun across the River. So, harmed with this noUidge, I at 
wunce adrest myself to the estonished Gents about the enormous sum as they 
wood have to pay me if as how as I went and told. I had bin a making the Cal- 
kerlashon all the way across, so I was able to say boldly, eleven shots, at 40 a. 
per shot, is twenty-too pound I One of the gents turned gashly pail, and another 
sed as they woodn’t do it not never no more, so I kindly promist not to do wot I 
might do, and rode away in our Bote with the feeling of a Judge a pardoning 3 
criminals. They did say as they; could not have bin a haiming at me beooz they 
fired up in the hair, where the birds was ; but how was I to know that, wen the 
dedly weppens was pinted bang at me, and how, too, about the falling bullets ? 
They must have bin quite fust-rate shots, for weu a hole fioek of pidgeons fiew 
into their garden, amost close to ’em, they all three fired at the lot, and acshally 
wounded one of ’em, poor thing. 

When warking by the side of the River tMs artemoon, I was arsked by a 
young, but not werry successful angler, what o’clock it was. I told him, in 
course, and he said as he coudn’t fish no more, as it was lunch time, so we warked 
along together, and he told me all his trnbbels. He had bin at it for five days, 
and had never cort bnt one fish, and he was too little to keep. He was a nice 
brite young chap, so I simpatMsed with him. He said other peeple cort plenty 
of fisn, but they came and looked at Ms bait, and then turned round and swum 
away j so I gave him a bit of adwice as I had wunce herd of. Don’t buy your 
fiys, I ses, but make ’em yourself. Anythink will do if it has 4 legs, and 2 wings 
made of gorze. And when the fishes sees it they will say to one another, “ Hullo, 
Bill, here ’s a rum-looking fiy— I never tasted one like him— so here goes,” and 
he gobbles up your fiy, and so you has him slick. How my young frend did 
larf. Ah, says he, that ’s the frute of indulging your ouriossity. I’ll set to work 
this evening and make one, as I ’ve no dout he did. 

I took a walk this morning in butiful duarry Woods, but* 0 what a site met 
my gaze I It used to he one of the atrakshuns.of the place for anyboddy as could 
walk. What is it now ? All the roads as bin dug .up, and left so, and at the 
entrance to the lovely paths there are orrid hords put up, saying, “ Ko path- 
trespassers persecuted.’’ But it isn’t true. They are Paths, and they leads every- 
where, and I wasn’t persecuted. All the finest trees are smeared over with dirty 
bnis, saying, “Ho person allowed to camp, land, or pickniok,” and sumbody 
had added, “ Or cough, or sneeze, without permission! ” As a poor feUer said 
to me, who was hobbling along on the horf ol road, and who knew the late pro- 
pryeter, “Ah, a kind, Oristian Landlord ought to live as long as he posserhly 
can, for he never can tell what’s to foller.” 

There ’s a place there where the Wolunteers practises fixing, and I’m afraid 
they must he werry careless, for they writes up, “ Ho one must dama^ the pro- 
perty of the Corpse,” which is werry kind of ’em, so far. Robert. 
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A VIKING ON MODERN FASHION. 

** What does t Lass waht wi’ tok JBoostle for? It aren’t big ENOixaH to Smoqqle things, And she can’t Steee herself wi’ it ! ” 


THE WAIL OF THE MALE; 

Being a British Workman’s View of the Cheap Female Ldbmr Questionj 
respeetfally submitted to the Trades Union Congress. 


Bill Smith to his Shopmate, Ben Jones, loquitur : — 

Eh ? Give ’em the Suffrage — ^the Women ? Why not ? 
What else, that ’s worth having, lads, havenH they got ? 

If it ’s levelling up, let ’em have it aU round, 

And we shan’t be the first to complain, I ’ll be bound. 

They ’ve cut down our wages, and copied our coats. 

And I really don’t see why they shouldn’t have Yotes. 
Wish I was a woman, old fellow, that ’s flat ; 

I should then have a chance, and know what to be at. 

I have just got the “ bullet,” Mate— sacked without notice, 
I wonder what puU mp possessin’ the Yote is ? 

She hasn’t got ne’er a one — she ’s got my j*ob, 

I lose a fair cnTx and the boss saves ten bob I 
I ’ve been at it five years, kept a family on it, 


They will have to be bread-winners, leaving us chaps 
To dam stockings at home with the kids on our laps. 

Well, I hope as they ’U like it. I tell you what, neighbour, 
The world ’s being ruined by petticoat labour. 

Besides, Mate, in spite of this Woman’s Rights fuss, 

Work don’t make ’em better as women, but wus. 

It mucks ’em for marriage, and spiles ’em for home, 

’Cos their notion of life is to racket and roam. 

Just look at that work-girl there, her with the fringe ! 

She ’s a nice pooty specimen ! Makes a chap cringe 
To think of that flashy young chit as a wife. 

That ’s what che^ woman labour will do for our life. 

» ote, and the breeks, while you’re at it, 
Make em soldiers, and Bobbies, and bosses. But, drat it. 
If this blessed new-fangled game’s to prewail, 

I pities the beggar who ’g bom a poor Male ! 


k J U, jLlXUlLiy UJ4. lb, 

And she — ^well, the first thing she buys is a bonnet ! 
They’re cuttmg us out. Mate — the Women are — straight, 

Ann T s’nnsft if. Vq tin nea -Pat, 


BACEING- BACO. 


— — UJJ.C tt ujuich cue — BbraigiLb, 

And I s’pose it ’s no use for to kick agen Fate, 

But it seems blooming hard on the wife and the kids. 

She ’s a woman, of course, though she can’t earn the “ quids,” 

But then, bemg married, she ’s out of the hunt 

For ear^g or votes, Look here, Bill ! If they shunt 


The movements of Prince Febdinand, as recently reported, 
appear to be shronded m some mystery. It was announced that his 
Mamma was abont to join him, and that a suite of apartments was 
bemg already prepared for her reception at the Palace. No sooner, 
however, was this encouraging piece of news published, than it was 
lolloped by a sinister rumour that the Prince himself was about to 
f from Sofia to Baco, one of his country-seats on the frontiers 
of Hungary. As there is no mention of his being accompanied by 
ms sutte, it IS doubtful if, in going to Baco, the Prince intended to 
tske.*‘ returns.” Naturally the Sohranje would like to he assured 
that, in gomg to Baco, he was really only going there and back, and 
md imt mean, as the name of the place might suggest, to back out of 
the situaticn altogether. But perhaps there may not be, after aH, 
any good foundation for the story of the proposed journey, in which 
event all this disturbing talk of a visit to Baco will probably end, as 
it naturally should, iu smoke. 


~ w* T vww». jjjuujj : jjL blitiy bull 

You and me, and our like, as they’re doing all roxmd, 
Because Womeu are cheap, and there ’s heaps to be found, 
Won’t it come to this, sooner or later, my boy, 

^lat the most of us chaps will he out of employ, 

WMst the Womeu will do all the work there ’s to do, 
keep us, and the kids, on about half our “ screw ” ^ 
mo ’s a-gomg to gain by that there but the boss ? 

for everyone else it is bound to be loss. 

A nice pooty look-out ! Oh, I know what they say 
Ijiat the women work better than us for less pay, 
are muA less the skyes of the pint and the pot : 
.^hat s that got to do with it ? All tommy rot ! 

We have all got to Hve, and if women-folk choose 
lo collar our cribs or to cut down our screws, 


^ Dear at the Price. — ^The farmers of Derbyshire have been meet- 
mjg together and toying^ to fix “ the price of milk during the ensuing 
the price that we in London pay for milk seems only 
too often to be — scarlet fever. That price requires regulating. 
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PROBLEM. TO FIND THE LAW COURTS. 

{Sketched on the spot, Arundel Street^ Victoria ErnlankrnmU) 


HOUSE AND HOME. 

Mr Deas Monetpennt, 

Peay excuse one more refusal of your kind and seasonable 
invitation, so often repeated, to come and stay witb you at the 
“ Sycamores.” Believe me, there is nobody in the world than your- 
self I had rather live with if obliged to choose somebody. But to pass 
more than a few hours at a stretch in anyone’s house besides my own, 
is more than I can abide, unless now and then for a night or so at an 
hotel, where I am not expected to notice anybody, and nobody minds 
me except the waiters in attendance, whom I am not^ ashamed of 
giving trouble. Besides, my dear fellow, you have no idea of what 
my making myself at home in your (Quarters as I do in my own 
would mean. Am in the first place, a very late riser. If my mind 
is occupied with any problem, usually lie in bed and think it out, 
very often until noon, or, even later. 

"V^en I have done breakfast (invariably taken in my owm room), 
I always smoke a pipe, and then set-to at reading or writing for 
a longer or shorter time, and go on smoking at intervals in the mean- 
while. Sometimes sit and meditate till I lapse into a brown study, 
and am then liable to dream day-dreams, and fall into fits of un- 
conscious cerebration, in which I frequently start up and spout 
Shaxspeaee, or sing songs, or hum passages in operas, oratorios, 
symphonies, and overtures, a trick which, as my voice is very harsh 
and discordant, would of course be most irritating and offensive to 
anybody who could hear me, as would be generally the ease anywhere 
out of my own den. Could never bear to be punctual to meal times, 
must always dine at what time it suits me ; am utterly incapable of 
observing regular hours. 

So I might go on. But I trust I have now said enough to show 
you what a bore I should be if I were to repay your generous im- 
portunity to become your guest and do whatever I pleased so ill as 
to comply with it. Enough. I am afraid I have already bored you 
with much too long a letter. Let me only add that almost all social 
amusements, particularly cards and dancing, and every sort of small 
talk, common-place conversation, chaff, or gossip, or discussion of 
any subject, except philosophy, science, politics and theology, on 
which I am prone to argument, whilst my opponents gener^y lose 
their temper— are all so many bores of the very first magnitude to 
your sincerely candid and scrupulously outspoken friend, 

Tub Snuggery, Antony Cavebeae. 


THE BRIGAND’S DOOM. 

Brief lihretto for a Trades- Unionist Grand 
Opera written up to date. 

The Scene represents a Country Mansion 
surrounded by its grounds. Members of 
the New Labour Electoral Association 
discovered hanging about in^ threatening 
attitudes. As the Curtain rises they sing 
the following Chorus : — 

Choetjs. 

See us here, in jubilation, 

A brand-new Association. 

Still, the truth to tell, although 
"What we want we don’t quite know. 

We are bound the world to wake. 

If sufBlcient noise we make. 

Hail our programme then with bliss, 
Which is, briefiy stated, this : 

N’o longer we ’ll trust representative nous. 
But force for ourselves rarliamentary gates, 
As Members we ’ll take our own seats in the 
House, 

And have our expenses paid out of the rates, 
A Local Eatepayeb. {andante), 

Nay, nay! To take your seats, you’re free, 
But not, oh ! not, to burthen me I 
Enough am I already charged. 

And would not see the sum enlarged, 

Your pay,— that is your own affair ; 

I care not whence it emanates : 

I only most distinctly swear. 

You shall not get it from the rates, 

Choetts {advancing on him threateningly). 
Be still, and know that the whole nation, 
Bows down to the Association I 
\_The Local Ratepayer cowers before them. 
And yet this question of the land 
We own we don’t q[uite understand. 

Is there no specialist who ’ll try 
To make it clear ? 


Enter Mr. Joseph Aech. Me bounds into 
their midst. 

Me. Joseph Arch. 

Why here am I ! 

You want your intellect to march ? 

[,They express assent. 
Then listen all to Joseph Arch. 

\_They group themselves in attentive 
positions gracefully about him. 

Ballad. 

A man may own jewels and gold, 

A piano, horse, railway shares, 

A cellar of wine, new or old, 

A house, and the clothes that he wears. 

Everything he may sell, or may buy. 

That is purchased by wealth or by toil ; 

But he mustn’t own— no matter why — 

A single square yard of the soil. 

He this who from Hodge, its true owner, 
perverts, 

Is a brigand, and merits a brigand’s deserts ! 

This park that around you you see. 

These gardens you so much admire, 

Each hedgerow, each copse, every tree, 

Is the owner’s bequeathed from his sire. 

He may have remitted his rents I 
Whatof that till the Nation cries “Quits! ” 

His land, with the march of events, 

Being purloined and cut up into bits ? 

For unto, to its true owner, Hodge, it 
reverts, — 

He’s a brigand, and merits a brigand’s 
deserts ! 

[^At the conclusion of the ballad Mr. Joseph 
Arch gives a signal and the Owner op 
THE Property is led on in the custody of 
Trade- Union Myrmidons, 

Chords, 

Rohhim! fieeoehiml gag him! seize him I 
Drive him from Ms country place. 


Of his right of tenure ease him ; 

Call Mm “ Brigand ” to Ms face ! 

Owner op the Property {recitative). 

Oh, outrage horrible 
And entirely unsatisfactory, 

Thus to fasten with salutations 
Eminently unpalatable 
On the defenceless monied one of the County! 
Blnow ye not that my venerated sire, 

A Soap-boiler successful in Ms line of business 
Beyond Ms wildest visions. 

Purchased for eighty thousand pounds ster- 
ling, 

These acres, as an investment 
Speculative and commercial. 

Say, then, is it reasonable that I, 

His hopeful heir and offspring, 

Should be defrauded of what. 

At present prices agricultural, 

Is but a return dim and disappointing 
On his original outlay. 

Why call me “ Brigand ” ? Tell me why ? 

Mr. Joseph '’Arch 
Your father had no right to bny, 

And, as the land to Hodge is due, 

We take it thus by force from you I 

A Crowd of Radical Land Reformers rush 
in, and seizing on the property, hew down 
the timber, cut away the brushwood, and 
parcel it out into stnall allotments. 

Owner op the Propesty {con animo). 
And is there for no compensation room? 

Mr. Joseph Arch. 

No ! none ! And now, behold the Brigand’s 
doom! 

[Points triumphantly to the work at the bach, 
while he waves the draft of a new Act 
of Parliament over the prostrate form of 
the Owner of the Property, as the Curtain 
slowly descends. 
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"mufti.” 

Mai^amUias (flurried). "Os, plbasb, ■wtu, Mk. Chaekle come to oue Hottsb dieeotlt 
—THE Soot is fallino into the N’ursert, and 

Mrs, CTiarkU, ^ Certainly, M*um. Leastways my *XTsband ain't in Black hisself to- 

DAY, M TTM, BUT I LL SEND SOMEBODY AT ONOB, M'u M ! ” 

MORE AEYICE GRATIS. 

prosecute tile constable who “pummeled you 
drunk and disorderly, because you happened to 
top your h 3 jm«book on the pavement on returning from Church last Sunday evening 

lodge acomplamt, unlefs 
me precaution to wear sheet-iron next the skin. 
^ V mtroduce the massage treatment to your attention. 

ttoAMAN- OTOTBSE.--Tes, vou can, if you thmk it worthwhile, sue the owners of the five 
houwboats whi^ have myred themselves close to your front-garden, and to whose proSmitv 
you tocy the two cases of typhus and one of cholera in your family are to be attributed Ton 
ask what the maximum costs would be. Costs are things which have no Tnfl.xiTnT ini MultiDlv 

^ pretty new a^Zt. 

Ceom-well was calfcd the “Lord Protector” he- 
eause he protected the Lord Chanodlor (IFoisei) from the Eing’s Ten^^^' Tf o.rt£ 


expression “short commons” has nothing 
to;;do with the Long Parliament. 

POLITICIAN'. — 1. Tou are under a" mis- 
apprehension in supposing that ]^. Cham- 
BERLATN has Undertaken to delimit the 
Afghan frontier. He has been appointed a 
Fisheij Commissioner, with full power to 
investigate the condition of the Margate 
whelk-trade. 2. ^Torth Sea “Smacksmen” 
are not so called in conse<iuence of their 
recent treatment by the Ostend fish- wives. 

Yotaex of Science.— The Antarctic re- 
gions were so named to distinguish them 
from the Arctic regions. A rather illiterate 
sea-captain discovered them, and at once 
exclaimed, “Why, these Ainf Arctic/^* 
They have retained this quaint title ever 
since. — ^JS'o, the British Association does not 
require its members to have, as you suppose, 
“a profound knowledge of Chemistry, 
Physiology, Dynamics, and aU other branches 
of Modern Science.” Payment of a guinea 
entrance-fee is aU that is needed. 

Hervotjs Invalid.— It is unfortunate 
that the last Southbourne Park train should 
“blow off steam and whistle continuously 
for half an hour under your windows,” at 
1*30 A.M. Still, this does not quite excuse 
your smashing aU. the furniture and throw- 
ing the fire-irons into the street in one of the 
paroxysms you speak of. When you have 
a lucid interval write to the Company. Ho, 
don^t “put a buUet through the engine- 
driver’s head,” as you suggest. Try a man- 
damus first, — also try some soothing syrup. 

Anxious Engineee. — You ask “if there 
is any danger attending the experiment of 
mixing equal parts of nitro-glyqerme, gun- 
cotton, and sulphuric acid in an iron tank in 
your back-garden ? ” We have never tried 
it, so cannot say. The best modus operandi 
would be to invite your landlord, mother-m- 
law, and nearest tax-coUector to come and 
see the fun. G-o off yourself to the seaside, 
and get one of them to do the mixing. Tou 
would be sure to be interested in the result. 


THE LOST RECORD. 

{A Chaunt ly an ex-’Champion,) 

Air — The Lost ChordJ *^ 

Runnino one day on the “ Cinder,” 

I led all the field with ease ; 

I felt I was going^ strongly, 

I romped in quite “ as you please.” 

I knew not what I was doing, 

I was “ fit as a fiddle ” then. 

And I made a “ Record ” that morning 
I never shall make agam. 

It fiooded the’sporting papers, 

I got the pedestrian palm. 

They called me Champion of Champions ; 

The praise in my ears was balm. 

But another “ Ped.”— confound him !— 

“ Cut” my record, in our next strife, 
By exactly one-tenth of a second. 

I should like to have his life ! 

I was Champion of Champions no longer, 
Gone, gone was my pride, my peace. 
Oil the cheers for my hated supplanter! 

I thought they would never cease. 

I have steuggled, but struggled vainly, 
By practice and training fine, 

To regain once more that Record,” 
Which for a brief month was mine. 

It may be the man who licked me 
Wfil be licked by yet better men. 

But the “ Record” I lost that morning 
I never shall win agam. 

An “Orange Free State” that should 
HAVE ITS Liberty Curtailed.— Peel on the 
pavement. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 

JEEouse of Commons, Tuesday, Septemher 13. — ^TLe House is “up,’’ 
or nearly so, and if not aitoyether, more shame for it. We axe, as 
will he seen from thumh-nail sketch annexed. I ’m not only up, hut 
have been ofE for a clear week. Come hack just to hear Harcotjrt’b 
Speech. Liked to go finally before, hut Aenou) Moexet wouldn’t 
let me. “ Get a pair,” said he, when I again broached subject, ‘ ‘ and 
go as soon as you like.” , , ,, ^ _ 

All very well to say, “ Get a pair,” hut where do they grow ? In 
moody thought, and growing despair, met Haetington’s dog. Here 
was chance! “Rox” rather nondescript politician. Says he \ a 
Liberal, hut harks in favour of Government, and, though admits 
they’re not always right (opposed them, for example, on Cadogan’s 
Amendment to Land Bill, and on Proclaiming of National Le^ue), 
yet steadily votes for them. Is, in short, a Liberal-Unionist. We ’re 
asked not to pair with Liberal-Unionists. But exceptions to every 
rule; will make one here. “Rox” delighted. Says he’s sick of 
politics, and would like a roll on pasture-l^d. 

Nearly everyone else off, pair or no pair. Irish Members, with 
exception of Paenell, have nowhere else to go, so make up their 




others. Paenell long ago gone off shooting The 0 Go EM A y M a ho k 
shook his hand all the way across Palace Yard, and assured him he 
might go without a sense of uneasiness. 

I ’Upkeep mee oi on things whenTye’er gone, dearBhoy,”he 
said, giving his Chief resounding whack on back that nearly knocked 
him down. “We learnt a thing or two when gettin’ the Bill o’ 
Roights through, and I ’ve seen a thrifie since,” 

A dreary place the House, yet strugglmpr through fag-ends of 
work. Not a cheery Session irom any point of view. No new 
reputations made ; some old ones shaken, some shattered. 
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SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH on to Professor Poddee. Venerable gentleman witb da 

OKjmt:, INUI cc> hi simkiviuui M. he 2 ij:d., and a certain ponderous playfulness. He bas got 

f laws after Breakfast--mw subject too— a pretty little impish girl of eight, who is struc^gling 

to lay down the Imes for my suppress a fit of the giggles. ‘“This h 

Drama. . . . .Eleven-and ^ ''I thoughtful Httle one we »aye here»» 

the only lines I have laid - says, patting her hair in a fatherly wa 

down, as yet are “ Act L, /. thinks. Turns over things in h 

Scene I!” I must stimu- ' mind. Reflects. Compares. Memory! 

/ latemyimagmationby the -'v- C;f dates moderate. She will be fond of h 

sight of salt water. home, fond of her parents. She will ' 

On the Sands, — Dense capable of passing in an examination- 

crowd. De^ening noise. — she takes pains. She finds no difficulty 

Penny bagpipes, comb and doing anything that comes easy to her 

paper, Italian girls ^^th ^ ~ {Sere the 'patient giggles,) There is oi 

accordion, trumpet from mter-loo. thing I should like to see— a little mo: 

sailing-boat. ‘ Ere y Veneration. Where Veneration should be I find a distinct depre 
for ajofiy sail out, — sion. This young lady has a keen sense of the ridiculous. Easi 
which happens to be just detects what is ridiculous.’^ {Here the subject breaks into a screa 
the precise thmg I am not of laughter by way of corroboration,) “I have done, young lad' 
here tor, ^or (i should j^ow, we have a nice large audience— I hope some other subject wi 
mve thought} do i look oblige us by stepping up. We like to see one coming up brisk] 
the kind ot person likely to after another, you know. We don’t like to be idle.” 
buy that strong and em- His eye seems glancing in my direction. Off to hear Professt 
one penny, the Skittles. He is a bony, lantern-jawed young man, in velvetee 
little Uunese Eandalore jacket, -with a puggaree round his hat. As I come up, he is delint 
—but these fellows have no ating a lady of portentous plainness, who sits and sniggers with 
eye for ^aracter. Several dreadful bashfulness. “ This young lady has a large and powerfi 
T,- i, T + n +T, shoeblaoks very an^ous to brain,” he says— “plenty of Wit and Humour, Thoughtfulness an 

Consideration for Others, Caution, and Memory for Events thg 
^derstand me. Stop thoughtlessly to look at a impress her strongly. Her Social Brain is large; she is fond < 

Society, and likes to see others enjoying themselves. Thinks moi 

the others’ happiness than her own. We should like to see alittl 

toe 1 nblic, he says— we ope the Pubhc will respond by a similar more ’ope ” 

«o< vorth a penny. TMs Professor, I find, enjoys the highest reputation’; he measure 

Join a crowd: a conjuror— good, I am fond of conjurmg. Conjuror more foronethiiiff nud Vaq nri ARfiief ^ 

^1°® V fiavourite SheU-triok.” ant, who enters a& the measurements ^ 

for me— Mpital place in front row. hi a ledger, which naturally inspires 
Conjuror takes a large Nautilus shell. I have never seen this trick confidence The Ladv dpliupflfrS* T ^ / I > 

He IS sure, he says (he 18 an impu- to measure so much, and is of opinion 
me over. No change, that Professor Skediles “studies too 

iie begs me not to^ get flurried— sooner than deprive me of the hard.” ^ r mW SilUily d 

pleasure of pa^onising Mm, he will give me change— he does. TMs HeV subiect • ouite a tvnical ’ Aunv 

sands TeasW li ‘'''1 1 ^0 forehead nor chin worth mention- 

■moids ^ half-offended nurse- | Mg; but, as he removes his hat f which Tennis-Sun and Miltin*. 

papers, or lying^in^pits ^coopeT ^t^M of ^ up like a trie! 

sand, with their heads on the laps of as he sits with a crooked grin 

their' fair ones, or porsuingthf faS fM the average,’ 

ones, and putting sand down tMir backs. I li || the lecturer, forbearingly. Here we have a brain measurini 

^ Most, flourishing institutioron ^e A very. tall and narrow 

Beach is certainly Phrenology. No less ^ ^ V^uld find , that this gentleman arrives at his idea 
than three little platforms, eLh -with a nv* • ' n ' ' ©^ercise ot thought.” CAssr look, 

Consulting Chair, a table, on wMch Channg-Gross. ?ooP i^iMrest in religious sub- 

stands a meek bust, and a canvas awning overhead, and row of Sf wiU SrS)*" diffic^^^^^ 

garden-seats (free) in front. Have long wiSied to gain insight into puttmg what he wishes to. say mt( 

this Science. Think there certainly is something m it. As a Blazer varietv^ ^rpat though pejffiaps not wi^ mud 

near me remarks, “Why, you’d say Cocoa-nuts looked all alike Moral Brain ij 

till you come to see there’s differences— and it’s the same witli ®Mnda^^ ■—( My whsit?^^ interrupts 

eds.” Cockney tone about this. To find Ms proper station, I should r RiSitT”^ standard is Mgh.’' 

have io go. I fancy, to Charing Cross, Cannon Street, or Waterloo. ^ f’ molhjied. and seance terminates,) 

. Eind a Lady-Professor on first platform giving a ‘^delineation ” of delmeators certainly put things very agreeably. One mighi 

a live subject— a tnrnip-beaded little boy of three, who sits with Ms useful hints, too. If Pro- 

tougue out, under the impression he is at the Doctor’s. “His self- In'-. Skittles could tell me whethei 

^ IS strong she is announcing in Sibylline accents to Ms proud U} lh A‘>“' ^ poetic, or witty, or dra- 

parents, and I should say you would find him very strong-'willed. 1l(n ll lAllaHli'' loatio, I should know exactlylwhat tc 

■ -jifSx- I should check it by enrhing Ms will. /“r I n ^7 Nautical Drama. I have 

ill Conjugality large, aud therefore we ' iL'vv S'^lo to decide which I love 

say that he will be fond of Ms /ilm “ Tennyson, Milton, oi 

' 1 1 Ms home. Self-esteem Campbell. And, after what he found 

l only moderate. It will he useless to ^ about ’Abet — ^hut it is all so 

"Tf f i! liyfW ^ Ming up tMs little hoy to any trade ^ very ^blic, I don’t think I could bring 

-I*" BBS M business of a mechanical kind, ' myself to do it— I will go on . . . , 

- Ji WB ! IJJWm IJjHii |l|P ^Mess he developes an after-taste Cam-belle. , ^ li^^oly know exactly how I came 

Jr®* which I do not say he may giffino-in » t. ^ the platform, 

not.-far from it. But he has a He is measuring me withasliding 

• brain wlucb wiU fit him for great towM T feels cold against my forehead. 

Csnou’s Treat snecess m some artistic profession, iamveves ^ at a Bootnaaker’s. Sun 

• , Give him colours and a finish, and girls on benches in front, 

you wiU see he will immediately commence to paint— likewise draw, p of Blazers has jnst come up— I fear in a frivolous spirit 

Or he has an or^n with ydiioh he can he a great Composer, Syou I had had this done privatel^ mvoious spirit. 

. care to deyelope him that way. Or he wonld write hooL or’pn.w ^ 

. — that wonld come yew easy to him, he would have no difficulty in 

_to.ra.t Jl. T» L.„ 

there wiU he no exception. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. t 5 thii rule 


Charing — Gross. 


Pass on to Professor Podbee. Venerable gentleman with dark 
grey beard, and a certain ponderous playfuSiess. He has got a 
^ subject too— a pretty little impish girl of eight, who is struggling to 
' . A suppress a fit of the giggles. “ TMs is a 

' rL thoughtful little one we ’ave here,” he 

' Pa-tting her hair in a fatherly way. 

/A. “ She thinks. Turns over things in her 

.iV' mind. Reflects. Compares. Memory for 

* '■"T v dates moderate. She'll be fond of her 

~ home, fond of her parents. She will he 
capable of passing in an examination— if 
— " she takes pains. She finds no difficulty in 
doing anytMng that comes easy to her.” 

, {Here the patient giggles,) There is one 

Water-loo. thing I should like to see — a little more 

Veneration. Where Veneration should be I find a distinct depres- 
sion. This youn^ lady has a keen sense of the ridiculous. Easily 
detects what is ridiculous.” {Here the subject breaks into a scream 
of laughter by way of corroboration,) “I have done, young lady. 
Now, we have a Mce large audience— I hope some other subject will 
oblige us by stepping up. We like to see one coming up briskly 
after another, you know. We don’t like to be idle,” 

His eye seems glancing in my direction. Off to hear Professor 
Skittles. He is a bony, lantern-jawed young man, in velveteen 
jacket, "with a puggaree round Ms hat. As I come np, he is deline- 
ating a lady of portentous plainness, who sits and sniggers with a 
dreadful bashfulness. “ This young lady has a large and powerful 
brain,” he says— “plenty of Wit and Humour, Thoughtfulness and 
Consideration for Others, Caution, and Memory for Events that 
impress her strongly. Her Social Brain is large; she is fond of 
Society, and likes to see others enjoying themselves. Thinks more 
of others’ happiness than her own. We should like to see a little 
more ’ope.” 

TMs Professor, I find, enjoys the highest reputation’; he measures 
more, for one tMcg, and nas an Assist- ^ 

ant, who enters all the measurements i — 

in a ledger, wMch naturally inspires 

confidence. The Lady deline.ator, I / | N 

Mso hear, does no-fc think it necessary J 

to measure so much, and is of opinion 
that Professor Skittles “studies too 

hard.’^ P I |j > 

New subject ; quite a typical ’ Aeet, J - 

round back, hock-bottle shoulders, 
has shambled up, and taken the chair. 

No forehead nor chin worth mention- ’ 

ing; but, as he removes his hat (which Tennis-Sun and Miltin’, 
he puM on the bust), a tall crest of yellow hair starts up like a trick 
measures Mm solemnly as he sits with a crooked grin. 

The measurement of this brain is rather below the average,” 
says the lecturer, forbearingly. Here we have a brain measuring 
only eimteen and tMee- quarter inches. A very tall and narrow 
iieaa. lou would find that this gentleman arrives at his ideas 
without conscious reflection, or exercise of thought.” {^Arsy looks 
gratv^d.) He takes a strong and deep interest in religious sub- 

’AbbtS “Language strong. 
He wiH find no difficnlty m putting what he wishes to say into 
language inth oonsiderahle fluency, though perhaps not with much 
variety. Great Firmness and Benevolence. The Moral Brain is 
large, and your moral standard ” — (“iKy what ?” interrupts ’Abbt, 
mth a suspmous cock ofhis eye)~“Yoxa moral standard is high.” 
says Arry^ mollified^ and seance terminates^ 

These delineators certainly put things very agreeably. One might 






Canon’s Treat. 


f®* ®°™® TiseM hints, too. If Pro- 
i^ri I'-W T SKIITI.B8 oonld tell me whether 

/ - Uil J'i ^ P?®t*«> or witty, or dra- 

1lln l matio, I should know exactlylwhat to 

/ :r I n ,7i ^ ^a-Mical Drama. I have 

|//Tj ilI : I been able to decide which I love 

~ Tennyson, Milton, or 
— =ss!^s*=- Campbell. And, after what he found 

*Aeey hut it is all so 

^ N. , — very public, I don’t think I could bring 

- myself to do it— I will go on ... . 

Cam-belle. , ^ hardly know exactly how I came 

s cham. He is measuring me with a sliding 
Male, the brass end of which feels cold against mjTfoXSr 

S^v’^r®«“®®T^f’ “ nnside down at a BootmAer’s. Sun 

in my e^s. ^ttering from girls on henches in front. 

A p^ty of Blazeira has just come up— I fear in a frivolous spirit 
Begin to wish now I had had this done priTOtel “ ®P“i*' 


The Lahd oe the ’Aukt’ots.— ’A m’stead ’Eath. 


Cam-belle. 
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AXEB.S-DOTiaLA5. . . 1 

Colonel Walsond] . . ? Dead Heat. 

Baron Eenb,y De "Woems. ) 


SALUBRITIES ABROAD. 

Royat Improved . — I have said Hoyat ought to he rehuilt. The 
Grand Hotel is of a sort of Doll^s House order of architecture, 
splendid front, no depth to speak of, and huiLt on so steep an ascent 
that it is hoisted up at the hack like a lady’s skirt hy a dress- 

improver. Beau site all the same, and magnificent view. 

^ ^ ^ # # # 

Last year the Hotel Continental formed part of a ^ronp of hotels 
— which seemed to have been the result of some violent volcanic 
eruption, when the mountain threw up several hotels, and left them 
there anyhow— is at present separated from the Splendide and its 
other former companions hy an impromptu wall, and from all its 
front windows it commands varied, beautiful, and, on the Clermont- 
Ferrand side, extensive views. It has a pleasant garden, a most 
enjoyable terrace, and it only wants to he in the hands of a firmly 
fixed and intelligent management to make it guite the best hotel in 
I Royat. “Personally recommended,” that is, as managed under the 
direction of M. Hill this year. 

The service at the JEtablissement de Bains is about as good as it can 
be. There are, however, no hains de luxe. A few of these would 
attract those “whom” as the appeals to the charitable used to have 
it, “ Providence has blessed with affluence.” 

“La Compagnie Brocard,” which manages Royat’s bathing ar- 
rangements and undertakes a portion of the mild yet (to my mind as . 
a serious bather) sufficient amusements, is not. unfortunately for the 
public, in accord with M. Samjde, the spirited Proprietor of an oppo- 
sition Casino, where there is a small theatre, in its way a perfect gem. 
Here all the “ Stars” of any magnitude make their appearance on 
visiting Royat. As a “Baigneur de Royat” puts it, in a local 
journal, the Compagnie Brocard cannot consider their stuffy little 
room (“ le petit etouffoir^^) where theatrical performances are given 
as a real theatre. It is a pity that M. Samie and La Compagnie 
Brocard cannot, like the “ birds in their little nests,” agree. But as 
to Theatres and spectacles, my rule at Royat, or at any other ‘Water- 
cure place, would be this 

“ Any iaigneur found out of his hotel or lodgings after 1015, p.m.^ 
shall he arrested, conducted hack to his hotel, his number taken, and 
for the second offence he shall he filled. The fine to go to such objects 
as the Direction shall determine^^ 

In short there should be introduced here the English University 

* system of Proctors and bull-dogs. 

# ^ ^ ^ 

Another iEwZe.— Ho theatrical entertainment should last more than 
two hours with entr*actes of seven minutes each. The ventilation of 
the salle de spectacle should be assured. 

^ ^ 

If a company wanted to play a piece in four Acts, they must stop 
here two days ; and, if they couldn’t do that, then they must begin 
their performance in the afternoon, have one entr'acte of an hour 
and a half to allow for dinner, and recommence at eight o’clock. I 
would discourage all evening indoor entertainments. Music, coffee, 

f \etits chevaux, M. Guignol’s show, ombres chinoises, everything in 
act that can be done alfresco— { sjA why not good plays alfresco f 
After the Laboucherian Midsummer NigMs Dream, at Twickenham, 
which I am told was perfection ) — cafis chantants, and so forth, 
including the consommation devoutly to be wished,” and all the 
lights out "by 9*30. Lights in bedrooms to be extinguished same hour. 
This rule would mean, Early to bed, and early to rise, and the 
^\baigneurs*^ would receive double the benefit they derive from 


these places, as now constituted. Life in the open air should be the 
rule ; plenty of exercise, riding and waUdng, and regular hours for 
everything for three weeks. The baigneurs to choose their own 

hours, and be kept to them strictly. 

♦ ♦ * # * * 

But I have personally no sympathy with the baigneurs who find 
such a water-cure place as Royat dull. "WTiat do they want ? If 
they cannot get on without a sort of continuation of the London 
Season, let them stay away altogether. Don’t let them come and 
make night hideous with balls, suppers, dances, and won’t-go-home- 
till-morning parties. 

# # ^ # * * 

The above are my suggestions for the improvement of Royat ; and 
now I go on to La Bourboule, and Mont Bore. By the^ way, the 
waters at these places are all supplied, as I am credibly informed, 
from the same source ; but the waters fiowing towards La Bourboule 
and Mont Bore traverse certain couches on their way, and come 

out arsenical. It is strong drinking at La Bourboule and Mont Bore. 
# # # * * * 

One Joanne Guide introduces you to another Joanne Guide, or a 
history, you can’t help yourself. The Joanne Guides are so united a 
family, that as soon as any member of it establishes itself on a friendly 
footing^ with you, your hand is always in your pocket while you are 
travelling on that Guide Joanne^ s account. An insidious tribe : and 
they make themselves absolutely essential to the traveller’s existence 
and comfort. 

Each Guide Joanne tells you about his own country all^ that is 
reguisite for you to know, and just so much more as inspires you 
with a thirst for further information. Say for example you see an 
old Chateau. Let us say Le Chateau de Jean. You want to know 
everything about it. Good. You inguire of the Guide Joame 
which professes to show you all over France, and which does it, mind 
you, in what would be an exhaustive style if it was not written with 
such an evident eye to the bookselling business. For example suppose 
you are looMng for information about the well-known ancient Chateau 
de Jean, here is a specimen of what Joanne would say on the subject : — 

“iS'wr la rive g. {V. ci-dessous B.) restes dHun chateau, style ogi^ 
val, {mon. hist.,) bdti par le celehre Jean Bienconnu-aux^enfants 
( V, mon. hist, x* et xii® s,), beau portail, Jolis details d' architec- 
ture [mon. hist) et en particulier V appartement dit de la Donzelle 
toute desespSrS [pour le visiter, d addresser au gardien, pourboire) , 
j qui a conserve une grande partie de sa decoration originals et de sa 
peinture [mon. hist. xi*). Le donjon renfermait une^ oubliette pro- 
fonde nommie Dir eat nivoEAHT, qui autrefois servait de grenier au 
malt {V. mon. hist). Ascension des ObeUsques sur la terrasse 
I (splendide panorama) et belles promenades autour de la petite chapelle 
dite DU pretee chautb. (V. vi. DItiniraire du Bays-de-Bonnes, 

, (^ide Diamant.y^ 


AH EHB OF THE SOMMER, 


Jupiter Pluvius, 

Sluicer, full- spout. 
Downpour diluvious, 
Pumped on the Brought. 
Checked, aloud crying, 

The voice of the Swain ; 
The rootcrops be dying, 
From long lack of rain ! 

Pluvius poured away, 
"While the wind blew ; 
Tonans, he roared away, 
Hullaballoo, 

Kicking up, dweller 
In quarters on high, 

He, Cloud Compeller ; 

The Czar of the sky. 

Clouds, in convulsion, 

Or calm, he keeps imder ; 
Rules, by compulsion : 

The reason of thunder. 


So did he lately 
Compel them to rise. 

Piled up in stately; 

Array on the skies. 

Castles aerial, 

Splendid when falls, 

Sheen on etherial 
Yapoury halls, ^ 

Battlements, bartizans, 
Phantoms of towers, 

Fenced round with partisans ; 
Cloud- caulifiowers. 

Mountainous forms 
In the realms of felicity, 

By Jove, to move storms, 
Fraught with force— eleotri- 
Thev serve to betoken [city, 
"What mortals may tell ; 

The weather is broken : 
Summer farewell 1 


Light from Wind. 

The Times says that experiments are being made at Cap de la 
Hdve, near the month of the Seine, on the production of electricity 
for lighthouse purposes by means of the force obtained hy windmills. 
Light from wind I Could the notion be applied at St. Stephen’s? 
The Session just over has been mainly wind, so exceptionally “ill 
wind;” that it has blown no ^ood to anybody, and most certainly has 
thrown no “light” on anything. By all means let M. Be L’Angle- 
BEAumHoiR be empowered to experiment on the windbags of the 
House of Commons when they next meet. 
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Heee I come in complete Constitutional c )at 
(That English, yon kno w ; quite English, you know) : 
The type of true Monarchy based on the Vote. 

(That’s English, you know ; quite English, you know,) 
To have a legitimate King on the throne, 

To make all the Counta*y’s best interests his own, 

GrJ*^t, grand, patriotic, but not overgrown 
(That s English, you know; quite English, you know). 
Chorus, 

you see and the things that you hear 
Are English, you know ; quite English, you know. 


My mind, like my last Manifesto, ’tis clear. 

Is English, quite English, you know !j 

J ust now a great calm meets the national eyes 
(That’s English, you Imow ; quite English, you know) 
But imminent perils it cannot disguise 
(That’s English, you know; quite English, you 
know). 

We have deserved well of Conservative France ; 

A Monarchy only her bliss cm enhance ; 

And now of its nature I ’ll give you a glance 
(That’s English, you know ; quite English, you know). 
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Chorus, 

The thin^^s will much please which you’re 
gomg to hear 

(They ’re English, you know ; quite Eng- 
lish, you know). 

Legality banished must soon reappear 
(That’s English, quite English you 
know). 

What one Congress does can’t another 
undo ? 

(That ’sEnglish, youknow ; quiteEnglish, 
you know.) 

The Eternal Republic has gone all askew 
(Not English, you know; not English 
youknow). 

’Twill presently get quite incurably queer, 

And then will the Monarchy promptly 
appear, 

I fancy myself that the moment is near. 

(That ’s English, youlknow ; quite Eng- 
lish, you know.) ” 

Chorus, 

Mark the things which you see and the 
things which you hear ^ 

(That’s English, you know; quite Eng- 
lish you know). 

There ’s nothing that ’s solid or stable, I fear 
(That’s English, quite English, you 
know). 

Direct, universal, free sudBErage, my friends, 
(That’s English, you know; quiteEng- 
lish, you know,) 

Will vote— well for Me, and all trouble 
then ends ^ 

(That’s English, you know; quite Eng- 
lish, you know). 

The King, with the Chamber’s concurrence, 
will rule. 

The Deputies then can no' more play the 

J. X-L X 

Clemenceau, Boxjxangee, and men oi that 
school _ _ 

(That ’s English, you know; quite Eng- 
lish, you know). 

Chorus, 

Heed the things which you see and the 
things you now hear 

(That’s English, youknow ; quite EngJisn, 
you know). 

Economy, Order, and Justice sans tear I 
(They’re English; quite English, you 
know I ) 

The Soldier and Citizen then will agree, 
(That’s English, you know; quite En- 
glish, you know,) 

The Pres's and the Priesthood alike will be 

(That’s English, you know; quite En- 
glish, you know), 

ThenwillErance toherancientpre-emmence 

The Qrermixi will watch her with’ reverent ] 

All the Fowers rush forward to be h^ allies 
{That ’a French, you know ; very French, 
you know). 

Chorus, 

These things you shall see which you now 
only hear , 

(That ’s certain you know ; quite certain, 
you ^ow) : 

If only you ’ll let my new System appear. 
(That’s English; quite English, you 
knowj') 

Constitutional principles, these, my good 
friend I , 

(They;re English, youknow; quite En- 

They Conservative needs and Equality blrad, 
(That’s English, you know; quite En- 
glish, you know). 











































THE STATE OF THE GAME. 

Lady Customer, *‘How much aeb Gbousb to-dat, Mr. JiblbtsI 

Poulterer, “Twelve Shillings a Brace, Ma’am, Shall I send them ” 

Lady Customer, “ No, you need not send them. My Husband ’s out Grouse-shooting, 
AND HE ’ll call FOR THEM AS HE COMES HOME I 1 ” 


Do at my new Royal rig-out take a glance I 

In this to the front I shall proudly advance. 

As the true King of all, and first Servant of 
France, .. ^ ... 

(But English, you know; quite English, 
you know). 

Chorus, 

The things which I say it is time you should 
hear , .. _ 

(They’re English, you know; quite Eng- 
lish, you Huow). 

The principles these to make France without 

(Thoifgh they’re English; quite English, 
you know) I 


Aphorism. 

{By a Snubbed Poet,) 

** A Thing of Beauty is a joy for ever ; ” 
Except a pretty girl, who thinks she s clever. 

Nomenclature,’' — Somebody calls the 
“Thunderer’s” daily fulmination against 
Mr . Giadsione an ignis fatuus, or foolish 
fire of Party journalism. ^ would not “Whip 
poor Will ” be a more suitable title ? 

Mem. prom Derbyshire,— The real 
“ Lovers’ Leap ’’—Marriage. 
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ALL IN PLAY. 

Mt Deab Me. PuircH, , ^ , 

I HA.TE seen The Barrisier at the Comedy, and want to see 
him because he is a most amnsingr gentleman and figures in a 
case full of good things. Therelare two.anthors— as there should be 

—a Leader and 
his Junior. Mr. 
(Jeoege Mjujt- 
TTLLB Penis- (a 
very excellent 
novelist) is the 
“silk,’’ and he 
has for his junior 
Mr. Daeitlbt. 
This latter gen- 
tleman be it 
understood, re- 
presents only the 
best kind of 
“stnfi,’’ for the 
play is good 
throTighont. It 
is in three Acts, 
and there is not 
a dull moment 
from commence- 
ment to finish. 
I do not feel 
equal to describ- 
ing^ ^e plot, 
Wimiing a Yerdiot. which is bustling 

and clever, nor to 

jotting down the jests which are funny and novel, nor to criticising 
the acting, whicn is all that it should be. My time was fuUy 
employed on the first night, in laughing, an occupation shared by 
the entire audience. The play was never in danger. There was not 
a weak spot. ISTo, not even the space covered by Mr. Daeniet’s 
moustache. It maybe said that an earnest Barrister should be clean 
shaven, but the remark would only emanate from those who are 
bachelors. The married advocate has not only to consider his Jud^e 
and Jury, but also his wife, and nine times out of ten she combines in 
her own person the judicial functions with the power of the executive. 
Where all are good it seems invidious to particularise, but had I 
to call witnesses for the defence, I thick I should choose Miss Susie 



A "Witness for the Defence. 


Yaughan, and Messrs. Meevin, Capeeet and Peincb Mtllee. 
Another great merit of The Barrister ib that he is closely associated 
with the word “ brief.” He makes his appearance every evening at 
nine and has retired for the night before meven. I fancy, that unnke 
many other “gentlemen of the long robe,” he will have plenty of 
work to do during the Long Yacation and after. 

Mr, Beeeeohm Tebb, who has become lessee of the Haymarket, 
has commenced his management by producing a one-act romantio 
play, called The Ballad Monger^ a version (capitally adapted by the 
two Waxtees—Poilocx and Besant) of M. Theouobe de Bantclie’s 
Gringoire. I remember the same piece was “done into English” 
some twenty years ago at a G-aiety matinee^ when the translator, 
Mr. Atjpeed Thompson, appeared himself as the principal character, 
with the probably unlooked-for result of shelving the drama, so far 
as London was concerned, from that distant date until last Thursday 
evening. However, the motif of the play is pretty well known. 
Gringoire^e, revolutionary “Poet of the People,” with the connivance 
of Louis the JEHeventh of Prance, is induced to recite an anti-EoyaJist 
song in His Majesty’s presence, and is then promised his forfeited life 
by the same amiable sovereign if he can woo, and win, a maiden who 


has never set eyes on him before, witbin a quarter of an hour. In 
the scene at the Ha 3 rmarket a table is discovered spread with a meal 
(I could not quite make out from the text whether it was intended to 
represent breakfast, dinner, supper, or tea), including some wine, a 
few grapes, and a freshly-cooked goose redolent of savoury perfumes. 
Mr. Bbeebohm Teee is the poet, and. were his method of perform- 
ance only equal to his power of imagination, he would be very good 
indeed. Unhappily his excellent ideas are not carried fully into 



Beerbohm Tree-son. 


action, and conseqnently, after seeing him for forty minutes, 
or thereabouts, sniffing at a property goose, staggering about the 
stage with a wine-cup, and declaiming poetry of unequal merit to 
Miss Maeion Tebet, one feels that the piece could only have “a 
happy ending” were Gringoire to be carried away for immediate 
execution. It is a little unfortunate, too, that the maiden to be wooed 
and won should be the charming actress I have just mentioned. 
Miss Maeion Teeey, in a “ piece of absurdity” called made 
a great hit some years ago by appearing as a young lady with a 
chronic appetite for food, that she was for ever seeking^ to satisfy. 
Since then 1 have always looked upon her as one craving for her 
meals. Consequently when I found her within easy reach of a goose 
and in an atmosphere of herbs of a savoury character, it seemed un- 
natural to me that she should deliberately turn her back upon all these 
good things to listen to Mr. Teeb’s poetically (but lengthily) expressed 
views upon liberty. I could but wonder why her choice had not fallen 
upon the goose on the table. Mr. Beooeeield as Louis the Eleventh^ 
incidentally suggests that that wily monarch was guilty of a crime 
with which he has not hitherto been credited — a proneuess to give 
imitations of Mr. Ieving in the character of Mephistopheles, Eor 
the rest, the piece itself is most interesting, is capitally staged, and 
in the subordinate characters, fairly acted. In the EedLamp^ which 
followed the Ballad Monger^ Mrs. Teee appeared as JPrincess 
Claudia^ the part originally played, and excellently played, by Lady 
Moncxton. Although probably accustomed to rUes of a lighter 
kind, she was fairly equal to the occasion. As for her husband, as 
Demetrius^ he was simply admirable and inimitable. 

At the Olympic Mr. whlabj) has made his mark as the Points- 
man, Smce this clever actor first attracted attention by his wonder- 
fully striking assumption of a “ gentleman-burglar,” in one of the 
earlier successes of Mr. YYhson Baeeett at the Princess’s, he has 
never had so good a chance of showing what he can do in the polished- 
scoundrelly Ene. He is the most accomplished murderer on the 



A Shooting Party in September. 

modem stage, and really, if one were forced to die a violent death, 
Mr. Y Ytltaei) seems to be the individual one would naturally select 
to perform the necessary, hut unpleasant, operation. It does not in 
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the least matter to an 01yiig)ic audience how he conies 
to be the proprietor of a Iotv Thames-side tayem when he 
seems bet^r qualified to lead a cotillon inqLuite a fashion- 
able "West-End Square. All that is required of him by 
i the Pit and Gallery, ay, and the Private Boxes and 
Stalls — ^is to do his little assassinations and kindred vil- 
lanies in an educated and refined manner that can be 
appreciated by those who have benefited either from the 
good offices 01 the School Board or the careful tuition of 
the leading Universities. Mr. WillabUj is so good that 
no one pays particular attention to the efiorts to please 
of his fellow-actors and actresses. The scenery of the 
Pointsman is sufficiently ingenious to satisfy the crav- 
ings for sensation of a typical British audience. The 
Kailway collision worked as a sort of transformation scene, 
—the interior of a signal-box changes into the site of a 
fatal accident — creates much enthusiasm, but the win- 
some if vindictive Willard still remains the centre of 
attraction. In the last Act a good deal of g^powder is 
burned advantageously to the simplification of the 
issue. It is scarcely necessary to sa^ that, when the 
Curtain falls, what remains of Tiitue is triumphant, and 
all that is left of Yice is on the road to justly merited 
punishment. The Pointsman is likely to remain on the 
fine of the Olympic bills for many a week to come. I 
should not be surprised to find him still there at 
Christmas. , , 

Exhausted with the labour of looking in at all the 
principal London Theatres, 

I have the honour to remain, my dear Mr, Punchy 
One who has Gone to Pieces. 





A BARR DRIM. 


Hooray for the Thistle ! Scotch yacht without peer ; 

May she win in her race with the smart Volunteer, 

Punch hopes. Captain Barr, that no “ slip ” may turnup 
’Twixt your lip and the yeamed-for American Cup. 

On both sides the Border we wish you success. 

And we tiust of the race you’ll not make a Barr mess. 
Your health in a cocktail, although you ’re afar, 

And we can’t call you— yet— an Ajnerican Barr! 

A REGULAR CELL. 

Sir, — I am writing in the name of all the righteously 
indignant sons of Erin, to protest against the base shame- 
less and infamous treatment accorded to that glorious 
champion and apostle of National freedom, the hero, 
William O’Brien, by the despicable set of traitors, who, 
under cover of the title of “ Her Majesty’s Government,’’ 
are trampling, at Westminster, the liberties of my beloved 
country in the mud and preparing to fling her sons by 
thousands into the depths of the foul and filthy dungeons 
already marked out for their reception. It is reported 
that this, the first victim of their malignant spleen ^d 
hatred, is to be subjected to the gross indignity of receiving 
the ordinary treatment of a common criminal, and be 
subjected to the usual regulations of gaol discipline. Now, 
Sir, in the name of all that is enlightened and progressive, 
I ask, if, at the close of the nineteenth century, such 
outrage is to be committed ? Surely in ^swer^ to nay 
appeal the generous people of England will rise in their 
might and with one voice compel the myrmidons ap- 
pointed to carry out the malignant and iniquitous behests 
of the Castle to provide the noble spirit that they had in- 
tended to torture with chains and darkness with a com- 
fortable and roomy four-post bedstead, cheerful apart- 
ments, a champagne dinner with not less than seven 
courses, daily carriage exercise, the use of a piano and 
biOiard-table if required, and an introduction to the 
best society of the neighbourhood, including the Bishop, 
the Mayor and other notables. Thus, and thus only, 
should Irish martyrs be allowed to suffer for Ireland s 
wrongs, and in this way alone will the Irish people in 
their thousands consent even to the momentary incarcera- 
tion of the heralds of that mighty struggle with a t^anmc 
despotism that they are heroically maintaining, backed 
by the hearty and enthusiastic support of an onlookmg 
and applautoig Universe, against theblind and blustering 
bullymg of a blood-thirsty Government. If I write with 
moderation and temperately it is because I feel confidently 
that the trivial relaxations I propose must, if not at once 
conceded by, be forthwith instantly wrung from the 
thieves and scoundrels who at the present moment are 



INDEPENDENCE. 

“I ’m aeeaid you ’ve fallen down and hurt yourself, my little Man ! ” 
*»Well, and if I ’ave, it ain’t no ne 0* your Business i ” 

responsible for the Executive of my patient and law-abidmg coT^^ry. Relymg 
on the generous impulse of all those who would not 'msh to see the patriot 
deprived of his home comforts, I beg, Sir, with much self-restiamt, to subscribe 
niyBdf, lour calm and dispassionate HrBtaaacns. 

SiE,— Wiat’g all tHs fuss atout pushing tto feUow O’B:^ into a 
feet by six ? By all means push him m, or _mto one six feet hj sue, for mytog 
I cLef If he can’t breathe the fresi. att he wants 1:1-^ 

Serve him right. He has been egging on the dupes a^ fools who have listed 
to Sn to eolmit aets that, if the Executive were a ^e stronpr, w^d soon 
crowd every gaol in the country to the rrof, jiow he hM got a tote of the 
same medicine tiimself. I hope he likes it. As to to 

his health ” who, I should like to know, supposes he goes to prm^ to improve 
it ' Affain I sav. “ Serve him right I ” and if he is let out some eighteen months 
henoe*^weli br(Jen down, perhaps the experience will to^ him to hold to 
tmme tofotor^d not go poSnring on a platform, with to politiod dap- 
tra^for the purpose of interfering with the vested interests and inahenaWe 
ris£ts of Yours. xabidl|^ ^ 

Sm,— That political prisoners should not he regarded 
light as common oriminalg. public opinion, by a very gaierally af 
rwdily admits. Yet Mr. W. O’Esirar can todly e:q«ot to tod MSid^w ^ 
GovOTMient gaol in aU respects as comfortable as tiiat snppbed to him m to oto 
: SambCTs Still be may probably reasonably expect no ha^, certaiidy .no 
^idictive treatment, at 4e hands of the Authorities, 
and subjection to ordinary discipline wtoob to detotion 
i S: after the issue of the warrant to bis arrest, be ’^as ®]lowed ^rta^y to 
^oose his own time for its service, nde on an opem.oar '^*^a Mayor, pMoetod 
bv a brass band, playing a solemn march, take up his restonoe at an boteb.and 
1 ^bteS^n% ai^ess alrowd from the balcony, the Executive o^o^esai^ 
L have been very hard on him, at least m their preluniuOT treatment, and 
<• urobablv they will follow it up somewhat in the same ^d, without 

f hifto^a^aton a farce. ?Bow it to to be 

L that while not incompatible with the surrender of Ms hherty, may oe 
r Wd WMUtent ^STdM regard to the reiitdrements of toh^th, and the 
) drwmstanoes which have led to his ratberinju^monsly placing it in jeopardy. 
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WHAT WAS IT ? 

I HAD been reading a lot of ** Letters to the Times That may 
account for any little confusion in the details of the subsequent 
events* 

My interlocutor was tall and thin, and looming up lanky against a 
dusky sky, reminded me equally of an attenuated M.P., a phantom 
telegraph-pole, and Petek jSchlemil, the Shadowless Man. 

‘‘ Ttndali is quite right,” murmured he. 

“ Glad to hear it,” said I, earnestly. “ I had been thinking lately 
that the distinguished savant was going decidedly wrong.” 

“Ah I he understands me ! ” sighed the Spectre. 

It was more than I did ; and I said so. 

“ Who and what are you, anyhow ? ” I inquired. 

The lines of Long-thin-and-hungry seenied to shift and re- 
shape. 

‘^Ahl” came his voice, the same yet not the same, “elevation 
does not always give coolness, and one may be torrid and tempestuous 
even among the Alps.” 

Somehow this statement, though a truism, did not seem to dt on to 
previous remarks. 

“ I was once said to be ‘Tip in a balloon,^ ’’ continued Proteus (now 
looking rather Ipce the Ancient Mariner, “ long and lean and brown,” 
“ but letters written to the Times even from the utmost height lately 
attained^ by the Prench Aeronauts — ^to say nothing of the top of the 
tallest Lightning Conductor — would, I fear, be hot and ill-balanced. 
Look at Mr. fl. 0. Ahnodd-Fostek ! ” 

“ Perhaps — ^in a sense— we are Lightning Conductors, you know,” 
pursued my companion. 

“ As how? ” I asked vaguely. 

“Well we attract, and carry off harmlessly— it doesn’t hurt us 
yon see — the accumulated political electricity, which otherwise might 
rend^ and rive the State about which these Angry Amateurs are so 
passionately anxious.” 

I felt more mystified than ever. 

“ Tthdaix,.Gbimthobpe, and Stmohs, F.R.S., are entirely right,” 
ccmtmned old Length- withont-bread th ; “A Lightning Conductor 
which does not conduct lightning, like a Leader who cannot lead, or 
a Follower who will not follow, is worse than a nullity, it is a 
nuisance and a danger.” 


“duite so,” I rejoined, grasping eagerly at something which 
seemed definite and comparatively relevant. 

“Lightning Conductors are, in their way, as essential as Law and 
Order. But as Tindaii. says, in one case, and as I should say in the 
latter, all depends upon quality, efieiency, accurate adaptation to ends. 
Would you say, Oh ! never mina about their quality or fitness, the first 
duty of the Executive is to maintain its Lightning Conductors ? ” 

I replied that it really had not occurred to me to make any such 
statement, but I dared say I should. 

“ The Times said of the ‘ Report of the Lightning Rod Conference,’ 
* The book is one of the highest practical value, and all who are re- 
sponsible for the preservation of public buildings should endeavour 
to render themselves familiar with the contents.’ How true 1 That ’s 
my find old temperate * Thunderer.’ ” 

Who are you who are so down upon Tthdali ? ” I asked. 

“ J down on the learned Professor Y ” retorted my companion, shift- 
ing, dislimning, and elongating singularly. “ On the contrary, I am 
grateful to him for being ‘ down upon’ the incompetent architects and 
careless surveyors who would make of me a pitiful sham. Only ” (here 
another phantasmagorical shift) “ when he angrily declares a certain 
prominent political personage, who shall be nameless, to be ‘ a pitiful 
sham,’ why, then I think, like so many other and nnscientifio ‘writers 
to the papers,’ he needs the Conductor of cool Common Sense to 
divert, carry off, and disperse his too furious fulminations.” 

“ Then you are onl^ a Lightning Conductor, alter all ? ” I queried, 
with some sense of being disappointed, not to say “ sold.” 

“ /” retorted my spectral and shitting visitant, again 

shifting spectrally. “ Why, I ’m thinking of writing, for the 
Nineteenth Century^ an article on ‘ Political Lightning Conductors,’ 
which, I rather fiatter myself, will comprehend everything, convince 
everybody, and conciliate even Professor Ttndaix. If yon like I will 

read, from the advance-sheets, a few passages which ” 

But here I roused myself to determined resistance, and — awoke. 


On the Wing. 

Th getting fair hold of the Coburg, Prince Feedhtahi), 
Bulgaria palpably thought she ’d a “ bird in hand,” 
But the Prince and the Bulp:ars, when put to the push, 
Will probably wish the “ bird ” back in the bush. 
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^OVERLOOKED!” 


Fmm-MARSHiE PmrcH {toM.ll.R.). “REALLY, TOUR ROYAL HIGHNESS, IN THE PRESENT STATE OF OUR 
DEFENCES, IS SIR EDWARD HAMLEY OTITE THE SORT OF HAK TO BE SHELVED 

fSir Edward Hamlet served in the Eastern Campaign of 1854 55, including the affairs of Bulganac and McKenzie's Earn, the Battles onhe AI^^ 

Balai^va, and Inkerman (horse killed), the Siege and Fall of Sebastopol, and repulse of the Sortie on the 26th October 1854 (mention^ m I^fS^tcbes Medal with 
four clasDS Brevets of Maior and Lt.-Colonel, Knight of the Legion of Honor, Sardinian and Turkish Medals, and 2nd Class of the Medjidie and C.Bp. ^ Bdwato 
Hamlet m’the Author of TU Operations oj War, awork that may confidently be characterised as one of the most valuable modem Milit^ books 
nothing to compare with it in the English language for enlightened, scientific, and sober teaching in the general art of war — ^de the Times of 
Served in the Egyptian Wax of 1S82, in command of the 2nd Division, and was present at the Battle of Tel-el-Kebir, '^ere he led the Dmsion (r^iv^ the th^s of 
both Houses of^liament, twice mentioned in Despatches, Z.O.B., Medal with el^p, 2nd Class of the Osmameh, and Khedive s Star).—7farfs Army L ist, Jnli/ 
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MR. PUNCHES MANUAL FOR ^ 
YOUNG RECITERS. 

The yoimg Reciter is seldom happy in Hs 
delivery of blank verse. To whicn^the xm- 
sympatbe- - . 

tic may re- i i . , ^ 

tort, that ^ \ li> \ A-v,.', 1 

he does not j ^ 

^e little 
exercise 

ihrown off 

by a Blank . 

Terse Bard who is kept on the premises. It 
can be annonnced on programmes as 

Tengeahce Forje&one! 

{You should have an^ ordinary wooden elhow^ 
chair and a print wrapper within easy 
reach. Come on crouching^ with an air 
of tigerish anticipation,) 

^Tis he ! Can I mistake the clustered cnrls 
Upon his hated hyaeinthine head ? 

Have they not wiled from me the fickle heart 
Of perjured Bandolena ! There, he stands 
Before my window, where a winsome form. 
Rotating slow with measured self-display, 

Has caught his errant eye. How, demi-siren, 
[^Hands extended in passionate invocation, 
Make languorous those lustrous crystal orbs ! 
Wreathe, waxen arms, and lure him in, to me! 
So— once again ! — he falters— he is Mine ! 

\Savage exultation, with eyebrows. 
Let me be calm. {Self-restraint, indicated 
hy violent heaving of shirt-front,) Good 
morning. Sir, to yon. 

I pray you — {with a forced sickly smile) — 
step within, and seat yourself. 

I will attend you in a moment. {Hold open 
imaginary door; then resume soliloquy 
in fierce undertone,) ... Trapped 1 ^ ^ 

He knows me not, {With dark suspicion, 
which is easily conveyed hy half closing 
eyes and pressing knuckle of hent fore- 
finger against lower lip,) Unless I be 
deceived 

Ho hazard freak of hooded Fortune’s urn, 

[-4 nasty line for the “ 

But B-AOTOLINa’s dainty insolence 

Decreed this visit. , . Ha ! my victim calls ! 

I come anon, Sir {fawningly, with a side- 
glance of withering hate at your chair). 
Patience, peevish worm I 

in such a hurry, then, to writhe 

[Fierce aside, 

{Here you draw the chair forward^ and, 
placing yourself behind it, speak the fol- 
lowing lines with easy fluency , accom- 
panied by such pantomime as may sug- 
gest itself to you,) 

I crave your pardon for my tardiness, — 
Allow me to dispose these lendings— thus : 

[Here you shake out the wrapper. 
This band above the elbows— tighter— so. 

I do assure you, Sir, this is no gag — 

’Tis but a poor contrivance of mine own 

To guard uie mouth against th’ encroaching 
sud. , . ther ! 

Refreshing, Sir, indeed, this change of wea- 

3ut one more knot • • •. • a-nd now {here you 
stride to a position in front of the chair, 
which you survey with folded arms, and 
a mocking smile)— mg feigning ’s done I 
Writhe as yon will, I have yon at my mercy. 
Iauiwin Me Assra, have we met at last ? ^ ■ 

[In a terrible voice, \ 

Ton know me not ?— then qnail, for I am he 

By yon bereft of Baisholina’s love ! ^ 

Fear not that I wonld stoop to seek your ^e — 
VCy vengeance shall be sated on yonr hair, 

And that is doomed to perish past recall I 
[last np yonr eyes to yonder wmrling wheel : 

[Point to ceiling with air of command. 
Then on this hrnsh— tis set with bristling 
wires ^ [Frizz), 

[Some frivoller termed it my Cheveux de 
Which, with revolving teeth, shall shortly 
Those curls by Bandolina oft caressed, [rake 
[ With a cold sneer. 
Yon like the prospect ? I have finids here — 

“ Elixirs to evolve the latent hair,” [mood) 
With others, christened (in some? franker 
“Depilatory Agents,”— scarce less potent: 
Upon yonr helpless head I ’ll ponr them all / 
{Arm raised— savage and threatening aspect,) 
Hay, smile not thus defiance through yonr 
gag — 

I swear to lay that haughty crest so low, 

That never shall it soar in pridfe again 1 
Enough of words — to action 1 • . . Still that 
smile— 

So bitter, yet so calm — ^it maddens me, 

I’ll stay my band no longer ! — {violent plunge 
with right arm — after which you recoil 
and seem to gaze aghast at some object 
you are juggling fiend ! 

Was this the secret of yonr dauntless port r 
And could my practised eye he so deceived ? 
{In a tone of lofty and dignified resignation,) 
Yet, seemg I am thus forestalled by Fate, 

I do renounce my purpose— since I must ; 

Take hack yonr wig, MoAssie, go in peace. 

[Bitter scorn. 

Stay— while, in token that my heart is 
I coax it into’comeliness anew. [changed, 

Permit me to unloose you— yon are free, 
owe me but a trifle — eighteenpence, 

[Mournfully, 

Pay at the counter as yon pass without. ^ 
{Here you are supposed to watch your rivaV s 
exit with a gloomy scowl,) 

Thus ends my yengeance as some idle dream, 
Yet no — ^’tis but deferred, with interest I 
{You conclude with a bitt^ apostrophe to 
your intended victim,) 

Back to yonr Bandolina, plumaged daw I 

Be bald, but resolute, in yonr disguise, ^ 
Till haply on her honeymoon she leams [riair. 
How yon haye drawn her with that single 
And I may be avenged ! Till then, adieu I 
{Stalk gloomily off, and allow somebody else 
to remove the chair,) 

On the STUlilP, nr Two Senses.— S o the 
Parliamentary Session the Cricket Season 

are over at last, and contemporaneously. The 
latter has been productive of long scores and 
high averages, the former of little hut long 
speeches and low language. And now two 
teams of British Cricketers are outward hound 
by the Iberia, for a holiday campaign in Aus- 
tralia. Hobody knows exactly how many 
teams of slogging politicians are also going 
foi their hoMay campaign— “ on the stump,” 
all over the Kingdom. Mr, Punch wishes 
the tv^o lots of willow-wielders, led respec- 
tively by Mr. Yeenon and Akthtte Sheews- 
BX7ET, a far merrier time and much hettei 
“scores ” than he fears will fall to the lot oi 
the peripatetic Parliamentarians. 

The Home Rule Cttee.— M rs. M. under- 
stands that the only remedy possible for Irisl 
■ complaints is Antimony. 

GREAT NEWS FOR THE IMPECUNIOUS. 

I HATE just received intelligence of so as- 
:onnding a character and fraught with such 
florious results to the great majority of man- 
rind, that, although I may he said to have 
lartly promised to ke^ the wondrous weret 
:o myself until after 1 had turned the infor- 
mation to my own enormous advantage, I do 
lot hesitate to reveal to a delighted universe, 
nformatiou which, if true, vill so revolu- 
ionise the whole constitution of society, that 
every individual member of the almost innu- 
merable class of the indebted, will feel at once 
mfranchised from the demon that nowpnrsnes 
bim with his insatiable demand for more, ^d 
liis poor oppressed soul will, as of old, sing 
with joy. What then is this glorious dis- 
covery mat is thus wondronsly to relieve the 
gentlemen of society from the base bondage of 
debt ? I am naturally forbidden to reveal all 
its minute detailsj but a general outline I 
feel justified in laying before the world. 

My informant, then, who will he one of the 
very first to take advantage of the discovery 
directly it has reached a practical stage, 
assures me that in an island somewhere^ in 
the Pacific Ocean, named I rather think 
Ungyway, a discovery has been made of a 
Gold Mine of so extraordinary a ctoacter 
that the precious metal lies in it in huge 
seams like those of a copper or lead mine. 

How comes the financial part of this great 
discovery. My friend has calculated that the 
money, owing hy the various respectable 
classes of society to whom I have already 
alluded, and the great Hational Debt, could 
all be paid off for, say, a sum of 2000 millions. 
This somewhat considerable amount could be 
raised from the Ungyway Gold Mine at a cost 
of two millions of money only, and leave a 
large profit. The quantity of gold to he so 
raised would be a mere trifle of 20,000 tons, 
which, at the fixed price of £3 17s. 10<f. per 
ounce, at which price the Bank of England is 
compelled , to 'purchase any quantity, offered 
to it, would he amply snfB.cient for all fke 
glorious purposes to which I have referred. 
The members of the class above alluded to, 
wonld he permitted to purchase the quantity 
required by them to free them from their cruel 
liabiKties, at the cost price of the gold, so that a 
debt of £1,000 could be extinguished hy, say, 
an expenditure of twenty shillings I and the 
crushing Hational Debt by au immediate pay- 
ment of about £750,000! Away fly at ouce 
the iniquitous Income-Tax, and the duties on 
tea and coffee, and vine and beer, and figs, 
and almonds and raisins ! 

Ho wonder that both France and Germany 
have been sending out expeditions to discover 
this Fortunate Island, hut all in vain ; and long 
before these lines meet the gaze of my 
astonished readers, the flag that has brayed a 
thousand years the battle and the breeze will 
be fluttering bravely on the topmost towers of 
Ungyway. I need scarcely add that we shaR 
in fature pay for all our imports in gold, and 
send away out superabundant pauper popu- 
lation, native and foreign, each with about one 
hundred golden soverei^s in his capacious 
pockets, the cost price of which being about 
two shilliags. 

Of course the one thing to do before the 
great scheme is finally settled by Messrs. 

^ Rothschild and Basing, will be to get 

■ largely into debt at the present price of gold, 

■ and pay it off at the price of the future,^ and 

■ so, as Robinson says, spoil the Israelites ; 

' and so great is his faith in the success of the 

scheme, that he actually offers to join me in 
the transaction, and to obtain tbe money on 
. onr joint security. I am to give him my final 

L answer on Saturday, 

Joseph Geeenhoen. 
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THE BOY AND THE BEAR. 

A Ballad of Bulga/ria, 





Was the gratitude, and confidence, and 
lore, and—well subjection, 

Of the boy whom he had taken ’ne^th Jiig 
paws — mean protection. I 


But aJas for human nature, which is radi- 
. cally bad ! [Bulgar lad, 

(And conservatively sinful) this same little 
When he found himself in safety from that 
Stamboul Bubblyjock, 

Took and acted in a manner that humanity 
must shock, ^ 

Foi says he, “ Oh, thank you. Bruin dear, — 
and now I ^11 go and play, 

And I U just select the game myself, and 
work it my own way. 

You were quite disinterested, for you said 
so your own self, 

And I ^m sure you don’t want power, and 
of course you can’t seek pelf, 

At your little friend’s expense, Bear. ITo, 
I thank you very much, 

You have made a free boy of me— and I 
mean to act as such,” 


So he ups and makes selection, this ungrate- 
fullest of boys, 

Of his soldiers, and his swords and guns, 
and crowns, and other toys ; 

And when Bruin put his paw down in ex- 

[it up again, 

ihe Bulgar boy suggested he should— take 

You may easily imagine gentle Bruin’s sore 
A+ . . [and his trust. 

At this sad reciprocation of his fondness 
Says he, ‘ This little rascal is just rushing 
on his ruin, [arms of Bruin,” 

r or his only place of safety is the guardian 
And sundry other animals, and birds, and 
A with him, 

And cried, ‘ The boy is mad, Bear ; we must 
preach to him, and plead with him. 

Ay, even if ’tis needful, though against our 
natures mild, 

we must— well, we mustn’t spare the rod, 
and spoil the— Bulgar— child.” 

There were several Eagles thought this way : 
the Lion didn’t quite. 

But he had a sort of feeling that this fight 
was not his fight ; 

And the Bubblyjock at Stamboul was found 
acting with the Bear, 

From rather mingled motives, which that 
fowl did not declare. 




Ii WM fte little Bulgax boy, and oil it waa 
the Bear, 

Whose affectionate relations were remarkable 
as rare ; 

For the^ulgar boy of Bruin was the glory and 

And if anyone loved Bruin, ’twas that little 
Bulgar boy. 

It was very very touching, for your Bear, 
however good, 

Has seldom any lilmg for your boy— except 
as lood, j 

And y<rar W-op man-from fedinga that I 
humanity may blame, 

Has cmnmonly no yearning for your Bear- 
I unless as game. 

But this Bear— on his own showing— was a 
Bear of simple worth, * 


He was not a western Grizzly,” but a Bruin 
from the North, 

Which we know is “true and tender,” or at 


least SO poets swear, 

And these Northern traits— who doubts it ?— 
are conspicuous in the Bear, 


Had he not that boy befriended in the 
T of [of guile 

^a fashmn full of valour, as ’twas destitute 
When a Bubblyjock gigantic from the Bos- 
phorus who hailed, 

Had assaulted that small Bulgar boy, and— 
thanks to Brum— failed ? 

And aU that Bear expected:[in return for 
what he’d done, 

(And who of such a sentiment will venture 
to make fun r ) 


W’ell, the Bulgar boy persisting still in 
makmg his own game, [to blame, 
Ihe Be^ assumes a sternness it is difficult 
From the Brum point of view, at least, for 
strength must be put forth 
Now and then, e’en by a (so-called) Divine 
Figure from the North. 

And so Bruin rears his carcase, and his 
sanctimonious “mug,” 

Takes a menacing expression, “Come,” he 
cries, “mto my hug. 

And be happy, naughty Bulgar boy : what 
can you have to fear ? ” 

And the rest of the Menagerie of Europe 
say, “Hear! hear!” ^ 

But like another “little boy,” of whom you 
may Imve heard, ^ [absurd, 

^ S cabalistic action as discourteous as 
(ihe Bulgar boy maintains it means no 
more than prudent doubt) 

He puts his thumb unto his nose, and 
spreads his fingers out.” 

Fow whether Bear will bear it, after all hia 
love and eare, 

Or whether that small Bulgar boy wifi, cave 
in to the Bear, 

And how those Birds, the Eagles and the 
Bubblyjock, will turn. 

Are questmns none can answer now : but he 
who lives will learn. 
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COSTUMES FOR THE RECESS. 


(NOT SO) BAD HOMBUEG. 

Travel Notes, erom the Diary oe Toby, M.P, 

Homburg^ Monday » — Geoeob Treveltait once told me that his eminent Uncle, having 
gone all abroad to Dieppe, wrote to his sister, describing voyage from Dover by five groans. 
Our jonmey from Dover to Calais might be described by five smiles. Sea not absolutely 
calm ; but dancing waves, curling in sunlight, nothing to Victoria — ^not our Gracious 
Sovereign, but Q,ueen of L« 0. & D.’s fieet. Made passage smoothly and swiftly in little 
over hour. Railway journey hither, by Brussels and Coblenz, pretty fair for h Continong^ 
but not a patch on the L. C. D. Express from Yictoria Station to Dover. They manage 
some things better abroad ; certainly not express trains or express boats. 

Arrived here to find it raining in torrents. Everybody said it hadn’t rained for two 
months before. Glad to hear this, but didn’t keep us dry. Rain only just commenced ; all 
the shops and doorways thronged with people, m full summer costume ; not an umbrella 
among twenty ; forgotten what rain was like ; now forcibly reminded of its peculiarities. 
With intermission of one full day, and occasional hours, been raining ever since. If it 
must rain, Komburg as good a place to be in as most public haunts; lies within nar- 
row compass ; soil rapidly absorbent ; if it rains in torrents at ten o’clock, and sun 


afterwards comes out, roadways dry by noon. 
Then there is the Kurhans always open: 
palatial building, not to be outdone in size and 
beauty by Casino at Monte Carlo ; but sound 
of romette table is silent. The “game is made” 
for ever ; on ne va plies. Sometimes, on wet | 
afternoons, there is fonnd in the lofty, and 1 
otherwise cool room, one or two elderly gentle- ' 
men, who play doleful game of ecarte^ poor | 
shivering ghosts of departed gamesters, j 
Gambling played ont, but there remain the | 
magnificent halls. The Ball-room still used, 
the music on the Terrace still listened to, the 
hanqueting-hall still crowded, and the gardens 
still glowing with roses, and shaded by Bndens. 

Hon^rgs ; even with the rain, it is not 
so bad after all. 

By the way, talking of natnre of soil, a dog I 
met here drawing imlk-cart, told me curious 
story. Homburg resorted to by iavalids of both 
sexes and all conditions ; take the waters inside 
and out; but my friend told me of another 
cure not less remarkable. Soil of Homburg 
composed of FuUer’s-earth, warrauted to absorb 
superfiuous grease from cloth substances. Obese 
Englishman hearing this on arrival, asked why 
this quality should he confined to application 
j to cloth ? if Fuller’ s-earth took superfiuous fat 
from piece of cloth, why not from body of stout 
Englishman ? Decided to solve otuestion ; dug 
hole iu back-garden ; lay in it for twenty 
minutes with loose soil shovelled over him up 
to chin ; repeated hath on alternate days for 
three weeks ; end of first week hole too roomy ; 
end of second week had to be further filled iu ; 
end of third week his clothes no use to him ; 
had to lie iu bed for three days whilst re-fitted. 
Went home quite a slim person. 

Prince of Waxes still here when I arrived. 
Been the lifes and souls of the party for nearly 
three weeks. “Ton here, Tobt?” says he, 
when we met on first morning ; “ is House up, 
then ? ” “ Not yet, Sir ; but I’ve been all night. 
Doctor ordered me to he here at seven in morn- 
ing; this an immaterial extension to us who 
have been sitting up at Westminster every 
nigbt of week till three or four in morning. 
So had all-night sitting, and here I ampunotn- 
allv at seven o’clock.” 

Don’t see how I ’m going to keep it up though, 
through three weeks ; must find some other way 
of getting np at half-past six. Can’t imagine 
how H.R.H. does it; but here he is every morn- 
ing at seven o’clock, taking his glasses of water 
with the rest of the “ patients,” and going the 
regulation walk in the intervals. For an in- 
valid, looks uncommonly robust ; does his final 
four miles well within the hour, 

Saturday, — Rain again, bat really so occu- 
pied with cure that haven’t time to notice it, 
and certainly can’t let it interfere with Doctor’s 
orders. No more aR-night sittings now. End 
of third went off to sleep at noon after bath. 
Didn’t wake, till six next morning, just in time 
to dress and down to Elizabeth Well with the 
rest. Found this much better arrangement. 
So now go to bed about nine iu the afternoon ; 
get up at 6 '30 in dead of nigbt. Arrived at 
Well, take glass of water, then march up and 
down for fifteen minutes by Homburg clock. 
Another glaas and another fifteen minutes | a 
third glass, and hour’s walk; after whiob 
allowed to totter home, and breakfast. Amount 
of things you are not to eat and drink amazing ; 
some of them never tasted in my life ; now 
strongly tempted. But hotels under sceptre of 
Doctor Deetz. He watches unseen overfojfe 
d^Mte^ and prevents most nice things from 
coming to dinner. 

After breakfast (bread, tea, or coffee, no 
butter, much less mild breakfast bacon), bath 
on alternate days, between eleven and noon. 
Something like a bath ; on first investigation, 
seems bottomless L^Bt plummet reaches con- 
clusion at last. Here sit np to the chin for 
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! twenty mimites, shiyerinsr at thonglit of what would happen sup- 
I posing hath sprang a leak. Lxincneon at one, strictly supervised ; 

I between three and five, more tumblers of water at another y7ell, with 
more vigorous walks round and round, as if you were looking for the 
Post Office, couldn’t find it, and began to feel certain you would 
[ miss the next despatch. Dinner at six, with the shadow of the 
^ good Doctor Deetz pervading the place, and ordering ofi all the 
■ toothsome dishes. Afterwards a stroll in the Kurhaus, where the 
band is playing, and men, maids, and matrons, not all <iuite so 
young as they were, chatter and flirt. 

I Such is OUT life in Homhurg, enlivened, ahont a fortnight ago, 

I hy great scandal, which wild horses shall not drag from me. But 
I ask auy lady fresh from Homhurg. Will, at first, say, “Ho, she 
I really can’t; too painful,” and so on. But aprist le deluge of 
I confidence. 

SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH. 

Iir Professor Sxittxes’ chair— with the sun in my eyes. He has 
not begun to read my character yet ; he is still measuring— with tape 
this tune. I must say he takes great pains. Blazer contingent 
has moved up closer ; they pretend to recognise me as “Cousin Bin..” 
Take no notice of them— try to fix my thoughts far away— on Ethel 
DEBIH&. How pretty she looked that night! Wonder, if I had 

plucked up my courage and spoken, whether she might not have 

However, I didn’t, and she couldn’t. How full is life of these 
missed opportunities ! (“You’re leaving out his nose, G-uv’nor!” 
from a Blazer, and giggles from idiotic girls in front.) I feel very 
forlorn and friendless up here. Professor has finished measuring, 
and is preparing to “ delineate ” me. 

Cross my legs, and compose myself to listen seriously. (“ Cheer up, 
Sir ; he ’ll tell you when he ’s going to ’urt you ! ” yelps a least in the 
background.) 

“ Here we ’ave a gentleman,” says the Professor, passing his hand 
along the top of my nead, “ in some respects rather a contrast to our 

B , last subject.” (I should hope so, 

^ i , indeed.') “This gentleman’s ’ed is 
^ I ' ^ second largest we have had under 
I , U examination to-day.” (“’Ear-’ear!” 

the Blazers, and a meaningless 
to SzIM l suggestion that I should “ make a good 

is ’atter!”) “His Mental Brain is 
so large as we might expect ; 
in fact, if the development of the 
lower brain were in proportion, we 
should find the gentleman — ^well, I 
TiiWTro+ ^ going to say, an idiot. Eortu- 
■ nately the brain, though not tall, is 

wide. He has Firmness, Energy, and what we call Driving Power, 
YOTy large. Tto is a very curious gentleman ”—(“ Oughter he 
stuffed I ” puts in a ruffian, and everybody laughs — even "me Bro^ 
fessor— confound him '.'—smiles indulgently.) “He likes to go 


fessor — confound him 


everywhere, and see everything. He can sit down to a good dinner, 
and enjoy it.” {Shouldn't have thought that a rare characteristic — 
hut it deliphts the audience.) “ Bis Self-Esteem is large.” {There 
he is guite wrong — T haven't nearly enough !) ** AcQ[uisitiveness 

also large ; this gentleman believes in getting the full value for his 
money.” {Borit believe I shall get it here, at all events /) “He is 
very cheerful and social.” ( “ Don’t he look it, too I ” from a Blazer, 
and, of course, roars of laughter.) “ In fact, if he were a little less 
social, it would he better.” {This to me — who have come down here 
for absolute secluswn. This Professor is a fool .') “ He will be fond 
of his children and of Ms wife.” (“ And can’t she comb his ’air for 
J usual quarter, 1 am a bachelor, and this sort of 

thing IS getting scandalous,) Professor says, “I must appeal to tKia 
gentleman’s friends gentleman's friends to keep a 
httle more ^niet while we are delineating. There is very small 
Eventuality ^we shomd like to see a little more Eventuality — ^he 
must try to cultivate Ms Eventuality.” {Indeed f Perhaps he will 
kindly tell me how I am to set about it .') “ Approhativeness large • 
so we shall see him very anxious to ’ 

gain the good opinion of others.” ^ 

{When I don't care a straw what 

f eople say of me / Phrenology is 
osh — absolute bosh!) “Destructive- 
ness small; tMs is not a gentleman 

who will do very much damage.” J' -ml 

{Sighs of mock relief from Blazers,) >jte]|yL 

“Hor is he, we should find, partieu- 
larly combative.” . . , (“You’aven’t 

seen’im of a Saturday night.” | 

rupis some vulgar brute,) Psha!— I -isr-r-s?— I 

wou’t listen ; regard the audience me 0 ! ! 

with calm reproach. What a face that is on the second bench ! what i 
a pair of brown eyes ! — kind of eyes Juliet must have had. Ethel’s 


are light grey— what a serious, simple expression I She is not gig- 
gling, like all those fools— I could almost fancy she feels for me. 
How superior she seems to all the rest. Eth3el Deeing herself could 
not look more exquisitely out of place. In fact. I am not sure that 
Ethel would keep her countenance so well as this girl, who is bend- 
ing forward with parted lips, and that sweet, interested light in her 
eyes. ... 1 am getting sentimental. Was Borneo ever “ deline- 
ated ” ? Professor is summing me np— I may as well listen, 

“ TMs is a gentleman of excellent business ability, and I should 
say he would be perfectly capable of managing a tolerably large 
business concern.” (“Then how was it he got the sack from the 
’am-and-heef shop?” inquired one of the pests.) “He is pushing 
and energetic, and he would get on well — even in a ’olesale business.” 
{He is growing absolutely fulsome !) “ If in business for Mmself, we 
shall not find him in a hurry to shut up Ms shop exactly at the hour 
of closing, if he thinks he could make more hy keeping open a little 
longer.” {Considering that I am in Government employ, with a 
decided leaning to literary pursuits, which has not, as yet, met with 
much support — this is rather too much, but it would be snobbish, 
perhaps, to say anything,) “I may add,” concludes the Professor, 

' with the air of a man who is conceding somewhat, “that tMs gentle- 
man would he qualified to succeed, would do very well, as an artistic 
decorator. Are there any questions you would like to ask ? ” 

Hot after that— no, none ; I haven’t the heart to ask Mm if he 

« thinks I could write even a creditable 
Hautical Drama ! Besides, my faith 
in Phrenology is shaken. Let me get 
away — out of sight and hearing of 
these infernal Blazers. 

Eise and leave with ironical dignity. 
Professor calls me back — thinks I for- 
jj got to pay my shillmg. Annoying, 
'f/f because it had escaped me. “You 
y/j didn’t tell ns he had a bump for hilk- 
^ iug!” jeers a fiend — “bilking,” I 
believe, is ’Arryan for going away 
“ Parting is such sweet sorrow.” without paying. Ironical dignity a 
Shakspeare. failure. “Will I pay half-a-crown 
extra, and have a written report of my character P ” I will not. 
Blazers seem sorry to part with me. 

Afternoon, — ^Too much depressed to work at Drama. Sands again. 
Crowd — Conjuror. I shall see tMs time. “I want a soft gentle- 
man’s hat,” he says, sudden^, “ Do you mind ? ” He takes mine 
— ^the crowd roar. “ Will I assist Mm in this trick ? ” I did not 
mean to catch Ms eye — ^but I don’t like to he disobliging. 

I am in the centre with the Conjuror. “May he do what he 
pleases with my hat P ” “ By all means,” I say, graciously. Then 
he’ll keep it, he says. Childish joke that! ‘‘You’re quite sure 
there’s no hole in it ?” he asks. ^ 1 am not, I tell him, in the habit 
of wearing a hat with a hole in it. “Ain’t you really ? how do you 
get your head iu ? ” he retorts, sharply. Yery old— but Starmouth 
people easily amused. 

‘^Do I ever toss for drinks ? ” Ho, I do not. Then he will show 
me how to do so, and wm every time. He tosses up a penny on the 
little table, and covers it with my hat. “ Which do I think it is ? ” 
I say heads— to please Mm. Again, “How, Sir, heads or tails?” 
I happen to have seen it fall head uppermost— hut no doubt he has 
manipulated it some way — if I say tails, he will look rather foolish* 
Tails, them WiU I lif t my hat P Ido 
—a guinea-pig! Eenewed roars. I 
ought to be above feeling annoyed at 
this tomfoolery— but these conjuring 
fellows go too tar. ' 1 W / 1 

Evening, —OnYvex, Military Band. 

Bazaar: ladies and children touting 

for it. Wonder whether my “Firm- V - 
ness ” is as large as Professor Sjot- , ^ \i||Jpj ' 1 HI 

TLES declared. — Because I certainly ' ^ MP|1 m ^ ' P 

never intended to buy a box of cracker- 

bonbons, or a basket of ripe tomatoes ^ ~ 

—and yet here I am, carrying them ** lo** *hy panes.” 
about I And when I took a ticket for a Shakspeare. 

raffle, I hardly counted upon winning tMs partionlarly gaudy sofa- 
cusMon.^ Clergyman wants to sell me a very small plumcake, only 
th^e shiUings .... I find I can he firm after all. 

The Mrl with the brown eyes is on the pier, too, with a stout 
respectable old female — ^probably her maid. I tuink they recognise 
me as the victim of Phrenology ; they glance at me with interest. 
An me I I wish — ^I msh, hut what is the use of wishing ? 

In the Bazaar again. Young lady proposes to tell me my fortune 
for a penny, with a revolving card. I am in a superstitions mood — I 
want encouraging. She spins the card ; the dial indicates, as she 
mtorma me, mth unnecessary glee, “You spend’ your time in 
trifles. — Is a Hautical Drama a “ trifle,” I should like to know ? I 
can t he quite the thing, for tMs incident afieots me almost to tears* 
I have had a depressing day. Bed in low spirits. 


“ Here ’s for thy panes.” 
Shakspeare. 


^ K0TIC:E.-Eejected Commwoations or Contiibutions, wliether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Piotnres of any descrintioii, will 
Sere ^^b^no^eroeption** aecompanied by a Stamped and Addsessed Envdope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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AMERICAN CHINA. 





ssfflmwwgis] 


“ O^y daughter, named Li-Chi, nrho fell in love 
mthCsANc, a young man -who lived in the island-home representedat the 
h Fttem, and who had been her fether’s 8™ e& The fether 
ovcrlicard tliem. on.6 day znakixi^ vows of lovf» imdpr +>10 j 

stemly :fortado the piequal match ; hut the lovers contrived to elone lav 
in f ^ gardener’s cottage, and thence made their escape 

— thL‘^^iS^4Mr»dVo'S/ ten teW/Sdn^ 

n^lteT^ef^e 

Scmrai-ttat 0/ the tradition. Season, mllow-fall. Sour, sundown, 
Ju%’‘ (Jm {sings ) — 

The poor sonl sat sigMng by a ram-looking tree. 

Sing, once a green willow ; 

But now ^ its leaves smell of base £ s, de : \ 

oing willow, willow, willow ! 


*>f|; 


The old stream runs by her, not.with the old tones, 

Smg willow, willow, willow I 
lint, chnmed by coarse paddles, it plashes and groans : 
SmgwiUow, willow, willow! t, 

Chang, Ah, pllow Md irradiant sunflower of mv soul’s secrtt 
sh^e, smg not thus dolrfuUy, I entreat thee Wharfs Se 
andwS^ii ^ sscape awhile our old ornithologioal metamorphosis 
the^Dl^on“®+h?*?;^«h® gWes of the Mandarin’s country seatl 

Si,vs{yfis 

bagtfmytet^idStr^hA^*^®!,^/ sublimated saffron- 

g I my spirit s idoiawy, who can help weeping at sight of this ^ 

BaSl^ lutern^aSTmdg^ted 
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Li^Chu Papa was impetuous. Our— our 
elopement angered bim. But Telegraph- 
poles, Telephone Exchanges, River St^tmers, 
Banks and Blazing Posters 1 1 — ^Alas 1 1 1 

CJiang {hotly). By the isolated button of 
Celestial supereminence, it is too bad! 
What can li Hinsro Chai^g, that dragon- 
claw of the throne, that amber-souled prop 
of imperial perpendicularity be about, I 
wonder?^ 

Li^Chi {mcditatimly). We — e — ell, — ^per- 
haps he knows, after all. 

Chang, What meaneth the tintinnabu- 
lant tea-blossom of my trivial and ephemeral 
personality ? 

Li->Chi (archly). The “Heathen Chinee,” 
as the wanton Western scribe insolently calls 
him, is indeed “peculiar,” as perchance even 
Count Ettgeoi Staihslow Kostza be Mit- 1 
EiEWiczandMr. Jat-G-ouxd, Hood, Mackat 
the multi-millionnaire, and Barker Brothers 
the Bankers, Hew York Syndicates and 
Philadelphian Sdver Rings, may yet discover 
as clearly and completely as did Bill Nye 
and Truthful James of the ribald ballad. 

Chang (admiringly), Yerily even the 
orbicular contractility of dexter-optical 
semi-closure becometh those almond eyes, 
oh I desh-enshrined opium-ecstasy of my 
most transcendental inwardness. ^ 

Li- Chi (smartoy), I should think it did, 
indeed I A wink is as good as a nod to a 
blind lover. “ Melican Man ” is very ’cute 
and enterprising ; but whether he ’U find it 
quite so easy as he fancies to “run” the 
Celestial i^ngdom, or “ exploit ” the 
Flowery Land, remains as the never-sufS.- 
oiently - to - be - commended - and - left - care- 
fully-unread Kung-foo-tze would say, “to 
be duskily adumbrated in the spirit-specu- 
lum of the yet To-be.” 

Chang. Quite so. Still, 0 million-berried 
mulberry-tree of my mean and inconsider- 
able soul-garden, to have our own secular 
love-legend and its many-centuried Scene 
thus sordidly transmogrided, cannot, 0, 
shining one of my spirit’s crepuscular gloom, 




palate ” 

Li- Chi, Well, Chang, after all, novelty 
hath its charm— after a cycle or two. you 
know. Marquis Tseng talks about the 
awakening of China.” As if there was ever 
a Celestial who, for all his childlikeness and 
blandness, was not very wide-awake indeed ! 
Why, Li- Chi, if ever we had our time over 
again, do you think that transmutation into 
a pair of turtle-doves, — ^bird- beatitudes, my 
Chang, are so limited !— would form the 
acme of our mutual aspirations ? 

Chang, Well, per— haps not, Li-Chi. 

Better fi.fty years of Europe 

Than a Cycle of Cathay,— 

— as turtle-doves, you know. Still, that 
chuckling and cavorting American fowl, 
that two-headed and vulturine Russo-Polish 
Eagle, do not quite fit into the Mongolian 
i Arcadia of the Willow-pattem plate ; now 
do they ? We have fallen, hly of my life, 
i upon sordid, and subversive, and sceptical 
tunes, when millions of taels move our 
Mandarins to Modernism, when Silver 
Rings and Syndicates, can set up a Party 
of Progress in the Realm of the Immutable, 
and wen doubts have been thrown by 
shallow scribes upon the existence of the 
Great Wall of China itself I 

Li- Chi (shuddering). Dreadful, dear! 
Let’s turn back into turtle-doves at once, 
and coo ourselves into truly Celestial 
obliviousness of this colossal Yankee coup, 
which threatens— perchance prematurely — 
to fix for aU time this preposterously W estern 
and barbaric picture as the Willow Pattern 
of the Future ! T Theu do so. 



[They do so. 


SAGACITY. 

Countryman, “ Fi* Pouinos too much foe him 1 He ’s a won’erful good Sportin’ Daitg, 
Sir! Why he comb to a Dead Pint in the Street, Sir, close ag*in a ol* Gbn'leman, 
THE other day — ^’FUST O’ SEPTEMBER IT WAS, SiR I — ^AN* THE Gen’LEMAN TOLD ME AETSR- 
WARDS AS HIS HAMB WERE * PARTRIDGE ’ ! ” 

Customer, “You don’t sat so !** [Bargain struck ! 

“PAYING THEIR SHOT.” 

A Party of excursionists from the Tyne thought it a pleasaut way of spending a Bank- 
holiday to go wantonly shooting swarms of sea-birds on the Fame Isl^ds. YHien remon- 
strated with by the more humane man in charge, they considered it still greater “ sport” to 
threaten to pnsh an oar down his throat, and make a target of him. These sportive souls 
indeed managed amongst them to “ hit his felt hat and graze his left thumb ” with shot. 
But when 239 of them were summoned under the Wild Birds Act, and had to pay jfines and 
expenses to the tune of some £70, they probably modified their notion of the nature and claim 
of “ Sport,” and found that “paying the shot” in that sense was the least pleasant part of 
shooting. Some of them were probably left without “ a shot in the locker.” A few more 
such wholesome lessons, and the “Cad with a Gnn,” the “Brute with a Donhle-BarreL” 
may no longer be found depopulating Nature’s feathered preserves and dis^acing the 
name of honest Sport. 
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treatment, and, to the last, he is of opinion that he ought to haye 

gone to some other place, no matter where. 

# ^ ♦ # # 


At last I have seen him I—the travelling Englishman, the English It is a real pleasure to see Smith:, of the Colosseum Club, meet 
Milord of the Erench Earce— “Oah, e’est moa! ” of the Journal Brown, also a member of the same sociable institution. He greets 
Comiam Browi^ heartily,— never was so glad to see anybody. Yet they are 

^ * * * * * anythingbut inseparables in London; audit certainly was not owing 

Butif the farce Milord is grotesque, the English “ Mees” is equally to Smith’s good ofB.ces that Brown* was elected to the Colosseum, 
ridiculous. I met, the other day, a lady of Albion, who was strut- Brown has just arrived at Eoyat, and is not so effusive at the sight 
ting about with an enormous “handled” of Smith, as Smith, who has been here ten days, is on beholdmg 
raised to her Brown. “Thompson’s here, so ’s Jones,” Smith tells Brown, 

eyes, while she ex- beamingly. “Are they ? ” returns Brown, who recognises the names 

pressed her opinion as those of eminent Colosseum men. “ And now,” exclaims Smith, 

“ that those foreigners heartily, “ in the evening we can have a rubber ! ” This was why 

really do dress so Smith was so overjoyed at meeting Brown ; not because he was an old 

absurdly I ” ^ friend, not even because he was a member of the same social set, but 

* * * because he would make a fourth / “ You ’ll want a rubber,” adds 

Diary of a Day* — ^ Smith, cajolingly. “ If he does,” interposes Puller, in excellent 

At all these Stations spirits this morning, “he’ll have to go to Aix-les-Bains. They 

Thermales the plea- don’t do the massage here. Aix is the place for Rubbers.” The 

santest hours of the joke falls among us like a bombshell, and the group disperses, each 

day are sacrideed to I W wl wondering how long Puller is going to remain at Royat. His 

the interests of the f ll\ \ Tl J , . movements may govern our own ! 

band, the casinos, the \vk iilil ***<»** 

cercle, and the even- |||j||A' Uneventful! General BouLiJNCER has called here to-day. No, 

ing amusements. Zes gmm not on me, but on a noble English poet, who is staying at the 

Baigneurs ilBitV 111 if' Continental. Erom the portrait in the Salon I should have ex- 

ought not to require i||M' 1 r |l| W pected a j&ne fellow of six feet high, rather Saxon and swaggery. 

any amusement after ' II f Had he resembled his portrait I should not have believed in him. 

9*30, and by ten they Now I do. There is hope for Boulanoer. He is a short man. 

should be in bed. Napoleon was a short man. “ ” 

Their hours for walk- 

“L’Ansrlaisuourrire.” ing and other exercise Mees“0’Shocking!” Encore des Pensees*—^^ There [is a time to talk, and a time to 
® ^ * should be very early ^ be silent.” The first occasion is, when I have something .to*say,Jand 


*0’Shocking! 


® f * should be very early ^ be silent.” The first occasi 

in the morning, or late in the evening before dinner. The reinainder audience to say it 
of the day should be given up to batns, to drinking waters, dejeuner to; the other is, when 
d hfourchette^ and rest. ^ I don’t feel well, i 

* * * * * everybody * 

By the way, at the top of the daily menu at the Continental Hotel equally. Pul ler, 
the dSjeuner d la four chette 8.t 11 A . M , is styled. Puller when high-spirited, ^ 
resents this as strongly as he does a waiter’s answering him, “ Yees, cannot understand ‘ }!{ 
Sate,” when he has given an order in his best Erench. Now this this. Undergoing ■ 
meal at 11 a.m. is not an English lunch, but is the Erench dejeuner these Royat Waters, i , 
d la fourchette. Is it becoming the common practice in hotels on Pt tt.t.w and myself .Sijii 
the Continent? If so, the English wiU soon remember that they are on a see-saw. Ii®j0 




the Continent? If so, the English wiU soon remember that they are on a see-saw. 

don’t come abroad for lunch— they can “lunch” well enough at "^en he is up, I am \ 

home— but they do come abroad for dejeuner d la four chette^ and, if down, and vice versd, 

they do not get it, they will stay away. After trying to v , " 

“It’s confoundedly insulting!” exclaims Puller, indignantly, breakfast together, ^j S W \ i ^ HBHpl 

“ Do they tbinTc we don’t know what a dejeuner d la fourchette and to be mutually ! ' ‘ r / 

means? But, dashit, you know,’’ he goes on, in the tone of aman accommodating, have a Door or 

whom a very little more o± this sort of treatment would disgust with which is done in the Window open in our small Salle-a-manger. 
life generally, “they’re making everybody abroad so English.” most disagreeable ^ j* 

Then he repeats, “ So English, y;ou know,” in imitation of some manner possible, we separate, on account of incompatibility of 

American burle^ne actor, and this has the effect of restoring his temper. Temporarily our relations are strained. This only applies 

good humour. He thinks the quotation so apt and so humorous, to the morning. I want to be <j.uiet in the morning, and detest 

that he expands in chuckles, aud goes out of the «a^Ze-< 2 -mow^er doing early liveliness. Jane and myself, in future, breakfast together at 
a step, and repeating, “ So Englisb, you our own time, and at our own table, in a corner. (And this is 

know!” The French, Spanish, and the also within the first seven days of the 

visitors of various natioualiti.es, shake their * * * * * * . 

^ heads, shrug their shoulders, and evidently By the way, what a chance of reclame 1 lost on the occasion of 

^ hope he is harmless. The waiters smile, Boulanger’s visit. It never occurred to me till too late. I ought 

and this reassures the guests. to have been at the front door, awaiting his departure. At 

* # :r # . the moment of his leaving, I should have left too. Then^ the 

The special merit of the Royat Drinking report could have been spread about that I had “gone out with” 

Waters and Baths consists in the large Q-eneral Boulanger, How astonished M. Ferrt would have been, 

amount of iron contained in them. Over the “ Quite a Fairy tale for him,” says Puller, who wishes to exhibit | 

gates of the Park at Royat, where the his acquaintance with the proper Erench pronunciation of M. Ferry’s 

Etahlissement and Buvettes are situated, name. 


should he inscribed, for the benefit of Eng- 
lish visitors, “Washing and Ironing done 
i \ here.” 


hsh visitors, “Washing and Ironing done The Twenty ~ Second Morning, ’—IsheB. give mjseli three dieijs^lee.Ye 

absence, and revisit La Bourbonle and Le Mont Dore. These two 
/nr ♦ * ♦ ♦ places are higher up in the mountains of Auvergne. 

l/[ /t'- ‘I The Uncertain Bather * — My acquaintance »***## 

W//.,T ‘'•mm'hW' is another variety of tiie genus Za Bourloule Revmted*--Yery heautifol the line of country 

.He is dissatisfied only with him- between Eoyat and La Bourhoule. But the latter is an out-of-the- 

v> self. He mp^peteaHy having a row with way ]^lace as compared with Royat, which has the great advantage 

The Cravate au Moulin. Xhe Hotel is good enough, he says ; of being within a quarter of an hour’s ride, or walk, of such a real 

the Doctor IS all that can be desired. The baths good town as Clermont-Ferrand, whereas La Bourhoule and Mont 
and waters ^e managed very weU ; hut the question is, he says to Dore are an hour-and-a-half’s drive each of them from their own 

himsen, Was I right m coming here at aU ? Ought I not to have station, Laqueuille, which is nothing more than a mere country 

gone to r ox to or to Homburg ?^ or to Mont Dore, or to railway station, with a simple buffet, and four hours from Clermont- 

La RourpoTile r Well, but —I say to hm, with a view to recon- Eerrand, which I suppose is the market town, and certainly the only 
citog mm to ^toself— are the waters dpmg you good?” He place of any importance to which one can go, “there and back 
reiu^antly admits that they are not domg him any harm — as yet. again,” in a long day. 

in this state of uncertainty he remains during the whole course of Of course the descendants of Balbus, who “ murum cedifcavit ” in 




and waters ^e managed very weU ; hut the question is, he says to Dore are an hour-and-a-half’s drive each of them from their own 
himsen, Was I right m coming here at aU ? Ought I not to have station, Laqueuille, which is nothing more than a mere country 
gone to r ox to or to Homburg ?^ or to Mont Dore, or to railway station, with a simple buffet, and four hours from Clermont- 

La .Dourpoule r ^ but” — ^I say to him, with a view to recon- Eerrand, which I suppose is the market town, and certainly the only 

CllmC him to himself — “arA fhA •WAfAra xrmi TTa 4-^ 'kr.AV 
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OTir old Latin Grammar—CAre Balbits 'and Caius stiH at it in the 
Grammars of the present day ?)— could not leave La Bourlwnle alone, 
and villas have been springing up in every direction. Shops, too. 
Already one side of a Boulevard has been commenced, represented by 
half-a-dozen superior shops, one of which, it is needless to say, is a 
sweet-stuff emporium, and another a Tabac. Then they Ve a Hotel 
de Yille at La Bourboule. In our time there was only a solitary 
Gendarme, in full cocked-hat and sword, who, as an official, was a 
failure, but, as a playmate, of the children, and a friend of the 
lonnes, was a decided success. He looked well, and inspired the 
stranger on his arrival. But the feeling of awe soon wore off. 
Perhaps he, also, was a^ haigneur* Inv^d Gendarmes might be 
useMly employed in this manner, their imposing appearance at 
various watering-places would inspire confidence, while they might 
be benefiting their physique. Policemen could be also effectively 
used in this way. Kecruiting Sergents-de-ville ” they might be 

called, engaged in recruiting their own health, 

# 

A storm of rain and wind swept us out of La Bourboule— -we subse- 
quently heard that there was snow at Mont Bore — and drove us 
post-haste back to Royat warmth— comparative warmth, that is, for 
they were having two or three cold, rainy, and gusty days at Boyat, 
too, preceding the day fixed for the Eclipse. But such weather is 
bearable at Boyat, if you have once experienced it at La Bourboule. 
The valley of Boyat is fairly high up, and well sheltered ; but as to 
the situation of La Bourboule and Mont Dore, one may say, re- 
versing the quotation, “And in the highest heights a higher still I ” 

“ Only not, by any means still,” says Puiiee, who Imows the 
country, and whom no inducement will lead away from Boyat. 

* * m * m 

I have mapped out a short tour by way of return from Boyat, 
which is at the disposition of anyone wno is preparing to make 
himself a haigneur and a titulaire next season. 

* # * * # ^ 

My itiniraire is this : London to Paris, taking care to travel by 
the Empress from Dover to Calais. Inquire beforehand at the 
L. C. and D. Station. Yictoria. Go by the a,m. Dine in Paris 
at 8 ‘30. In a forthcoming little work I contemplate benefiting the 
travelling pubhe generally with a few useful details, of which these 
are only hints. Paris next morning, to Clermont-Ferrand, for 
Boyat. At Boyat, I should naturally recommend the Hotel I know 
best. This is the Continental. It may change hands next year ; if 
it changes hands, it changes heads at the same time, and my advice 
may or may not be useful. 

* m # « # # 

Stay at Bo^at for cure ; visit— as excursions easily done in a day, 
when you 're in fettle— La Bourboule and Mont Dore. For all infor- 
mation, ask the most civil of men, and the most obliging, the agent, 
who has an office in a line with the few shops situated on the upper 
terrace of the Parc. He will teU you everythmg— and be delighted 
to do it. 

#****# 

By the way, when once you 've settled your tour, take my advice, 
and visit Messrs. Cook, of Ludgate Circus. Provide yourself with 
all your tickets beforehand. It will save you a heap of trouble I 
afterwards. Too many Cooks can’t spoil your journey, as you will 
take them on the “play or pay” system, and it binds you to 
nothing, except, in case of not using them, a slight discount ; 
whereas, on the other hand, it helps the person who is at all “ infirm 
of purpose ” to make up his mind, and keeps Mm to Ms original plan, 
which any experienced traveller will agree with me in saying, is, nine 
times out of ten. the wisest and best course to pursue. Of tMs more 

anon in my forthcoming parvum opus on tMs and cognate subjects. 

^ 

Boyat (if you are a laigneur, recommended here by your Doctor) 
is an easy place to get to, and to get away from. My friend Skurbie, 
who, immediately he has arrived at any place, passes all Ms time 
there in consulting guide-books, maps, Bradshaws, Cook’s^ tourist 
books, and local indicateurs, with a view to see how he can best get 
away, comes to me with a paper full of closely-written details, and 
says, “ Here’s my plan:— Boyat, Lyon (why do we put an ‘s’ on to 
it, and make it ‘ Lyons ? ’ it would be as sensible for the French to 
call Liverpool ‘ Liverpools,’ or Manchester ‘ Manchesters.’ And why 
can’t the French call London ‘ London,’ instead of * Londres ? ’)— 
then Aix-les-Bains (for a massage, and an excursion or two) . , then 
Geneva. TMs is, if you ’ve got time to spare. If ’not, in a week you 
can make a really refresMng tour by pushing on from Lyon to 
Geneva, to Bale, to Heidelberg, to Mainz, down the Bhine to Cologne, 
then Antwerp, FlusMng, (iueenborough. TMs wiH complete your 
week, and you will return to England with a store of variety to last 
you a year,” 


OUR ADVERTISERS. 

Theatrical akd Ee-assurihg. 

T he BOYAL innHFLAMMABLE THEATRE. -The sole 
Lessee and Manager begs to inform Ms patrons, the public, 
that he has left no stone unturned to render it by a long way 


mSE SAFEST THEATRE IN TEE TWO HEMISPHERES. 
X The mere perusal of the advertisements appearing in the daily 
press, furnishing the intending audience with a complete handbook 
of escape in the event of any sudden catastrophe, must, he feels, 
afford them 

"OEAL PLEASURE, wMch, owing to the precautionary measures 
Xii he has taken for their protection, they may genntuely ex- 
perience when securing their places for a performance in the unique 
fireproof auditorium. 

rriHE BOYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE EXITS;— A 
JL hop, skip and a jump will take any member of the audience 
from any part of the house directly into the street outside in five 
seconds. 

npHE ROYAL TINIFPLAMMABLE THEATOE has all its doors 
i taken ofE their hinges the moment the performance commences. 

rpHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE possesses concrete 
JL Stalls. 

mSE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE, has its private 
JL boxes constructed with perforated shower-bath ceilings that 
drench the occupants without ceasing the entire evening. 

rnHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE.— An “Appre- 
JL hensive Playgoer” writes:— “We were in one continual 
downpour from the rising of the Curtain to its fall ; and though we 
are au stiU suffering from rheumatism, onr party was enabled, with 
the aid of umbrellas and waterproofs, to enjoy the evening’s enter- 
tainment with a sense of security that was as novel as it was 
refresMng.” 

rilHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE.— The Manage- 
i ment provides everyone paying at the doors with a Fire- 
Escape, that can be left outside, and a Life Assurance Policy, avail- 
able for the duration of the evening's entertainment. 

npHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE has, in every 
i gangway, a steam fije-engine served by a fuHy-equipped 
complement of members of the London Fire Brigade, who inspire 
the audience with confidence by, from time to time, playing on 
portions of them with a five-inch hose. 

rnSE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE.— People recom- 
Jl mended a cold douche by their medical adviser, cannot do 
better than secure a front seat in the upper boxes. 

rpHE ROYAL EXINFLAMMABLE THEATRE is provided 
JL with cast-iron scenery, and has, as its Stage Manager, a 
retired Fire-King. 

mHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE is surrounded 
Jl by a network of balconies, affording access, by iron staircases, 
to the roofs of all the adjacent houses in the neighbourhood. 

mHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE has in effect 
Jl no walls, and is practically all “ Exit.” 

mHE ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE can be -rirtaaUy 
JL emptied before a ebeoktaker could say “ Jack Robinson ! ” 


T he ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE.— A “Nervous 
First-Nighter” writes: “Beiug seized the other evening in 
the middle of the front row of the^ stalls with a purely private and 
personal, but uncontrollable panic, I rushed from my place, and 
made with all the haste I could command for the street. Though, in my 
hurry I found it necessary to have a couple of vigorous fights of several 
rounds each with two hox-keepers in succession, which resul-ted* in 
my being eventually removed fiom the house, struggling with three 
policemen, six refreshment-stall-keepers, and nine firemem it only 
took me twent 5 ;-seven minutes and a half from the time I started 
from my place inside tiU I found inyself deposited in the midst of a 
jeeri ng crowd on the steps of the principal en trance.” 

T he royal uninflammable theatre wm set up 

chroniojumbago i n the Dress Circle. 

T he ROYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE is the dampest 
Public Lounge in Europe. 

T he BOYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE maybe visited 
freelj by pleasure-seekers, in whom, as Members of Burial 
Clubs, tbeir families take a lively interest. 


Yaxuable Mem. eor a certain Architect nr his next Buili)- 
DSTG Operation. — “ To construct a much-more- JSrto Theatre than 
the one recently destroyed by fire.” 


R e al PLEASUBE, to be e3q)erienced nightly by those who pay 
a visit to 

T he BOYAL UNINFLAMMABLE THEATRE, affording the 
only recognised Incombustible Entertainment on record. 
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SEA-SIDE WEATHER STUDIES. STORMY. 

THEEE PiaUIO PAETIES SUDDENLY INTEBEUPTED BY THE EAIE. 
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WANTED, A THESEUS; 

Or, The Betting Centaurs of the Bace Course md 
the Cinder-Fath, 

HAXF-iaaii, kalf- horse ! A fitting hlend 

indeed 

To type the monster of a modern, "breed, 

The mongrel thing, half Hony hTihn m to the 
But fouler than the Swiftian Yahoo, [view, 
Who makes the race-comrse rascaldom s reso^ 
And shames the manliest scenes of British 
Sport* 

Sport ? The Cad-Centaur hath as little sense 
Of the fine joy to which he makes pretence. 
The English glorying in a fair-fought fight, 

! A well-run race, a snow of speed or sleight, I 
As of the lore that males of British breed ‘ 
Moyes in the presence of a gallant steed. 

No Sportsman’s fervour his ; he neyer thrills 
To the contagious sentiment that fills 
The solid Saxon when, with thundering stride, 
Ormonde and Minting straggle side by side ; 
When Cam and Isis prow to prow contend ; 
YiTien G-eos&e and CmoiiNa strain from end 
to end , 

Of the long cinder-path in panting speed ; 
When wheelmen swift alternate lag and lead ; 
"^^en white-plumed yachts spread emulative 
wings 

To the salt wind that through the cordage 

When i’otts and Surrey fight for pride of 
place. 

Or the rmg cheers the “many-eenturied” 
G-eice* 

Bound by his bettinff-book, the cynic churl— 
With coarse-gemmea hands and greasy frontal 
curl, 


When fortune smiles, or frowsy when she 
frowns , . „ 1 o 

As wolfish waifs that haunt the slums ol 

Is brute all through and ever ; blatant, base, 

** Rough” in his speech, and rascal in bis face ; 
A radiant rowdy now when some base stroke 
Of juggling stall has fiushed him; now 
stone-broke ” 

Black-hearted, iJeetle-browed, true gaol- 
bird type, 

Reeling and reeking, ever ruman-npe 
For any coward act of ruthless greed 
That craft may scheme, or violence may speed. 

Curse of the race-course and the cinder- 
path! 

Roughdom no dirtier, darker danger hath,— 
Roughdom, that gulf of guilt with penl rife, 
That lurks beneath our glittering civic life, 
Like fires beneath the smiling southern wave. 
Which, given volcanic vent, make earth a 
grave 

And sea a sepulchre. Too bold it grows 
L In the neglect of its appointed foes. 

The modern Fenris-wolf whose ravening maw 
Needs muzzling with the Gleipner-chain of 

\ EirayTxrs at the banquet gorged with glee ; 

“ Most savage of the savage Centaurs,” he, 
j As OvED sings. PimraoTis, lulled to trust, 
Forgot the secret strength the lurking lust, 

I Until wine-&eed and ftiry-filred they broke, 
From sleek civility’s too slender yoke ; 

' Then tables overset, and feast distnibed, 
Destructiveness unleashed, and wrath nn- 
curbed, 

L The appearance of a captured city,” lent 
To the late scene of concord and content ; 


Then disappointed craft and thwarted greed, 
i Broke law’s frail barriers like a trampled reed. 
And the tumultuous storm of wild desire, 

Found vent in rioting force and ravening hre. 

Is there no moral in the classic tale ? 

Let vigilance but sleep and vigour fail, 
Antbority of prescience be bereft, 

And, like Hippodamia, Law is left 
To battling, fierce brute forces, prone to blood. 
Civilisation’s coarser Centaur-brood. 

Of old the heroes conquered. At the stroke 
Of anger^ Theseus’ club of knotted oak, 

The Centaurs feared and fied toward the sea. 
Pursued by the triumphant Lapithee, 

Law’s Lapithse lay prone in our late fray. 

Do we not need a Theseus then to-day t 

NOT A “DEUS EX MACHTNA.” 

Some philosophers are very anxious to 
, demonstrate that man is a mere Automaton. 

A man, however, can at any rate he regulated, 
and, at need, “run in,” which it seems that 
the Automatic Cigarette^ and Sweetmeat 
^ Machines now so much in vogue cannot. 

I Naughty little boys are convicted of beguiling 
them of Butter Scotch by means of discs of 
card and base metal, instead of coins of the 
realm. On the other hand the Automata are 
charged with absorbing the coppers of honest 
would-be purchasers without rendering up 
the proper portion of Toffee or Tobacco. 
Machines which are at once dishonest them- | 
selves and the cause of dishonesty in others 
- can hardly be looked upon as an improvement 
upon living vendors, who if they have little 
conscience to appeal to, have at least persons 
to be punished. 



WANTED, A THESEUS; 

OE, THE BETTING- CENTAUE. 
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HYGIENIC. 

Ko ; tkat siekljr-looking: child tkat yoti notice entering 
tke Board Sekool is not, as you imagine, pining for tke 
fresk air of tke country.” fie is recovering from an acute 
attack of scarlet fever, and is described by kis fond parent 
as “peeling wonderful.” 

“ Wky does tke medical man wko attends tke ease,”— you 
ask— “not give instant notice to tke Local Sanitary Au- 
tkority, tke Barisk Doctor, tke Sekool Board Oficials, and 
tke nearest Fever Hospital ? ” Because self-preservation (or 
preserving a case for oneself) is tke first law of nature, and 
also because in London neither tke registration nor tke 
isolation of infectious disease is considered at all essential. 

Of course it is to be regretted tkat some of tke f eve^a- 
tients wko were taken tke other day first to tke West 
London Hospital in Hammersmith, then to tke London Fever 
Hospital, and afterwards to StockweB, and wko finally;— as 
those institutions were ^ite full— spent tke night in a 
draughty corridor of tke flomerton work-kouse, skould kave 
collapsed owing to exhaustion ; but then what an admirable 
thing it is tkat there skould be so many places for tke recep- 
tion— or rejection—of patients, and tkat they skould be scat- 
tered all over tke Metropolis ! 

It is really rather irritating tkat tke laundress, whose 
services we have had to dispense with owing to five of her 
children being down with typhus, skould caH us “ selfish” 
and “finicking,” and threaten to summon us to tke Police 
Court for interfering with her business. 

Yes, a trip by steamer on tke Thames can be confi- 
dently recommended to delicate persons in search of health. 
Wrap tke whole face in cotton- wool, which has previously 
been soaked in some powerfnl disinfectant. Get the man at 
the wheel to sprinkle your clothing every ten minutes with 
the anti-cholera mixture. When passing “Barking Out- 
fall,” be particularly careful to go below, and keep your 
head completely buried in a basin containing a mixture of 
smelling salts in solution and Eau de Cologne. Beyond a 
sore throat for a week or two, you will probably— thanks to 
these precautions— experience no evil results. 


SUBJECT FOE A GEAED HISTOEIOAL OAETOON'. 



The Sultan imploeinu Me. Punch not “to take eih off.” 
{See Daily Papers.) 


the sailors, villagers, and slaves were sufficiently comely to satisfy 
ALL IN PLAY. the requirements of a Strand audience met together to enjoy an 


My Dias Me. Punch, . n -lm 

I THINK, however pleased you may look m. your stall while 
listening to tke charming music or Mr. Celliee in The Sultan of 
Mocha, you wiU agree with me tkat tkat gifted gentleman has been 
most unfortunate in the selection of his 
librettos, was certainly feeble, 

but the revived opera at the Strand is 
feebler stiU. I admit that tke work is 
well staged, equally as to scenery, 
dresses, and mise~en~scene, but the 
plot and tke dialogue are unworthy of 
serious criticism. When the curtain 
rose upon a capital “set” of the 
Thames near Greenwich Hospital, 
when there were a lively chorus and a 
pretty dance, I imagined I was “in” 
for what other occupants of the stalls 
would have called “ a real good thing.” 
But tke characters had only to talk to 
cause a sense of depression to envelope 
me tkat nearly moved me to tears. 
Ponderous allusions to such recent 
“ topics ” as Lord Chaexes Beeespobh’s 
signal from the Royal Yacht at the 
Kaval Review, the Eitdacott matter and Turkish impecuniosity now 
and again atixaeted my attention, and I felt tkat I would give worlds 
to slumber as does tke kero in the Third Act wko appropriately sings 
himself to sleep. But Mr, Celliee’ s music made a success of Dorothy, 
and it is not impossible that “ the movement may be continued” in 
the Sultan of Mocha, Of those who take part in the performance I 
may single out Mr. Chaeles Danbt as fairly amusing. I do not 
remember to have seen him before, and it is to be trcsted 
that the applause of a London audience will not cause him to 
favour a policy of exaggeration. So far he is good— not too good 
(as Mr, Beohgh was wont to amusingly observe), but just good 
enough, Tke voice of Miss Yiolet Cameeon is as strong as 
ever, but at times I traced a tremolo tkat might wisely be aban- 
doned. Mr. C. H. Eenney has good intentions, and no doubt some 
day will be seen and heard to greater advantage. I was not sur- 
prised to learn from the playbill tkat as tke Sultan Mr. Ebnest 
Bieoh was making * ‘ kis first appearance.” Of tke remainder of tke 
oast, Mr. Beacy sang well and acted fairly as “ a heart of oak,” and 


opera boujfe, 

A new lever de rideau added to tke programme of tke Globe has 
called attention to the merry moments of The Doctor, From the 
first this piece went wonderfully well— now it goes better than ever. 
The house is nightly full of patients, who seem willingly to give 
themselves over to what I may call “the laughter cure and joke 
treatment.” 

Dandy Dich has moved from the Court to Ring 'W’iUiam Street, 
Strand. Mr. Clayton, capital as the Dean, and Mrs. J'ohn'V7oo3) 
inimitable, exquisite, everything-superlative as tke lady horse- 
owner. Mr. Bishop now plays Mr. Aethue Cecil’s part in a 
manner that reduces our regret at the absence of his predecessor to a 

ininiTinTnn . 

A wonderful piece called Pacing, by tbe “ Great MAcnEBMOTi,” is 
being performed at Islington. It is composed of a mixture of Comedy 
and Tragedy. Both ingredients are equally funny. 

Removing my gibus, and laying down my programmes and opera- 
glasses, I again sign myself Who Uas G-one to Pieces. 

GARDEN TALK. 

As arranged "^or the neighbourhood of the Jtoimd Pond under existing 
drcumstances. 

Can this be Kensington Gardens, or is it Tophet ? This perfume 
is scarcely suggestive of fiowers. 

How nicely this little girl is burying the dead cat. 

What a game at hide and seek those boys in white sailor suits are 
having in that reeking garbage. 

It is strange, but tbe morning breeze is laden with Bacteria, 

Why, that is the fifth dust-cart that has emptied its contents here 
this afternoon. 

How merrily the dustmen are spreading the refuse over the surface 
of the grass. 

The haggard Park-keeper seems to be growing paler and paler 
every day. 

I wonder why that entire family of children have broken out into 
green spots. . . 

Who would have 'tiibught that the hahy thaf had been brought 
here for a little fresh air would have turned blue in the peramhulator ! 

Who is really responsible for the conversion of an open pleasure- 
ground into a deadly centre for the dissemination of feter ? 





PUNCH, OR IHE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[October 1 , 1887 . 


A PRETTY KETTLE OF FISH. 

“The Eine of the Belgians is understood to be acting as his OT^n Ambassador in the matter of the North 
eotmtry if ^teVto havffor o^ect the prerention of future conflicts between British and Belgian fishermen m the North Sea. 



Mr* Punch, Ahl happy to see yon, mon Chef I Hereh a 
mess I 

Ton ’ll soon pnt it all straight, Sir ; yon conldn’t do less. 
Tonr people yon ’ll find are entirely to blame 
Tor the kettle o’erhoiling, the steam and the fiame. 

"What u there in fish that in every {^narter 
So leads— in non-natnral sense— to hot water ? 

And why shonld a Billingsgate dame, or a teawler, 

Or Belgian or British, so oft be a brawler ? 

A Saint once held forth,^ Sir, the fishes to teach. 

What a sermon to ns. Sir, the &hes might preach I 
The sea’s lavish harvest was certainly sent 
Man’s palate to please, and his hnnger content ; 


Not, not^ my dear Chef, as mere strife- stirring spoil 
His kitchen to slop, and his cooks to embroil. 

Verl, aap.— yon are sapient, I know, like yonr Sire — 

And— yon ’ll take this strange “ kettle of fish ” off the fire ! 

“ MtGHTX Pouts.”— Last week Mr. Habbis-gtoe, Barrister-at- 
Law (in Ireland), was called to acoonnt by Mr. Eaton, and threatened 
with removal from the Conrt over which that Magistrate presided, 
for condnct nnworthy of a Connsel. Had “ the learned gentleman ” 
had the advantage of the inflnence of another Eton earlier in his 
career, his manners wonld donbtless have been less deficient in polish. 

A Plane os the Wrong Platsorm.— T he Plank-bed. 



OCTOBBB 1 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


(NOT AT ALL) BAD HOMBURG. 

Teavel Notes, feom the Diaet of Toby, M.P. 

Homburg emptying and re-filling; but 
former process decidedly winning race. Change in class 
of company moreover striking. Natural order of things 
here reversed. The bntterfiy disappears and the grub 
succeeds. Now have come to us young men and maidens 
from the country. Elderly burgesses, wives and families 
from Frankfort, Coblentz and more distant Cologne. 
Prices specially designed for English falling away. 
Principal hotels humbly proffer pension at ten marks a 
day, and proprietors are accused of rapacity by their 
fellow-countrymen. 

At table d^hote last night at Hotel Russie, overheard 
one of those “ things one would rather not have said,” 
feigned by the fancy of English Artist of world- wide 
renown. Gentleman of distinguished appearance^'opens 
conversation with lady on his left : 

J3b. “ Homburg stOl seems very fuU.” 

She, “ Yes, but they ’re a horrid lot now arriving’com- 
pared with those who have just left; doncha thmlr so ? ” 

He, “Really, Madam, I cannot say, as I reached 
here only this afternoon.” Pause in conversation. 

Friday, — There are compensations for everything. 
Weather has not permanently recovered earthquake- 
breaking-up on day of our arrival. Still sun occasion- 
ally comes out, making it worth while to be on foot at 
seven o’clock in the night, when the sky is an unclouded 
arc of blue, and the sun sparkles on dewy grass. Pleasant 
then at noon, or afternoon, to stroll about under the lin- 
dens in the Park, still full of leaves, or to lounge in Tennis 
grounds watching the play. Oftenerit is cold and rainy, 
and here’s where philosophic mind finds its recompense. 
Homburg perhaps most open-windowed town north of 
Alps. On sunny days not a window in any house closed. 
Every home has its piano, more or less in tune. Every 
piano has its relays of players. Pianist at No. 14a, 
Untere Promenade, cannot help hearing pianiste next 
I door, and plays loud to hold the field. Next door hears 
I practitioner on other side, and plays louder still ; so it 
goes on all up and down the street. Here and there the 
uproar is pierced by the shrill voice of a singer. It is the 
same in the next street, and in the street after, till all 
Homburg becomes a Pandemonium of piano-pounding. 
Now I sit in my room, with windows closed, listening 
with gratitude to the pelting rain and the soughing of 
the wind through the dripping trees. All other windows 
are necessarily closed, and above wind and rain is 
audible undertone of universal piano-playing, like the 
sound of a barrel-organ in far-off back-street. Perhaps 
not quite worth while coming all the way to Homburg 
i for ; but I hke to make best of things. 

I Monday, — His Serene and Blind Highness still here, 

dutifully taking waters, and pluckily striding forth to 
complete regulation-turns. No one would guess at his 
affliction, except upon close observation. A ^otographic 
portrait of him on view in one of the Studios here, in 
which he looks forth open-eyed as keenest-sighted of 
his subjects; a kindly, genial, brave-hearted gentleman, 
AH unconscious, he is made the occasion for a little satire 
on Royalty which would have delighted Thackeeay. To 
him ladies, entering into passing conversation, curtsey ; 
gentlemen doff their hats ; and Jeam.ee de la Fluche 
stands bare-headed as he hands him glass of water from 
spring. It is horrible to think that Jeames might, with 
impunity—there being no on-lookers— shake his fist 
playfully in his Royal Master’s face. Hope he never 
takes base advantage of his opportunities. But there is 
a look in Jeames’s eye, as he hands the glass of water, 
which melikes not. 

Tuesday , — Between one and two in afternoon of re- 
volving days, great centre of life in Homburg is Madame 
Brahe’s little shop in Louisen-strasse ; little only on 
first glance: contains unsuspected recesses in rear, 
whither surplus population fiows. A model place for 
light luncheon such as Dr. Deetz ordains : also for Eng- 
lish visitors convenient exchange and mart for latest 
gossip and display of newest dresses. Whilst season in 
fall tide, Madame BRAHE’spainfullyremiaisoentof Bourse 
at Paris. Evil communications have wrought proverbial 
effect ; Germans feared throughout Europe by reason of 
their conversational shouting; but Enghsh ladies, and 
some gentlemen, met for luncheon chez Madame Bbahe, 
might give them odds and beat them. Three or four 
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A STRAIGHT TIP. 

** A— A— Boy ! Have you seen any Bieds about heee this Moening ? ” 

“ EeS, ZuR I I SEED A lot OF *EM ABOUT *AEF AN HOUE BACK, A SITTIN* 
ON THE Telegraph Woires I 

girls, decently spoken at home one hopes, seated at small table here, carry on 
conversation at top of voice; many small tables, and as many friendly parties ; 
one group not to be shouted down by a neighbour. British ladles never 
acknowledge defeat ; competition kept up all round, tiU, dazed and deafened, 
the stray teaveller gulps down luncheon and rushes into street. 

Wednesday, — Homburg really not Bad at aU, but best part of it lies outside. 
To the north are delightful walks through illimitable beecn woods and ualtless 
pme forests. Messrs. Blanc, who created the place, knew very well ruliag 
passion of gamester. The green tables, the sound of the roulette hall, the pattern 
on the cards, and the brilliantly-lighted Casino, only ostensibly attractions for 
him. What his heart desires is opportunity for communing with Nature. The 
solemu silence of the beech wood, the fragrance of the pines, the modest beauty of 
the wild fiowers that gem the edges of the wood, are what he really hankers for. 
So Messrs. Bianc took surrounding country in hand ; planted splendid pine woods 
with delightful footpaths, with benches wooing the pensive and wearied traveller. 

Walked to-day by devious shady ways to Friedrichsdorf, a few miles out ; a 
quaint old-world village of charmiugly-tiled houses, straggling down a 
villanously paved street. Only one street in Friedrichsdorf, hut more in it than 
meets the eye. Houses have way of playing hide-and-seek ; you look up passage 
that seems entry to hack of premises, when, lo ! there lurks a complete house, 
with tiny casement-windows, and graciously-sloped red-tiled roof. Jessie 
CoLUNGS ought to know Friedrichsdorf, and Right Hon. Rttchib would find 
in it encouragement for Amended Allotments Bill. It is, like many other villa|(es 
hereabout, home of colony of small land-proprietors. AH the rich and smiling 
country that lies around is theirs. Passed them working in the fields, men and 
women, comfortably dressed, sturdy, and apparently nappy as day is long. 
Every man has at least his three acres, many more ; the cow is also there, but is 
cbiefly in shaft of cart or plough. As we picked way down awesome street, 
Friedrichsdorf, save for few children and old men,, seemed deserted viHage ; 
all able-bodied inhabitants at work in field, By-and-by, when sun goes down, 
they come trooping home, tramping down stony street, a jocund throng. 

Thursday, — Rain departed ; for days in succession Homburg been at its best ; 
almost seems like early spring, save that we stiH have roses ; sun shining in 
cloudless sky, trees stiH ricn in foliage ; grass thick and green, with here and 
there ahundaut crocuses. StiH emptying process going on with increasing 
rapidity. “Lawn tennis,” writes anonymous author of Miss BayWs Itomance^ 
“ has become the outdoor dissipation at Homburg, and Dutch Top the indoor 
one.” Only stray couples are left to frequent the courts on the tenuis-ground, 
and the rattle of the Dutch Top is happHy silenced. StiH the band plays thrice a 
day. Springs go on like The Brook, and the few who are left begin to think 
that, after all, Homburg more enjoyable without the crowd than with it. 
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QOMP WATPQ AT CTADMAIITI-I nothing to see. On way] home, condnetor made collection, on his 

oUiVic. NUiPo Ai 51 AKIVIUU I ri« account. (The hat is not much worn at Starmonth.) Yeti 

Mt Kantieal Drama is not mahing much progress. Must go was happy— I have made her acc[uaintanee I Charming as she is 
more amongst men and things. That is the only way to gain ideas, beantilul— so simple and naive in the few remarks she made. She 
World full of dra^natis personce^ who will provide their own dialogue, is called Louise, and the person I took to he her maid is, it appears, 
if yon can only find them a good part. Interview old sailor ; capital her aunt— a most shrewd and sensible old lady, full of guiet good 
character— the very man to be discovered drinking,” (which must sense. We became friendly at once. 

have frequently occurred to himl as curtain rises. Talk to him half- A Week later,— 'Eo time for notes lately— too absorbed in study of 

an-nour, but without hearing a single Louise’s character— most complex and fascinating. Am I driEtine* 


really telling Ime. Half-a-crown wasted I 
Ij Pleasure-boat just “putting off,” — 

- JBy I , ,i, , which is naturally a dilatory operation 

J — Skipper says they are omy waiting 

~ ‘ for me. I hesitate; does Art demand 

■* this sacrifice? Hitherto my voyages 

H//} chiefiy confined to joumey- 

) /)/% iiigs in a penny steamer from Chelsea 

to Lambeth. But can I reasonably 
expect to become familiar with marine 
matters without some actual experience? 

Ui^-sea. j£ 2oLi. could go and Hve for weeks 

down a coal-mine, surely I may trust myself in a pleasure-boat for 
one short half-hour ? It is only sixpence. 


mto love? Why not— who could help 
^ T8J3k. she occupies is not, per- 

nothing unfeminine in the duty of 
providing old ladies and children with 
^ refreshment from behind the 

Oxford Street confec- 
tastes are refined ; she 
M is a gentlewoman by nature and in- 

stinet. The lady - phrenologist has 
delineated her (privatmy), and declared 
« A Blow on the Jetty.” Lodtse ‘ ‘ could leap science easily, 

and play the piano, if she turns her 
attention that way.” As a matter of fact, she has not, because 


VJ _ J'JMJ ^ J i 1 J 1 1 • T 11 11 ttUliCiAUAUXi. uixctu Yvaj. J3LO a uAauucA Vi ia.vu, oJio iiao Aivu, uei:a>US6 

suDcme my dimd^ence, and enibark— that is, I.faH over the neither science nor the piano is in demand at a confectioner’s; but 
stumMe to the only vacant seat— a thwart ni^e middle, gj^e undoubtedly possesses a superior intellect ; no ordinary girl 
place nearer the gunwale. ^ We are off; -lyould enter into the Hautical Drama, for instance, as she does. 
bo« pretty full, t\^nty-four passengers, to crew of tyo boatmen and ]ia.ve been to see Caste at the theatre. Louise very grave and 
Qy^^g what they c^ a bW on the critical; she only laughed once, and that was when JSccles hl&w 
TW as we pass. Curious, this blind^- rather loudly down his pipe to clear it. So many girls have an in- 
sprmg from convenient sense of humour— quite unsexing, I have always thought. 
ml gentle^n next to me Her aunt is not precisely patrician in her manner, which would be 

SfofL ^ sm^ifiar thing, butit totally out of place in a Pancy Wool Eepository-but, after aB, I 

shall not have to go through any experiences like poor B'Alroy^s, 
is no superstitious nonsense j am sure my uncle’s heart will warm to Louise at once. Why 
about him, it seems, so he thought he would chance it ” once more, hesitate then ? I will not ^ 

Very creditobl^but niore considerate if he would chance it in a taVAu thT nlnnc^P.— T, otttst 5 « ho a nnyioo-nfo/l !=iha 


iJJoS Sg Wai aswe . How our choicest blessings 

• n«7*y /T yyave, as we masquerade I Drama, for the moment, in the background —but 

nf o^y apparently so. Literature has no stimulus like love, and I am 

pS 

W !?■ Her brother » Azof ” is expected dow to-night. Lootse is certain 

;I^SonoroKlSr^e®S^t^f|L7l^;X'^re^ we sM “take to one anoth^’Lehas ‘‘such 
wreath of roses, seems “more thonghtful than beJre.” We are S a’t-b was a kmd of jumping clown- 

close in now— the musician is sending round Ms hat Eesent this ^ ^ a establishment, somewhe^ m 

pnvatoly, it is seama^el In iacMng, yacht 

with her broadside to breakers, cansmg sudden wave to drench the a tti™ a i t •av .t. » . , 

Jonah gentleman and myself before we can disembark He seems ^ -A-lthough I love Louise with the first real 

rather gratified than otherwise by so apposite an illustration of his ^ disgiuse from myself that her brother 

ai-lndT The brown-eyS^l on mtoSs mTS-on ^ f *>^^tigated Blazer. I would almost rather that he did not take 
fo^, topping. Sea-&p a*mistake. I feJdmpId rXt fced! 

On Beach opaiVi.— Cheap photographers, galvanic machines, Sot Mtlike ^ ® ® ^ ^ ^ ^ 

^ have been stolLg ^th him on the sands, where he has already 
music-hall, where comic songs are Ms acquaintance. He will introduce me to aU of 

fihoutedfrom platform hy dreary men in ! ttiem. Hearty, h^-spinted fellows, full of rough hut genulue 

fiaxen wigs to harmonium— this always }' \1 * / Britwh humour, fjom the manner m which they all inquire “ How 

crowded. Enjoyment at Starmonth ' ia n I infer they were amongst Professor 

hearty perhaps — but hardly refined. ' * <3^0 ' » * Seittmis audience the other day. But they mean to be friendly 

Ctonstotly haunted by song from open- they annoy me. ... It is 

air platform about “ The G-urls,” with * absurd to be stiff at Starmonth. 

refrain describing how “ they squeeze, ^ , 

And they tease. And they soy, ‘Oh, MlW ifi- 

what joy I’” (or perhaps it should be >4 

jyj’”) .^ther 




THE TYMPAHTTM. 

{A JRemonstrmoe at a Railway Station,) 


^ h •’ wuttu jj' i ; JiiitiiLer Lamb-bath ^ ^wuwnsvrwnofi «& a jcba%may fsvauon,) 

J.^y l!- k ® ?»•« e?gag^. it seems to me Ohf ^®S?aU^e^Sd^ i 


“1^af«?S^iSSIoe*'r^^^ Acros7a^opentoti&"ciSe?“ 

havea^ht ^tnoth^ wo^dl^dSe^K^tove vKi^lSite .Tte to moor, W m to 

cior-ft-^no-hke one of the band in a oirons procession. Tet I hlo^ +„ i. 

have just returned from a drive in one— and enioved it T a« 4 ™^’;! tunnel’s crypt-like 

She— my brown-eyed divinity of the Phren(iogy lecture— was on A kniTp The Station’s cramped reverberant 

one of the seats, which redeemed a drive otherwise prosaic Wa ^ thrust of poignant A gentler, blast! [room, ! 

went tomined^tle; scenery unpicturesqne (she showellXngSi, Whit^oping thi-ouai ^e^t^^ let it loose, whilst dashing past, 

there wffl he no ezoeption? aocompamed hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. I© tiili ml© 


B anything of this at Starmonth, however. 
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OTJR AMERIOAIT COXTSIlf AGAIN TO THE EHONT. 

THE BATTLE OE THE WAY. 

A Lay of Lake-land^ 

“ Now, Lake-men, claim your right of way, and see the business done, 
Come with your crowbar, spade, and pick and sure the battle ’s 
won, 

For bolts and bars show Speddino’s race that you don’t care a fig. 
And prove that right’s no match for might when rallied round 
Latrigg,” 

So shouted Routh-Fitzpateick, and Lake-men with a cheer, 

To Fawe Park G-ates from Keswick’s peaceful slopes were drawing 
near, 

When high upon the topmost wall as if to break the spell, 

There uprose the Solicitor of Mrs. Spencer Bell. 

He spoke and as his voice he raised his arms he waved around, 

“ Beware,” he cried, “what you’re about, for this is private ground. 
With sundry pains and penalties you’ll surely be repaid. 

Who dare to-day set hand to move this lawful barricade I ” 

But Rotjth-Fitzpatrick heeded not his protest, nor replied; 

So Mrs. Bell’s SuHeitor, he promptly stood aside. 

And watched the next proceedings with a disapproving frown. 

For up went crow-bar, pick, and axe, and gate and bar went down. 

Yes, ’neath the sturdy Lake-men’s blows the barriers gave way. 

And lo ! in rushed the joyous thronging crowd without delay ; 

And some on foot, and some in drags, and some in waggons stowed, I 
Held on their way triumphantly down the disputed road. I 

So onward towards Silver Hill advanced the active host. 

And cleared each wire fence away, and levelled every post ; 

And when with crowbar, pick, and axe, they ’d made their purpose 
plain. 

To Nichol Ending they returned in triumph once again. 

Then Secretary Jenkinson uprose and spoke a word, 

And said how by the sights that day his manly breast was stirred, 

And how thatj lE on Saturday as they had now begun 

They held their own, they might regard the fight already won. 

And then a telegram from Mr. Pldisoll he read out. 

The which the Lake-men greeted with a hearty answering shout ; 
And Mrs. Bell’s Solicitor retired from the field, 

But with an ugly look that seemed to say, “ We ’ll never yield I ” 

And so commenced the fray that day, and though we know, of course, 
As everybody tells us, there ’s no remedy in force. 

Still, if the Lake-men’s pick and axe this matter sets at rest, 

We must admit how ills to cure at Keswick they know best. 

But which side wins or loses in the stiU impending fight, 

Whether force of public freedom, or trick of legal right, 

The eager world on-looking may have watched a deadlier fray, 

But none more keen in contest than the Battle of the Way I 


Pabneliite Peovebb {applied to the Baleful Give 

him an inch (of law) and he ’U take a (National) League. 


THE MORNlNG^S REFLECTIONS. 

Scene — Breakfast-tahle of an Illustrious Statesman of stalvsart 
proportions and GJadstonian ” politics. Illustrious Statesman 
discovered, admiringly perusing three chsely^printed columns of 
leading Morning Paper, 

. Miloquising), Hah! Really reads very well, very well 


mdeed. Pomts neatly put, hits smartly delivered! They shan’t 
call me the “Champion Slugger” for nothing. 

American pugilist, named Sullitan, original 
bearer of ^^hat 


distinguish, at great length* and with considerable verbosi— I mean 
eloquence. Randolph can; rattle, and:MoELET can pound, and 
Rosebery twitter pleasantly. But they can’t coruscate and crush. 


The power of the holt, which at once shmes and smashes, is Jovian — 
not Rhodian, as Dizzy once nastily suggested. “My thunder,” and 
I ’m proud of it. 

By the way, wonder what the other “Thunderer” thinks of it. 
Touches a tender chord, the chord of memory. Lost chord now, 
indeed. But no matter, let’s see. [Burns paper,, 

Hm— m— m! Hm— m— m— m! Hah! Too bad! “msblndgeon, 
or — considering his present connection— may we say his shilltl^h ? ” 
Tut-tut! The Cloud-Compeller as a bludgeon-man, the fitan- 
queller fiourishing a blackthorn like a tenth-rate Thesens, a Hi- 
bernian Hercules! Absurd! No sense of keeping wl^tever. 
“ Swashbuckler,” too ! ^ Nasty, and,not even new I 
As to “ beating the big drum in Sussex ” — ^why, how often have I 
done it — to their delight— in their own pages ! Travesty of con- 
temporary history” — this to their own omniscient Himobictts I 
Shows the “ Champion Slugger ” has struck home, though. Your 
hard- hitter — ^your fellow who smites, as the appreciative rustic 
(Sussex man, I wonder?) put it, “ blooming hard, bli)oming high, and 
blooming often,” generally scores— even iu the erioket-field. I am 
the Bonnoe of debate, the Thoenton of the platform. And doesn’t 
the “Ring” like it? 

Knocked holes in the “ Jubilee Session,” I fancy, “ Ignorant people 
who mistake the fiush of fever for the bloom of health, the torpor of 
apoplexy for the tranquillity of sleep,” think that blazing Baleoxje 
and stertorous Smith are never “a penny the worse” for my re- 
peated poundings, Pooh! “ Salted with fire ” — ?ny fire— they— not 
being of the indomitable race of Dizzy— will not “ undeoaymg live ” 
muon longer, I prophesv— but no, prophecy, private prophecy at 
least, is not profitable. Don’t suppose a Delphic priest, or even a 
Derby tipster ever wasted time in prophesying to himself! 

Still— still, if Champion “ slugging” combined with ooruacatiou 
does lead to Leadership— as why should it not ?— I fancy I know 
some one who will have what the sporting patterers call, I think, “ a 
look in” one of these days. Parocnial snrewdness is all very well. 


“ swashing blow” strikes home, and if the Unionist bucklers are 
beaten down thereby;, let who likes cry “ swashbuckler ! ” As to 
“ shillelaghs why is not “ blackthorns to the front ! ” the order of 
the hour r [Left smiling. 

In Teoubled ’Watotis,— Mr. Chambeelain is being praised in some 
quarters for say mg that we should leave Irish affairs, and “ attend 
to our own business.” The inference seems to be that * ‘ Irish affairs 
are not “ our business.” Is not Irelar d as much a part of the United 
Kingdom as England, Scotland, or Wales ? We shall be glad of a 
line from Mr. Chambeelain— when he gets to his Fisheries. 


VOL. XCUd. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[OoiOBBE 8, 1887. 


GOLD AND STEEL; OR, SOMETHING LIKE A “SCIENTIFIC FRONTIER” 
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^Tis hers to fnndsh ; when that hand shall fail, 
Anxiliar sword or purse will nought avail 
To prop her sway, or Establish shaken power, 

Not though she had the more than Danae dower 
Of all “ tLe wealth of Ormuz and of Ind.” 
rear must not shake and softness must not blind 
The man, the people, who would lead and light 
Progress’s Army in the World’s great fight. 

Each nation finds, when Fate its courage tests, 

Its last, best frontier is its soldiers’ breasts. 

War’s sinews, though, wise captains won’t contemn. 
Loyalty, liberal aid,— who laughs at thm 
Is churl and goose at once. Ail England’s ranks 
Will hail your generous gift with cordial thanks, 
Kizam-ool-Mooik I Our Duefebin has wit. 

Trust him to make the wisest use of it ; 

Or failing that— which doubtless will not fail — 
Trust Punch to throw his h&ton in the scale, 

Whose wood, in hands like his, as skilled as bold, 
Ofttimes outweighs the worth of steel and gold. 
Nizam, that North-West Frontier, PuncPs eye 
Shall watch henceforth with sharpest scrutiny. 

The lakhs not lacking, should swift wisdom lack, 
That baton will descend with thundering thwack 
On dolts who duU delay shall cause or suffer ; — 

But there, our Dtjffeein is not a duffer, 

Eed-tape itself would hardly be so mad 
As to misread the moral Hyderabad 
Beads to Calcutta in this princely proffer. 

Punch-— iot his duEEM— acknowledges the offer 
Of him who brings, a tribute free as leal, 

Gold for her peace, and for her war-time steel. 



BOBEET AT LILLIE BRIDGE. 

Weii, it does seem rayther rum, I confess, but it’s nevertheless 
true, that hardly nothink of a singlar and xtraordinary charackter 
seems to appen in London that I don’t seem to be present. In these 
dredful dull days, when there ain’t not no great dinners a going on, 
no not hardly one Livery Company a dining^ in their Alls of dazzling 
light, and the Lobd Make bisseif a injoying of his oUiday at 
Pangbum, what is a pore Hed Waiter to do to wile away a idle hour 
or 2 ; so hearing as two of the seven Champions of England was 
about to run a race of ever so many hundred yards in just a few 
seconds, at Lilly Bridge, me and Beown went there on that now 
sillybrated Monday, and saw sich a rewolutionary riot as would have 
done justice to old Ireland itself* Determined to be in good time, we 
went early, and took up our plaices, and patiently waited. At about 
5 o’clock pea. hem. the two galliant Champions walked on the 
ground, and took a good look at it. I didn’t think werry much of 
their pussonal aperance, and shouldn’t a thort as they was Champions 
if I hadn’t bin told, and one was a good deal older than the other one, 
which didn’t seem quite fare to me. However, I didn’t interferej as 
it wasn’t no hizziness of mine, and the two running Champions 
I walked in to dress, or rather praps I should say, to undress for the 
race. Harf past 5 came, and no Champions, and 6 o’clock struck 
and no Champions, and we began to get jest a little fidgetty ; at a 
quarter-past 6 a wild roomer spread around that we was all a going 
to be sold I 

There was about a hundred thowsand ou us, more or less, a wait- 
ing patiently and quietly for a sight that thousands had cum 
hundreds of miles for to see, and we was told as how as the two 
galliant Champions had had a jolly row jest as they was a undress- 
ing, and then both on em dressed themselves again, and set off at 
their werry best speed, in quite ^erent and rong directions, and 
never cum back I At this howdacious swindle our tiue British pluck 
begun for to arise, and we all with one acord began to shout tout, 
“ Give us back our Money I ” As they didn’t do it, we all made a 
rush to the Pay Places, jest to help ourselves to our several shillings, 
but the cowardly monejr-takers had bolted with our money I 

Then we Great Britains, feeling as we had been hartfuUy swindled, 
rose up in our mighty wroth and wowed wengeance ! And wengeance 
we took I Some of the leading sperits among us who had come hun- 
direds of miles to see the Becorder beaten, tho wh^hey wanted to 
beat him I condn’t at all understand, shouted out “ We ’U have sum- j 
think for our money afore we gos hack,” and quite right too, if they’d | 
ha’ stopped at the beer and lemonade, and the spunge cakes, at wMch j 
the first rush was made, hut when it came to destruction and fire and 
rebellyon, me and Bbowe withdiawed our countenances from the i 
hole tning and remembered our duty to our OtUEEM and Country, and 
seeing as the blue Gardiens of the People was rayther hard pressed 
by the raging and angry Mob, we got two of our friends, as was 
there, to jme us, and then them, and me, and Bnowiir, thinking as 
perlmps a reserve force might he wanted, and out of respect to the | 
great Country that begot us, and bread us, and eddioated us, we I 


AN ANXIETY. 

AuTdy. “ Why, Laubib, you seem to be Gbowino evebt bay 1 ” 

Laurie {whose one idea is his Birthday next week), “Yes, Attnty ; 
I AFRAID I SHAiL BE SiX BEFOBK MY BIRTHDAY ! ” 

stood a long ways off and formed ourselves into a reserve Corpse 
accordingly, and from there we surweyed all the wild and wicked 
proceedings in peace and quietness, and, strange to say, wasn’t 
wanted after all I 

Ah, if a few more of the few resuectable-looking gents as was 
there had imitated our hold xample, things might have ended werry 
different to what they began, but so it is, the mere mob is iest as 
easily led away to do rong as to do rite, it ’s only the few who has 
the moral curridge to judge for theirselves as can stand apart on the 
roof of a pnbliflionse, and look down with pitty and contemp on 
what is quite beneath ’em. 

As I stood a moralising from my exhalted persition, with a glass 
of werry nice hot rum and water to keep up my sperrits and keep out 
the cold, I coudn’t help thinking wot a werry wunderfull chap is the 
Brittish Publick when he hasn’t noboddy to guide him. In this 
werry partickler case, becoz sumhody had bin and robbed ’em all of 
a shilling a peace, they sets to work, and not only gobbles np all 
poor Mrs. Edto’s refreshments, but breaks all her glasses and things, 
although she kuowed more about it than the Emperor of Cboha, and 
that coudn’t ha’ been werry much, and smashes down all the palings 
and places, and then sets ’em on fire, altho’ they belonged to a Gent 
who was out of Town miles and miles away. 

Well, I must say that, having in my werry long xperience seen 
lots of crowds of all sorts and sizes, for a thorough blackguard set as 
doesn’t seem to have one single good quality, or, if they has, they 
hides it so carefully that not no one can never find it, but who seems 
to delight in orful langwidge and senseless mischief, commend me to 
a sporting mob in the naybourhood of Lnndon ; and the less they are 
allowed to congregate there, the better for all honest and decent 
people. Boberx. 

Yicabious Whippiho.— Why are Bailway Chairmen and Directors 
like James the Fibst when he was a boy ? Because, according to 
received tradition, His Majesty, in statu pupillari^ was provided 
with another boy, who, whenever Jemmy deserved the rod, had to 
he flogged, as a substitute, in the Boyal youth’s place; and the 
Bailway Authorities are allowed similar substitutes, namely, signal- 
men, engineers, and other subordinates, against whom, when fatal 
accidents happen by their superiors’ faxilt, Coroners’ Juries usually 
retain verdicts of manslaughter. 

DESCBimoH OF AH Assassih. — “ A Man who takes life seriously.” 
N.B.— I never like hearing a Medical Man so described in ordinary 
conversation. 
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LET SLEEPING DOGS LIE.^" 


SALUBRITIES ABROAD. 

(J&n Moute for Some after the "Roy at Treatments) 

At Geneva I meet an old friend, one of the heartiest men I’ve ever known and one of 
the pest. He is delighted, really delighted, at our accidental meeting. I am for going on. 
but he will not hear of it. s & , 

I faow the place,” says he, cheerily, with a wink and a nndge, '‘and I’ll take yon 
about.” ... » j 

What a wink it m I and what a nudge I So full of humorous appreciation of life and 
characto. Sach a knowing not-to-be-done-hy-anyone sort of wink. And the nndge is 
m^ded to draw your attention to the wink and emphasise it. John Bielbt is the 
^nnk^t, openest,&ee8t-and» easiest of men, with a boundless capacity for enjoyment, the 
stron&rest svmnathieswith uTifFprino' jmH nf n TfitroTiiTi+ioi — tr 


IV jTx, uuLicB ttuu surxuws as ainaiy reminaers irom Jrroviaence 

th« M^orttuiM and sorrows of others have to be considered and relieved, and avain 
he thanks Heaven for haying put it into his power to relieve them. His chief enjoyment 
M in gmng pleasme to others. The most seliish would gain some good from contact with 
JOHN ; and the craftiest, to whom it might occur to make John Bieubt^s acquaint- 

ance for the sake of what he could make out of him or by him, would soon discover his 
error, aud woidd be informed that he stood detected, very clearly, plainly, and straightly, 
not by anything that Jo^ BiEiEr would say, hut he would have it mtimated to him 
beyond ^possibility of mistake by John Bcklet’s wink aud a playful nudge from John 
Bihlex s elbow in his left or nght side, for John speaks with both elbows. The crafty 
rogn# would there and th^ know~if he were not too fatally crafty for himself as are so 
many rogues, or too conceited to reahse the humour of the situation,—that his little game, 
th^ to” W 'wth Jora BiEiBr. was up, that hLs schemes were upset and 

^ i*. further with Jop BiEEEr would be utter waste of time and 

to ® fo file rogue. But to the honest 

^ the wink and nud ve assure good comradeship and somethmg rare in store 
^ .v,^ and suffering there is another tone to the wink and nudge, 

promwe of hope aud help, and act as a fine invigorating tome. 

Such IS Jomr Biei^i, whom I meet en route and who insists upon my stopping with 
^ and shoT^ me the pkoe. He travels a great deal, he knows everybody and everybody 
^ of the country may be, no matter whether he L 

Russia, Ejtypt, India, or Africa, among cultivated peers, outlandish 
Bmarr invariably makes himself thoroughlyunder- 
^ aejluaintMw with the language he ekes out mth a wink 
aim a ™dge adapted to the occasion, and he is sure to obtain exactly what he wants or 

thing itself is not to be had. Ind Wwkys 
reti^ from business and is now very rich, but long 
tS »truggling too, his msnuer and mithiTwe just 

toe taiim,r he has ueyer been discouraged, ueyer been discontented, alwava enpro-Pti> 
^waya {^gui^, ^^d has elbowed his path for himself through the crowd ■oolitelv* 

^^.yf accidentaUy ^d upJn 
V f himself well into the front rank by the magic chaxm^f 
some others after him who have clung on to Kat- 

I know Icaunot he in better hands, and he is going to show me about everywhere 


within the very few days I can absolutely spare, 
now that my cure is finished, my Royat time 
over, and that I am on my way back to Eng- 
land, home, and beauty. 

He maps out a few excursions. He has taken 
them all before, long ago. But, delighted to go 
over old ground, the greater part of ms pleasure 
will he found in my enjoyment ; for to revisit 
places associated with pleasant memories, or 
with nothing but the remembrance of their 
loveliness, their grandeur, or their solemnity, 
is to him, in some way like welcoming old 
friends. All John Biblet’s friends are old 
ones; he has no new ones,— he never had. 
Some men of the world discussing him, 
aver that it is a sort of proof to themselves 
of there being something good still left in 
them, that they can reckon themselves among 
John Biblex’s friends. They are of all shades 
and colours are his friends, and they will ana- 
lyse each other’s characters behind each other’s 
hacks in the presence of John Biklex, and 
afterwards they will be more inclined towards 
each other, more sympathetic, and more cha- 
ritably disposed, in consequence of each other’s 
good points having been brought out into strong 
relief by John Berlex’s kindly light. So it is 
with seeing the beauties of nature or art in his 
company ; and so it is that I consider myself to 
have alighted on my legs in having come across 
him in this, the lovely playground of Europe, 
the home of the Merry Swiss Boys and Girls. 

There is the Lake to be done; there is 
Nyon, Thonou, EoUe, Lausanne, Ouchy, Eviau- 
les-Bains, Yevey, and then there are the 
heights above, including the ascent to St. 
Gergues, and to wherever can he obtained the 
best views of Mont Blanc, the Dent du Midi, 
and the other well-known “ objects of interest.” 
Were Puller here, he would say that “ the 
best views of these mountains can be obtained 
at the photographers ’’—but he is not here, 
he is finishing his treatment at Royat. So it 
is all arranged, and we dine together, as a 
commencement. 

You don’t mind a third party present ? ” 
says Bielex to me, apologetically, “ as I have 
just found old Sir Alec McCIuincex, wander- 
ing about without a companion. Wretched to 
be alone, eh ? and not well, eh ? Suffering from 
liver — ^nasty that— gives jaundiced view of life. 
So must cheer the old hoy up. He ’s off for a 
cure to Evian-les-Bains ; so I said to him, 
‘Dine with us to-night, and we’ll land you 
there to-morrow, eh f ’—that ’s right, isn’t it ? ” 
—and he gives me a cheery wink and nudge, 
taking me, as it were, into partnership with 
him in his scheme for entertaining Sir Alec 
McQ,uincbx, and for keeping up the latter’s 
spirits, previous to seeing him off to-morrow to 
the place across the Lake where he is to undergo 
his treatment, which I trust may enable him to 
‘ ‘ live happily ever after,” and enjoy any amount 
of City dinners (“ He is a City magnate,” says 
Birlex, with a nudge, “and that’s not good 
for liver complaint, eh ? ”) till the end of next 
Season. 

Sir Alec is a capital companion, hearty, 
cheery, and full of anecdotes. He has got an 
excellent listener in John Biblet, whereat 
I am rather astonished as John generally 
has a lot to say for himself, and a good 
story from one man invariably draws out 
another from J , B. But on this occasion he 
is so unusually silent that I am puzzled. 
It is true that Sir Alec commences most 
of his anecdotes with an apology to Bir- 
lex in tois shape, “I’ve told this to Birlex 
before,^ hut,” turning to me, “you haven’t 
heard it, and it may interest yow,” whereupon 
Birlex nods approval, aud I politely assure 
Sir Alec that 1 am already deeply interested 
by anticipation^ and in the words of the ancient 
now obsolete, I feel inclined to add, 

Proee^, sweet warbler, your story interests 
me much; proceed.” 
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The sweet warbler, who, by the way, is a tri£e hoarse and occa- £ 
sionally a little indistinct, tells several of these narratives—they t 
axe narratives— and I cut in with occasional observations more or i 
less to the point, which are silently acknowledged by Bihlev, but 1 
not by Sir Alec, who seems bent upon getting on with his series, in- 
terspersed with anecdotes, to the exclusion of all other conversation, f 
He begins with the fish, and his first story about somebody who rose i 
from nothing and arrived at being something, lasts, with the 1 
assistance of several discursive but illustrative anecdotes, till we < 
reach the merry Swiss cream and stewed fruit. With the cofiee 
and cigars he opens volume two of his interesting and remarkable ] 
stories of great men— each biographical monologue being really J 
interesting by itself, only taken together they ought to bespread 
over a considerable period, like the Arabian Nights^ Entertainments, 
and still Bielet contentedly listens, gently inhaling his cigarette, 
and, when referred to, nodding corroboration. It occurs to me that f 
as Sir Alec has told all these before to John Bielet, so the latter i 
may have told most of his to Sir Alec and to myself, and that that i 
is why he is now so silent. At all events, he only rarely makes 
observations, and these of the curtest I fancy he wants me to i 
come out and amuse Sir Alec, in return for Sir Alec interesting me ; i 
and it occurs to me that I shall be ungrateful if do not cut in ' 
with something new, just to save Bieley from hearing Sir Alec’s ; 
stories all over again, and Sir Alec from hearing Bieley’s, with 
which I presume, as they are such very old and intimate friends, 
he must be acquainted. ^ ^ j 

So I rouse myself, with a strong determination to shine or perish ‘ 
in the attempt. I make a sharp and apposite remark on some por- i 
tions of the story which Sir Alec is now recounting, whereat ! 
Bieley smiles, and Sir Alec smiles too, but resumes his narrative at ‘ 
once, as if he were afraid of losing the thread in consequence of my i 
interruption. I am conscious of having only glimmered ; I have not ! 
yet shone. On he goes again; he is telling us of a wonderful silver i 
tea-pot, how it was lost in a cart, how some one saw it outside the ' 
Old Bailey, how some one came up at that moment and a Judge said i 
to an Alderman, “That’s the tea-pot! ” How at this moment I < 
remember that I have a story which neither of these two has ever 
heard of a Judge and an Alderman which will come in capitally here, i 
and so as I am quite certain that if I keep it to myself and allow the 
opportune moment to pass j I shall forget it entirely, and so lose a 
magnificent chance of shining brilliantly in the presence of Sir Alec 
(who if favourably impressed can be, I am aware, of the greatest 
possible service to me), 1 take advantage of Sir Alec drawing strenu- 
ously at the last half-inch (he is a thrifty man evidently) of his 
expiring cigar, to say briskly, “ By the way, — excuse my interrupt- 
ing you— but that reminds me,” and then I give my story of the 
Judge and the Alderman, which makes Bieley laugh, and brings a 
smile to Sir Alec’s lips, though it seems to me there is a puzzled 
expression on his countenance, as though he oouldn’t]quite understand 
the point, and was appearing to be amused chiefly out of politeness to 
me as being a friend of John Bieley’s. 

However, Sir Alec does smile, and then forthwith resumes his 
narrative. When he has finished, as he has mentioned the names 
of some persons with whom I am acquainted, I ask him if they are 
so and so, and he replies, “ Yes,” and adds something which elicits 
from me a sharp remark that gets a roar from Bieley, and pro- 
duces on Sir Alec’s countenance another smile and the same sort of 
puzzled expression I had noticed before. I feel that I have shone, 
but that somehow I have not turned my light strongly enough on to 
Sir Alec. I question him as to the identity of some other celebrated 
persons he has been mentioning, and he replies with something about 
them which doesn’t seem to exactly correspond mth my question ; 
but once more— being in the happiest vein, and shining in a manner 
that positively astonishes myself, I let of another brilliant jest, 
which is received in precisely the same manner by my audience as 
were my previous conversational fireworks. I think to myself, “I 
am ingratiating myself with Sir Alec. This will^ be a first-rate 
thing for me and for several members of my family, as a man in 
Sir Alec’s influential position,” &c. 

Sir Alec now starts another subject,^ and as I foresee that if he 
sticks to it, I have something which will cap everything,^ I at once 
question Mm as to something he has just uttered. He replies, but,^ as 
before, I am bothered by Ms reply, which seems to me utterly in- 
consequent. So I repeat my question. And he smiles, nods and says, 
“Well— yes— ” doubtfully. But my question required quite a 
different sort of answer. It had been, “ How many times did you 
say Lord Geangemoee sneezed on that occasion ? ” To which it is 
evident that a doubtful “ Well— um— yes,” is not a satisfactory 
answer. So I repeat the question, whereupon he turns towards me 
confidentiaJly and says, “ iNo, I don’t think so. It was her sister he 
married.” I look at Mm inquiringly to see if tMs is Ms funj but at 
that moment I catch a wink from Berlbt who is putting up Ms 
hand to Ms ear and intimating in the clearest possible^ panton^e 
for my private and particular benefit, that our entertaining friend 
Sir Alec McCIuincey is uncommonly deaf I 

How I comprehend Bibley’s silence. How I comprehend why 


Sir Alec goes on talking, and why he looks puzzled at any interrup- 
tion, and why he could only smile when he got the cue, as it were, 
from his companion, and was made aware that there had been some- i 
thing said wMch required to be smiled at. ^ ^ I 

I relapse into silence. I accept an excellent cigar from Sir Alec, j 
and I let him talk for the rest of the evening uninterruptedly, 
until he looks at Ms watch, says that nine-thirty is late enough fox 
him, that he has enjoyed Ids evening with us amazingly, and goes 
off to bed. 

“ Agreeable old chap,” says Bieley, stretching out his legs, pre- 
paratory to taking a short stroll. “ Seen a lot of life has old Alec. 
He’s a capital Chairman at a Board-meeting. Just deaf enough 
when he doesn’t want to hear any arguments. I let Mm talk on.” 

“ So I see,” I say, and we walk out to bid good-night to Mont Blanc. 

“ The Mons looks like a warrior taking his rest— his last r est,” 
says Bieley, gravely, giving me a subdued nudge. “ Hapoleon 
Geeat, and his cocked hat, carved out of wMte stone. Ah I ” and, 
meditatively we linger, and then walk slowly back to the HoteL^ 

“ We’ll take old Alec to Ms warm bath at Evian-les-Bains to- 
morrow,” says Bieley. “ Good night.” Then he pauses on the 
stairs, as with a wink full of fun, and last playM nudge, he says, 

“ I suppose you’ll let Mm have all the talk to himself, eh? Won’t 
you ? Ha ! ha ! I shall.” 

^ ^ * 

My friend Shueeie to whom Ms own Plan of Eetum, which I have 
accepted, is as the law of the Medes and Persians, says he will give me 
three days more for Geneva and Bieley, and that then we must 
emphatically start homewards as he insists on Ja^ and myself seeing 
Heidelberg en route and evei^ half hour of our time froin Wednesday 
to Monday is so carefully adjusted that to miss one train wili upset 
all the plans he has taken snch pains and trouble to OT^ge for us. 

I am closeted with Mm for two hours, when he explains it all to me, 
gives me, so to speak, the key of the puzzle, insists on my verifying 
the items by Cooh's Tourist Tram-^Eooh (an invaluable work), and 
then reducing it to writing. After this I am headachey, and 
exhausted. 

[P.S. — Revising tMs, long after the event, I say, Beware oi 
Skceeie and Ms fixed plan of sight-seeing against time.”] 

GRASP TOUR THISTLE. 

Punch, Sir,— I would like to ask you, slick out, if you reckon 
it was all fair and square with that there Thistles keel. For to hear 
that interested parties in that race had 
. , gone down in a diving-bell the evening 

I M before and screwed themselves on to that 

yacht would not have surprised me. 

"2 And, let me tell you had they done so. 


■“ T j ! they would have considerably impeded 
riii her progress the following day. That 
* ■ : ' ■ ■ T- .''/// Captain Bare was cute enough when he 

■ i couldn’t make ont what had 

"1- S ? TjCjni U-'-v come to Ms sMp.” Take my word what 
had come to it was just that divmg-beU, 

’ ^ and I shouldn’t mind calculating that 

Light Puffs raised a Little -jjIhq owner of the Volunteer was^ boss of 
S well. interested parties fixed up insid e of it. 

You ask “can such tMngs take place in the States?” Wal— I 
guess they just can. Muchly .so, » |i) ^ ,j) 
when there’s money on it. As te ‘ ,|'i l''l t J, !! 

the diving-bell advantage, I speak u,],! ii‘ 

feelingly, as I have assisted over a V/ 
twenty-mile course in one myself. , 

We were on that occasion found^ out I 
at the finish. But it was ^ strMght. 

The umpire, whom we had previously l.uim., 

squared, and who was above reproach, // | ) P 1 \m 

gave it in our favour. It’s knowing It r \1 ' 

these things, coupled with the fact _ 

that I backed the Thistle for two * * 

htindred dollars, that makes me just throw out these friendly hmts to 
you, Sir, from, The Other Side oe the Atlantic. 


The Port Bow. 


A Point of Law. 

{jBp a Tm^^ropounding Gladstomphohist.) 

He ’s “ popping up again,” despite our praying ; 

Foolg and fanatics flocking to his side. 

Him to suppress I ’m sure would not be slaying, 

But ** Justifiable G. 0. M.-icide ! ” 

Butter foe Ailesbuet,— The Jockey CluVs decision I 

Repoetebs at the Reeoetees’ Congress.— Scarcely Short-handed I 




THE LAST (SIGNAL) MAN. 

Yeeitt in a Tision, 


{JVith A.pQkgUs to tho Shado of Campbell.) 

The' effect of material progress, and of the 
^wth of mechanical inyention, is to place the 
iyes and interests of an increasing number of 
people in the keeping of a single man. Responai- 
)ility becomes concentrated to a dangerous and a 
xuly alarming degree,”— JVwaj. 

Of aU dark shapes of human doom^ 
T7^ lot of darkest dye 
Is his whose soul must sole assume 
KESPONSIBILIXrl 
I saw a vision in my sleep, 

The earth had swung wjth secnlar sweep 
To the last gnlf of Time. 

I saw the last of human mould, 

Alone, unfriended, unconsoled 
As Adam when the night first rolled 
O’er Eden’s early prime. 

The Sun’s eye had a sickly glare, 

^The Ewth with age was wan ; 

The wrecks of shattered thousands were 
Around that lonely man. 

^me had expired in pain,— its brands 
On clammy face and clutching hands, — 
In sudden palsy some, " 

Mong them was no sound or tread 
Eren of .Death among the dead, 

Bain’s very voice was dumb. 


Unmoved by hopes, untouched by fears, 
Left by the tide of human tears 
That never more may flow. 


He moaned, “ Eb more shall man let stand 
His power, his pride, his skill ; 

The arts that made fire, flood, and land 
The vassals of his will. 

Yet shall X mourn man’s vanished sway, 
The Systems that have had their day ? 

Out on the sordid arts. 

The triumphs with which earth once rang, 
The Progress which spared not one pang 
To trampled human hearts ! 


Whose greed of g:ain gave systems dim 
Capricious action. Hark I 
The click, the crash I ^ Hay, never minfi — 
Thank Heaven !— again to watch the line 
With chill and catch of breath. 

The knowledge that at last I fly 
Thy rack, Responsibility, 

Takes all the sting from Death I 


“ Ho ; let oblivion’s curtain fall 
On me too, last of men, 

I would not if I could recall 
Life’s tragedy again. 

Its burden I would not bring back, 
Reimonsibility’s iron rack 
Ho more shall make me writhe ; 

Ho lapse of vision, loss of word. 

Shall make me feel a man abhorred, 

Strew earth with slain as by War’s sword 
Or Death’s relentless scythe. 


“ ‘ Justice’ no more shall hale me np 
To answer this wild waste 
Of human life. That bitter cup 
At least 1 shall not taste. 

Oo, Sun, and say, —if e’er thy face 
Shine on another earthly race, — 
On what an ill-paid clod 
Man laid Responsibility — 

Because its Justice ruled awry, 
And Mammon was its god.” 


that lone one stood, 


_When winds have all swept by. 

last surviving unscathed One I 
Hm f^ was grey, his race was run. 
Cold as antarcmc snow. 


‘ Ho more with weary wandering eyes 
I ’d wat<^, vrhere, if I tne, 

Hundreds in hideous agonies 
May helplessly expire. 

Ho man that breathes mere mortal breath 
Ahne should stand at odds with Death, 

• Systems?^ 0 leaning lost ! 

On nerve, sight, sinew — ^human all, 

And apt to fail at urgent call — 

The bitter burden had to fall; — 

Behold at what a cost ! 


Poor Old England! 

These are hard times^ and the oracles of 
the newspapers teem with thrifty sugges- 
tions. The last advice to the hard-pressed 
agriculturists is, to go in for cnltivating 
mushrooms and blackberries. What a pro- 
spect for the country children I Fancy every 
mushroom-meadow tabooed to the early rural 
rambler, and all the blackberries strictly 
“ preserved,” in the sense of partridges, not 
of plum-jam. And what a fate for the land 
of the oak, the apple-tree, the wheat and the 
bearded barley, to come down, like tramps and 
village-uxcbins, to fungi and bramble-fruits I 


On me it fell, ah ! not on Him, 
The Corporate Demon dark, 


PoimcAX Economy. — Lord Rosebbbt, 
when next in power, will insist on the 
Government being “ short-handed.” 



Mb. Punch. “ YES— YOU ’VE GOT ONE OF ’EM! BUT YOU OUGHT TO HATE BOTH!! 

‘**It IS intolerable that a Railway Company should, for the sake of increasing its receipts^ play fast and loose yrith the safety of great numbers of human beings, 
CMupulsory, and it should not be in the power of a Railway Company to suspend it .” — Morning Fajger* 
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CROSSING THE BAR. 

Me, Pitnch-t-Mt teet beae Si^ 

^ As on "more than one occasion yon have done me the hononr 
of pnhlishing some of my experiences. I feel that in yon I am 
addressing a gentleman of keen intelligence, admirable judgment, 
and excellent sense, I am sure that yon will not for a moment 
imagine that I am using language of exaggerated 
eulogy when I say that never in the course of what 
I may term my forensic life have I found an 
individual so eminently qualified to assume the 
highest duties inseparable from the Judicial Bench. 

Having this opinion of your merits, I 
cannot refrain from addressing you on 
a matter of the greatest possible im- 
portance to every member of the pro- 
fession to which it is my pride to 
belong. 

Sir, last week the Members of the 
Associated Chamber of Commerce had 
the audacity to affirm that every Counsel 
should be placed m the same position as 
any other agent in respect of his legal 
obligation to do the best he could for 
his employer. In other 
words, these gentlemen 
are anxious to prevent 
Barristers irom accepting 
briefs unless they are sure 
of appearing in Court to 
conduct the cases to which 
they refer. Beally nothing 
would bemore monstrous ! 
It is alleged, Sir, that we 
with a dozen cases in 
hand cannot do justice to 
them all I That we pick 
and choose, exerting our- 
selves in those which in- 
terest us most, and confer 
most distinction upon us, and neglecting the rest I This is a very 
old cry, and a very unfair one. I have been for very many 
years a Member of the Bar, and can assure you that, iu my own 
professional career (which is a typical one), I have never been 
guilty of the abuses credited to ns. The Representatives of the 
Associated Chambers of Com- 
merce can know very little of 
the matter to which they are 
pleased to call attention by their 
superficial observations. I should 
like some of these Representa- 
tives to attend with me in the 
Royal Courts in Term Time, to 
mark ns as we labour in the cause 
of our clients, and then to accom- 
pany me to the House of Commons, 
to watch us as we attend to our 
Parliamentary duties. Amongst 
our number, I would show him 
Mr, Waddy, unexhausted from 
impassioned appeals to the Jury, 
standing with Blue Book in hand, 
ready to use his mighty voice in 
defence of those liberties so dear 
to the heart of every Englishman, 

And when they were weary of 
admiring that gentleman, I would 
beg of them to regard Mi, Finlay, 
with his wig off and his gown dis- 
carded, giving gratuitous service 
to the best interests of the British 
Public. Their portraits should 
he hung up in every Chamber of 
Commerce, to remind our de- 
tractors that we have souls above fees, voices beyond the regulation 
of retainers I Moreover, I feel, Sir, that those who would attempt 
to degrade our social status by making ns the peers of the com- 
mercial community are as short-sighted as they are ungrateful 
It is said that we throw over our cases — that we do not appear 
when the names of onr clients are reached in the Cause list ! Has 
it ever oeouired to these Associated Chambers that as litigation 
is admittedly to he avoided, the less law we give the Public the 
better ? But I will not descend to an argument that should he kept 
in reserve when something infinitely stronger will serve my purpose 
better. From my name yon will see that I can speak with authority. 
In that name I solemnly declare that I have never picked and chosen 
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my cases, hut have ever taken in all of them equal interest, and done 
to aU of them equal justice. 

I deny that, by running after me, the Public has been guilty of an 
insane action. At least in the sense attached by Mr. Noswood to 
the accusation. Further, I have yet to learn that the Public ever 
has run after me. And the Public has mu after me, I absolutely 
and entirely contradict the absurd statement that it could get much 
better work done by others — at any rate for a third of the money ! 

I have the honour to he. Sir, your obedient Servant, 

{ Signed ) A. Briefless Jinm. 

Fumphandle Courts Temple, 


OUE BOOKING-OTPICB. 


A Secret Inheritance is the title of Mr. B. L. Faejeon’s latest, 
and only not his best, Romance, because his others have all been as 
absorbingly interesting and as exciting as this. Yet because in this 
the author adheres strictly 
to the point, without any 
carpenters’ scenes of hn- 
monr, which are distracting 
and irritating, I am inclined j:-: — ^ 
to set this down as the best ' ' ~ 

of aU Mr. Farjeon’s,— in 
fact,— the best-by-Far-jeon. 

He is, for many reasons, 
better than Boisgobey. 

In an admirably got up 
and well-arranged Jubilee 
volume about Pope Leo 
THE Thirteenth, by John 
OiDCASTLE, we find an item 
of inf ormationwhich may he 
advantageously recommended to Emperors, Empresses, Monarchs of all 
they survey, Ainces, Lord Mayors, and Aldermen. It is “the Pope’s 
dinner.” Listen, “ A few minutes suffices for its consumption.” 
“ He does not spend a hundred francs a month for his table.” Hot 
one pound a week I Hot three shillings a day on his food, wine 
included I fie dines “ at two o’clock : his mia-day meal lasts not 
longer than half-an-honr, and is very frugal, consisting of soup, one 
kind of meat, two dishes of vegetables, some fruit, and, by the 
doctor’s orders, a glass of claret.” His supper at 9*30 consists of 
“ soup, an egg, and some salad,” Is there a Radical living who 
could tax the Pope’s bill of fare as exorbitant ? 

The Bed Spider^ by the Author of Mehalah^ &c.,is the Tin-read 
Spider as far as I am concerned, for I could not manage to get 
through it, and I did try, Boor Wobm. 



Sketch of a Review. The March of 
Intellect. 


THE NU DIKSHONAET, 

Deer Punch, 

Az I speek, so I rite, az neerly az possihl. I hope that wnnce 
popular soshial and intellectual recreashon meeting the “Spelling 
Bee,” (szc) will soon he revived, with a difference. It may he ex- 
pected to cum up agen under the name of a Fonetik SpelBng B, and 
the auspices of the American Spelling Reform Associashun, A com- 
petishnn in spelling English wurds acording to thare sound may 
divert suiperfi^ hearers ; hut no dout menny of those who hav cnm 
to scoff wil remane to spel. 

The adopshun of fonetik spelling must tend to elevate the Masses 
in respect of orthografy to a level with the Classes, az it will enable 
the former to spel az they speek correctly, when they do speek so. 
But, for that matter the fonetik orthografy, wunce adopted, wil 
naturally he followd by an adaptashnn of all the prezent rules of 
Grammer to popular uzage. Perhaps the aspirate wil be expeld from 
the Alfahet, and there wil he an end to the supersilins aristocrat’s 
derizhnn of the Peeple for dropping their h’s. 

However, an Act of Parliament mite he necessary to effect the 
rekwisit reforms of the Queen’s Inglish if possihl. 

If the Republic of Letters cood he persuaded to employ those of the 
AKabet fonetically, a popular system of spelling wood soon prevale. 
At leest all ordinary parts of speech mite by common consent he 
ritten as pronoxmsd. But a certin difficulty wood perhaps he pre- 
zented by proper names. I am afrade my friends who spel their own 
Marjoribanes, Ponsonby, Geo8Venor,Poingi)estbe, DeCrespigny, 
Dalrympfe, and others whom I could mention, wood almost as soon 
be hanged as pen fonetik signatures. As for myself, however, I 
hav no such ohjecshnn. I happen to inherit a name of which the 
tradishonal orthografy is Colqhhoun. It is far too much of a 
mouthful to he pronounced az so spelt, and I, for my part, deferring 
all pride of pedigree to a great int^ectual movement, do not hesitate 
to sine it, regardless of the double meaning it may convey to an 
American reeder, Coon. 

P.S. — ^BENJoNSON’ssignature is clearly fonetik. As for Shakspeabe, 
S ha R i ss P E are , Bhajkesp ear , or Bhahspere, he seems not to have 
known how to spel his own name. 
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THE MEDICAL HEW YEAR’S DAT. 

[The liOndoiL Hedical Schools open in the hrst 

-week of October.] 

In the dim days of chilly Oetoher, 

When leaves are grown ashen and "brown, 

Let ns hope to he steady and sober. 

The MMicals come np to town. 

They will study all lore anatomic, 

To ease future patients from pains ; 

And must TOW that no “ Champion Comic ” 
Shall win them from mnsdes and veins. 

With dissecting extemor and fearer, 

They ’ll find work enough for the knife ; 

While a plexus of nerves a perplexer 
Will sometimes remain for all life. 

"While that life as an “organisation 
In action,” if critics speak trutih, 

Will remain the snpremest attraction 
For doctors in age or in youth. 

In the snmmmr their studies botanic 
Win take them to fiood and to field ; 

Well we know that the structures organic 
Serene satisfaction will yield. 

They will gauge both corolla and calyx^ 

Till examinations are o’er. 

May they find, with the study of salix^ 

They need wear the willow no more. 

Then Materia Medicals charming, 

Thfj ’ll learn aH about Oil of Eue, 

And if Tincf: Podophylli^B alarming. 

They ’ll tom to their Quills and Tolu. 

In the Sordeum Decorticatuva 
I^y ’ll find an old Mend when they ’re ill : 

IMe ^e Ferrum that ’s dubbed Tartaratum 
Is not quite the tiling in a pill. 


Then our chemistry comes, and each symbol 
Will vary, it seemsj every age, 

And the man has a mind that is nimble. 

Who conquers each intricate page. 

There ’s AgNOa as the Nitrate 
Of silver as plain as can be, 

And anon comes the Sulphate and Citrate 
Of Iron, that’s known as Fe. 

Yery steep is the pathway to knowledge, 

As Medical Students will find ; 

And we’U hope that they’ll work, when at 
College, 

Or what they denominate “ grind.” 

And hereafter, amid the aroma 
Of weeds, they ’ll think tenderly still 
Of the dear days before the diploma 
That gave them the “ Licence to Kill I ” 

How Then? 

Mr. Bright, backing up the Anti-Yacci- 
nation fanatics, sajs, “If honest parents 
object to have their children vaccinatedj^I 
would not compel them to submit.” He 
would, in fact, substitute voluntary for com- 
pulsory vaccination. But what if voluntary 
vaccination for the few means involuntary 
small-pox for the many, Mr. Bright ? 

^ M Noxie.— Mr. Omdstonb, adversely criti- 
^mg Dr. Ingram’s History of the Irish 
Unions compares that gentleman to a buoy 
tossed about on the waves. Indeed, the ex- 
premier’s article may be thus compendiously 
summed up a 2a Paul Bedrord “ I dowt 
believe you, my Buoy I ” 


POEEST TALK. 

Compiled for the Use of the Eppmg Deerstalkers, 

This wounded buck that is approaching us, 
painfully dragging its shattered hind-leg after 
it, must be tiie same creature we peppered, 
after such good sport, last Tuesday week. 

Dear me, I did not know that our hunting- 
pack consisted of a mastiff, two poodles, three 
bull-dogs, a beagle, and a bloodhound. 

Are these clumsy sportsmen, who blaze 
away without knowing what they are firing 
at, the “gentlemen” invited by the Yerderer 
to assist him at the chase? Hal I think, 
from the way he shakes his head as he makes 
off, that I must have hit that old bu(i 
nearly in the eye. 

No, I am mistaken. Loan clearly see now 
from the manner in which he is limping that 
I must have wounded the young deer badly 
in the ankle. 

I wonder whether I shall find him lying 
down in a copse and dying some time next 
week. 

My friends will certainly have to wait for 
their venison, for, strange to say, that is the 
seventeenth buck I have maimed thia morn- 
ing who has managed to drag him self off after 
being hit. 

Fortunately the ofS.oers of the Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Auimala are 
e ngin ed in Town. 

While this lasts, however, there cannot be 
a doubt but that the quality of the sport is 
excellent. 

1 wonder whether the Conservators are 
really fully aware of what a regular good 
time of it I ’m having. 
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THE COMPLAINT OP THE COCKNEY CLEEK. 

I KNOW of no cure but for the Englishman (1) to do his best to compete 
in the particnlars where the G-erman now excels ; (2) to try to show that, 
tahen aU round, he is worth more than the G-erman.” 

Mr, Gladstone on English Clerks and German Competition, 

Axl very fine, 0 orator illnstriotLS I 
But I as soon would be a Mole, or Merman, 

As a short-grubbing, horribly industrious, 

Linguistio G-erman. 

A Clerk’s a Clerk, that is a cove who scribbles 
All day, and then goes in for cue, and “jigger,” 

And not a mere machine who feeds by nibbles, 

Slaves like a nigger. 

Learn languages ? And for two quid a week ? 

Cut barmaids, billiards, bitter beer and betting ? 

Yah ! that may suit a Sausage, or a sneak I 
“Whistles need wetting. 

That is if they are genuine English whistles. 

And not dry, hoarse, yah-yah Teulomc throttles. 

J’m not a donkey who can thrive on thistles. 

No, that’s “no bottles.” 

I ’ ve learned my native tongue, — and that ’s a teaser— 

1 ’ve also learned a lot of slang and patter^ 

But German, French, Italian, Portuguese, Sir, 

For “ screw ” no fatter r 

Not me, my old exuberant Wood-chopper ! 

Level me to the straw-haired Carls and Bfermanns ? 

No; there’s another trick would do me proper,— 

Nick out the Germans I 


Old Bismarck’s “ Blood and Iron ’s” a receipt meant 
For Sour-Kraut gobblers, sandy and sardonic ; 

But for us Britons that Teutonic treatment 
Is much too tonic. 

The cheek of ’em just puts me in a rage, 

Send ’em back home, ah ! even pay their passage ! 
Or soon, by Jove, we ’ll have to call our age. 

The German “ Sauce ’’-age I 


A STABLE COMPANION. 

We read in the Daily Telegraph of Sept. 30th the following : — 

N O SALARY.- AWidowLady (39), well educated but not accomplished, 
will give her Services as Housekeeper in return for a comfortable 
HOME, and to be treated as one of the family, and the occasional use of a 
good hack, no need to have carried a lady before. Thorongbly understands 
the management of a gentleman’s house, companionable, and ladylike appear- 
ance. Superior references. — ^Address, &c. 

Is it the comfortahle home which has “no need to have carried a 
lady before”? or the “family” of which the Advertiser desires to 
be one ? We should imagine that this very masculine lady would 
he more likely to carry the fandly. Failing answers to her adver- 
tisement, she had better apply to a Circus for a post. “ The occa- 
sional use of a good hack” would evidently he instead of salary. 
But she is much too modest. Why say she is “ not accomplished” 
when she knows how to break in a horse ? Any Hagby Football 
Club would give her “the occasional use of a good hack*^ 

Thbatbical Index Wanted.— “ The Way Out.” 
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SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH. , 

I ittrsT eav they take rather a matter of Murse yiew I'fJ® 
enia^eSf fo om wwild suppose from their maimer that there 
was anything at all unusual in a match between a Govemm^t 

SLrlirjfo" does 

,, ^ 1 'i PoNKrN(5 is a rising salesman in the 

1' ' WZ ' ‘ - ' trimming department of some uphol- 

V: .1 ' < '■ stering business, and doing, I imder- 

^ u stand, extremely well. Still, I do 
, j flatter myself — but one can t say 
M these things, unfortunately I 

An encounter — which, hut for 
' 0 ? V ^ "S Louise’s €xq[uisite common sense, 

e- J— ‘ fK 1 W might have been awkward— has just 

M taken place. We met Ponzing on 

’V struck me that the 

A Cutter making for tbe Peer Aunt’s surprise was a little overdone, 
Head. l[,ut he was evidently unprepared for 

me. Lomas perfectly composed, however ; introduced me as “ h^ 
intended ” (a trifle hourgeois this, perhaps, hut it t« difficult to know 
what to say-I felt it myself.) PoHEwe allowed her to see he was 
ftarfuUv cut up, and I am afraid she is reproaching herseli a iittie, 

^have met him again ; he has^ reached the saturnine and 
Byronic stage ; Louise remonstrated with him for smoking so many 
cigars, which she was sure were had for him (Ais cigars are bad for 
everybody else at all events !) and he replied gloomily that there was 
no one to care nouj what he did, and oversmoking was as pleasant a 
way of leaving the world as most. I can see this is depressing 
Louise': she is not nearly so bright when alone with me as she used 
to be— she does not even take much interest in my Drama I . f do my 
best to comfort her by declaring that Ponzingis only “ posing,” and 
has not the remotest idea of dying for love ; but that only seems to 
irritate her — she has such a tender little heart. , . , . . . 

As we are constantly meeting him about, I appe^ to him pnvately 
to brighten up a little. He is much aflected, says 1 must make soine 
allowance for his position, and implores me not to forbid hixnLouiSB s 
society altogether. He will make an eflort to be gayer in the lurare, 
he promises me, the mask shall only be dropped in private. Alter 
all, be is Ale’s friend, and an especial favourite of the A^t s. It 
he does not recognise the propriety of going, I can t send him away 

we must see something of him. I should be sorry for him my sell 

— if only he were not such an underbred beast ! «* . 

There’is certainly a decided alteration in PoNznsfG ; he now affects 
the most rollicking high spirits — 

though why he should liud it neees- ;• \ 

sary to dissemble his grief by playing , i . I’ll T li 

the fool all over the sands is more ! |1 

than lean understand. But he grinds 

piano-organs, and goes round with the ^ 

tambourine ; receives penny galvanic 

shocks, and howls until he collects a j' , 

crowd; has ‘'larks” with, the love- ^ 

birds which pick out fortunes, and 

chaffs all the Professors of Phrenology, 

ctewing, as the head -quarters ^ « Thou cotmterfeit’st a bark.” 
his exploits, aay place where Loui^ Shakspsare. 

and I happen to he, to whom he . .,1, m, 

returns, with roars of laughter, to tell us his latest Thei 
he plays practical jokes on we, chalking things on. my back, anc 
putting sand down my neck. It is all very well for him to pleac 
that he does these things “to hide an aching heart,”— but if he mdei 
it in this way, he won’t be able to And it again that s all! J 
can see, too, it disgusts Louise, who bites her lips a good deal 
although, she says, it is “ quite a treat to see how Mr. Ponzing i 
enjoying himself.” I am afraid, for all that, that she thinks me i 
little too serious. Perhaps I am — I must prove to her that it i 
possible to rollick with refinement. But, somehow, I can never mak^ 
her laugh as Ponzdtg does. v v x-l i. 

I very seldom have a quiet hour with her now ; her brother ha 
persuaded her that she ought “ to see more of what ’s going on,” am 
“ do as others do.” Her wishes, are, of course, paramount xdth m^ 
although I cannot see the enjoyment of going to the open-air Music 
TTa.B quUe so often, nor did I come here to play '* penny nap,” on th 
sands all the afternoon. If, too, Louise must speculate, she migb 
*‘go nap ” with more judgment, and I do strongly object to th 
ostentatious generosity with which Ponzi^g throws away his bes 
cards, rather than rob her of a trick— it is in the worst taste, and ye 
I fear she is touched by it. In the evening several of us promenad 
the town arm in arm^ Ponzing has a banjo and Ale an accordioi 
Louise b.egs me to go, to see that Ale does not get into^ trouble- 
which may be necessary enough, but who will see that I get into none 

It is unpleasant to be warned by a poUoeman not to ma^so nmob 
loise over the “ Soy^ oh, what Joy, ditty, and I don t know why 
irsingkd wc out-I was only humming the confounded thing! 

Ehey generally come in and have supper with me, which Mrs. StnasB 

WMarWtely about; she says the .gentlemen stay so late, and 
.ompiams mowsiii . , smells of 

smoke so next day. I am aware of 
‘ — ' that, because I have to sit iu it. I 

' don’t like Ponzing at any time, but, 

if possible, he is rather more detest- 
t able in his sentimeutal moods, which 

gonorklly come upon him after supper, 

I w/ I m when he informs me that the ’alo has 

’ departed from his Ufe, and begs me, 

' in broken accents, to allow Louise to 

visit his tomb occasionally. If he 
were only ^ ^ 

“ Uneven is the course. To-day LouiSB appeared, for the 

HikbitnotV^-Shakspeare. fi^st time, in a striped yachting-cap. 

I merely hinted, very gently, that, as sne had never been on board 
a yacht in her life, and the cap did not even suit her, I pre- 
ferred her ordinary style of head-dress, when she grew angry at 
once. Uveryhody, she informed me, was not of my opmion— 

Mr. PoNZiNG bad complimented her particularly — hang PoNzpTG . 

I find myself constantly greeting and being greeted by Blazers. 

I am sure I don’t know how 1 have come to he acquainted with so 
many-they aU ask me “How is myself,” and, m answer to my 
polite, hut scarcely warm, inquiries after their health, reply timt 
they are “ter-rific”— which they are! Ponzing was asked by 
Louise the other afternoon whether he was “ ready for ms tea ; and 
answered briefly, but emphatically, “Wait till I get of it. 

Louise remarked afterwards that he was so quick. I doubt 
very much whether she would say as much oi me* I as lond 

of her as ever — in some respects, fonder — ^but I cannot help noticing 
these things— I cannot help seeing that Starmouth is not domg her 
any good. 

.Afternoon : on the Sands* — Louise and Ale have been scooping a 
pit. When it is dug, she says coquettishly that there is just room 
tor me. I decline, a little curtly perhaps— but I really am surprised 
at Louise — such extremely bad style ! Her Aimt, who is eatmg 
plums hard- by, says “some people seem to think themselves too 
grand for anything.” I can hear Ale whispering that Louise would 
not have to ask “ poor old PoNZ ” twice. , 

Louise says, pouting, that she shall not ask me again. I can see 

I have hurt her feelings. After all, it is possible to be too particular 
— ^tbere is no harm in it — countless couples arojind us are makmg 
themselves at least equally conspicuous. Somehow I imver can be as 
firm with Louise as I am with most people .... I ought to be 
comfortable, with her head resting upon my shoulder and my a^m 
encircling her waist {she insists on this) — but, as a matter of fact, 1 
catch myself remarking how very much 

Louise has caught the suu of late. 1 .lij i lillMII 

And she has developed quite a twang H. ill?®!! 

within the last few days ! v| 1 

PoNKTNG ^has just come up ; he has 
arranged with a photographer to take 'j , j ‘J il\ 

us all, just as we are, in a group. As ''‘'1^1*1 1. 

PoNZiNG and Ale consider it humorous /|\\'lWW*ii 1; 

to be taken in the act of making hor- I & m '• r'l 

rible grimaces, we promptly become ' 
objects of general interest. I should ' 

L We are all posed— and a nice picture we shall make I— when, on 

1 the outskirts of the crowd, I see a slender stately figure, which does 

3 not seem quite to belong to Starmouth. 

[ There is actually a sort of resemblance— hut that is absurd ! She 
notices the crowd, and as she pauses with a half-indifferent curiosity, 

8 I see her full face .... It is almost too terrible to be true— but I 
% am under no delusion, — it is Stjsbl Dsbin& ! 

s “ Quite steady all, for one moment, please,” says the photographer, 
e If I could only bury my head in the sand like an ostrich,— out that 
would excite remark, I suppose, and, besides, there is no time 1 

H - - - 

i 

Theatrical Noes to Queries. 

e Mrs. John Wood is not engaged with a sequel to East Lynne^ hut 
it with John Clayton. 

e Aethtjz Cecil was not a favourite of ^ Queen Elizabeth ; and she 

it never received him at the Court in his life.. 

it Wilson Bakeett does not always make a speech after an earth- 
e qnake. 

1 . And lastly it is not true that Mrs. James Bbown-Potteh was 
— instructed in her art by Mrs. SronoNS, Mrs. Jobban, Miss Ellen 
? Teeet, Mme. Sabah Bebnhaedt, and Miss Minnie Palmbb. 


KOTXCE.— Bejected Communicatioiis or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even wlien accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. le tMs rule 
there will be no exception. 
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’ARRY ON OCHRE. 



— town, 
‘WTierei 


, .my 
'Abet, 
baek 


git- 

trog m€ssy and 
misty; tke 
booUyvard trees 

rru • It is all brown, 

^ as mustard. I do ^ate the Autnnm, dear boy, 

When a feller as spent his last q,iiid, and there ’s no think to do or enjoy. 

^t it spicy, old man, by the briny, I did, and no error. That Loo 
Was a rattler to keep up the pace whilst a bloke ’ad a brown left to blue. 

V u I y®^? Saviogs Bank lay about 

xah I Women is precious like cats, ony jest while yon strokes ’em they purr. 

Lor’, to think wot a butterdy beauty I was when I started, old pall 

Natty cane, and a weed like a hoop-stick, and no w !— oh, well, jigger that gal I 

^t me slap in the Stmnd ony yesterday, Chaelte, so ’elp me, she did. 

Well, 01 sech a false baggage as Loo is, yonrs truly is jolly well rid. 

Wot a thing this yer Ochre is, Cbubxie 
P arsons ^ 

K you i jrvu. .ic xiuuxiuiji. j uiiiig uiLc 01 m, siai 

inat s a moral, as every man as is not a mere mug must agree, 

^ey talks of “the Masses and Classes, ’’—old Collars is red on that rot I — 
mu old pal, them as ’as it and them as ’as not. 

^ mate, the spondulicks, call the dashed stuff wot you please. 
It s the Lucre as makes Life worth livin’, without it things ain’t wuth a sneeze. 

0 Cha]^, I msh I ’d got miUions ! I ought to be rich, and no kid. 

1 feel I wos made for it, Charlib. To watch every bloomin’ arf quid. 

Like a pup at a rat ole is beastly. Some stingy ’uns carnH go the pace, 

Jiut 1 know I should turn out a dyer, and so ought to be in the race. 

Oh, it am’t every juggms, I teU yer, who ’s built for the buUioE, dear boy ! 

You mnst know tile smde game that’s called “Grab,”yon must know what it 
means to enjoy,” 

Neither one without tother’s much use, hut the true Ochre Kings are the chaps 
As can^^ueeze millions out of the Masses.” They win in life ’e game, mate, 



That 's jest wot “ the Masses ” is made for ; them asses I 
calls ’em, old man, 

Same letters, same thing, dontcher know. Tus, Socierty’s 
built on this plan. 

Many littles makes lots, that ’s the maxim ; and he is the 
snide ’nn, no doubt, [mugs who ’re about. 

Who can squeeze his lot out of the littles of half the poor 

Twig, Charlie, old twister ? Yer sweaters, yer Giant 
Purviders, and such 

Is all on that lay. Many buds, and one big bloated Bee, 

^ that ’s the touch ! 

I Wy, if bees was as many as blossoms, or blossoms as few 
‘ ™ [little honey to squeeze. 

Him as nicked a whole hive to hisself would find dashed 

The honey-^r money— wants massing^ that’s jest wot 
the Masses can do — 

And the “ Classes,” my boy, are the picked ’nns, as 
know ’ow to put on the screw. 

That’s the doctrine of “DAJsnm, the Dosser,” a broken- 
down ton, as I know ; 

And if Dahh^ ain’t right, I’m a Dutchman. ThaVs 
OW yer big money-piles grow. 

Enm party the Dosser is, Charlie— I can’t make him 
out, mate, not quite. 

Laps beer, when he can, like a bricky, though brandv ’s 
his mark. His delight 

Is to patter to me about Swelldom, Socierty, wot he calls 
gammon— 

That ’s Ochre, dear boy, dontcher know. I suppose arf 
his gab IS sheer mammon. 

He eyes me in sech a mm style, Charlie, sort of arf 
smile and art sneer, 

Though he owns I ’m a Dasher right down to the ground 
— ^wnen he s well on the beer. 

A pot and a pipe always dror him, and I ’m always game 
to stand Sam, [like a lamb. 

For his patter ’s A 1, and I pump ’im, — a lay as he stands 

“ You ought to he rich, my young Cloten ! ” sez he. It ’s 
a part of his game 

To call me nicknames out of ShakspeuTOs and so on : but 
Wot ’sin a name?” 

My brain ^d your ’eart now together, would make 
a rare Dives,” says “ Dosser.” 

I don’t always know wot he means, and I doubt if he 
does, poor old josser ! 

’OwsonCTe^^the toppio. Some jugginses 

Penny Savings; Bank bosh, and that stuff. Wouldn’t 
’ave their dashed brains at a gift. 

Save, hay,— out of two quid a week! No, it doesn’t fetch 
me in that shape. 

Yon must swag in this world to get rich ; if yer carn’t, 
it s no bottles to scrape. 

The Turf or the Stock Exchange, Charlie, would suit 
me, I ’d trast to my luck, 

And my leariness, not to get plucked like that 
_ . , young Ailesbury duck, ' ‘ 

Wot s hfe without sport? Wy, Hke bilHards without 
e er a bet or a fiiike, [be a Dook 

And that ’s wy I ’d be a Swell Bookie-that is if I carn’t 

In fact ff I ’ad my own chioe, I should jest like to double 
the part^ 

As I fancy a few on ’em do. Ob, Jemimer ! jest give me a 
start. 

With a ’tmdered or two, and the Oohre I ’d pile ’twonld 
take waggons to carry. 

The world loses larks, mate, yon bet, when among the 
stone-brokers is 

Tupjpq TO THE Left. — ^A t a recent meeting of the 
C/onrt of Common Council (in the teeth of a strong op- 
position of some of the members of the Board) it was 
deemed to exclude strangers and the Press during a part 
of the proceedings. The matter under secret considera- 
tion, it is said, was the appointment by the Recorder of 
the Assistant- Judge of the Mayor’s Court. It is rn- 
monred that, acting on the opinion of Mr. R, S. Wbioht 
(with him the Attorney-General) the Court decided not 
bo» oon^m that appointment. But why all liis mystery ? 
What had the Councillors to fear? Obviously, they 
could be doing nothing wrong if they were sustained bv 
Wright I ^ 
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JUMPING AT CONCLUSIONS. 

“Who's that riiry little Gentleman talhino to Mamma, TomI'* 

“Me. Soeibbins, the Weitino Master at our School.” 

“ Ah ! I SITPTOSB HE TEACHES SEORT-SAND I ” 

A LORD MATOR^S DAT IN DUBLIN. 

{A Lay of the Grimvml Law AmeTidment Act) 

“ SutnetE it^s Balfoxte would be troublin’, meeself Lord Mayor o’ Dublin, 
But every charge he makes I’ll meet in fashion you’ll call nate ; 

For I’ll face the accusation that he brmgs against the Nation^ 

Attired from head to foot, my boys, in all my robes of State. 

“ So on with hat and gown, boys, for we ’re goin’ through the town, boys. 
And you must help your City’s Chief to make a real display,’’ 

Thus Tim Sullivan he cried out, as straightway he did ride out, 

In civic pomp to near the Court on that eventful day. 

And Town Councillors in numbers, woke from their normal slumbers, 

And, donning gowns and tippets, rose and put on all they knew. 

And with approbation glanoiug at the City Marshal, prancing 
On a hired hack, they followed him, a rather motley crew. 

At length the Court they entered, when attention soon was centred, 

On a squabble that had risen about the Sword and Mace : 

For some swore they were not able to lie upon the table. 

Though the Lord Mayor hotly argued it was their proper place. 

So when ’twas shown quite plainly, after pushing for it vainly. 

Beyond the “ bar” the civic baubles had to he conveyed. 

With vow that none should floor them, their guardians upstairs bore them, 
And in tbe front seats flaunted them conspicuously displayed. 

Then up stood Mr. Caeson, quite as quiet as a parson, 

And read out his indictment with a settled, stone-like face, 

Till Tim Healy, quick replying, rose then and there, denying 
That the Counsel for the Crown had a shadow of a case. 

And then as legal brother argued each against the other, 

The while Tim Stjliivan reclined in ail his civic blaze, 

O’Donel he looked vexed there, and he seemed somewhat perplexed there, 
As if the matter struck him as involved in doubtful haze. 

But after some reflection, with a soupgon of dejection, 

He announced that he had settled (though, doubtless, mid some fears 


He might stir up Balfoite’s fury), there was no case for 
a jury. 

His jud.^ment was received in Court with hearty 
ringing cheers. 

Then, wild with exultation, up rose Mayor and Corpora- 
tion. 

And, greeted by the crowd without, were cheered along 
the way, . , . , 

Till the Mansion House on nearing, the moh cried, 
’midst their cheering, 

A speech they wanted, and would hear what he had 
got to say. 

Then Tim Sullivan he spouted the moh they surged 
and shouted, 

And the upshot of the speech was this, that if, through 
legal flaws, 

By any chance your way you see, to battle with the powers 
that he, 

You’re hero both and martyr if y«u break the 
Saxon’s laws. 

So it’s no use, Balfotje, “troublin’’ the Civic powers of 
Dublin ; 

For if you do, you know that they will meet yon just 
half way ; 

And if fresh accusation you hut bring against the 
Nation^ 

The City shure will answer with another Lord Mayor’s 
Day I 


the BEAL GRIEVANCE OEEICE. 

{Before Mr. Commissioner Punch. ) 

An Official of JSpping Forest introduced. 

The Commissioner, Mow, Sir, what can I do for you ? 

Witness, You oau confer a favour uvon me. Sir, by 
correcting some sensational letters ana paragraphs on 
“ Deer-Maiming in Epping Forest,” that have lately 
appeared in the newspapers. 

The Commissioner, Always pleased to oblige the 
Corporation. Well, what is it ? 

Witness, 1 wish to say, Sir, that dfeer-shooting in 
Epping Forest, so far as its guardians are concerned, is 
not a sport, but a diflBLcult and disagreeable duty ? 

The Commusioner, A duty ? 

Witness, Yes, Sir, a duty; because, in fulfilment of an 
agreement with the late Lords of the Forest Manors (to 
whom we have to supply annually a certain amount of 
venison), and in justice to the neighbouring farmers, 
whose crops are much damaged by the deer, we are 
obliged to keep down the herd to a fixed limit. 

The Commissioner, But how about the stories of the 
wounded animals that lin|?er and die ? 

Witness, We have nothing to do with them— we are 
not in fault, I mean by “we” those who have a right 
to 'shoot by tbe invitation of tbe proper Authorities. 

The Commissioner, But are not the poor animals 
sometimes wounded ? 

Witness, Alas, yes ! Unhappily the forest is infested 
by a gang of poachers of the worst type, and it is at 
their door that any charge of cruelty must be laid. So 
far as we are concerned, we kill the deer in the most 
humane manner. We use rifles and bullets, and our guns 
are excellent shots. As no doubt you will nave seen from 
the report of the City Solicitor, such deer as it has been 
necessary to kill, have been shot by, or in the presence 
of, two of the Conservators renowned for their humanity 
and shooting skill. 

The Commissioner, It seems to me that you should 
put down thepoaohers. 

Witness, We do onr best. Sir. You must remember 
the Corporation has not been in possession very long. 
We have to protect nearly ten square mBes of forest i 
laud, close to a city whose population is counted by 
Millions. 

The Commissioner, Yerytrue. Can I do anything more 
for you ? 

Witness, Mothing, Sir. Pray accept my thanks for 
affording me this opportunity oi offering an explanation, 

I trust the explanation is satisfactory ? 

The Commissioner, Perfectly, {The Witness then 
withdrew,) 
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“ I had one oumed, and ound it most excellent— something like tender tripej’— . 


“DEra-fisli” of ViOTOE Hugo, 

Dread Pieuv^e of oaves where few go 
But are made your palsied prey, ^ 

Where are now your gruesome glories, 
Dwelt upon in shocking stories r 
Bealism a big bore is I 
“ Octopus IS cheap to-day ! ” 

You who, worst of ocean’s gluttons, 
Swallowed man, his boots, and buttons, 
Cooked in this familiar way P 
You who, in the tales of dreamers, 

Sucked down ships and swallowed steamers, 


Made the prey of kitchen schemers P 
“ Octopus is cheap to-day ! ” 

Swallowed, you colossal cuttle P 
ITemesis is really subtle 1 
Carted on the Coster’s tray, 
Dressed in fashions culinary. 

Which the cunning cAe/wiU vary 
After every vain vagary P 
“ Octopus is cheap to-day I ” 

Your huge arms, so strong, lao many. 
Like tarantula’s anUntus, 


■Bs^tract from Mr, Tmr*s Letter, 

Just like tenderest tripe, they say I 
Only wait a little longer. 

Turtle soup— as from the Conger— 

They will make from yow, but stronger. 
“ Octopus is cheap to- day I ” 

Octopus— or is ’t Octopus?— 

Fame, that should outshine Ca-eopus, 
All too swiftly deets away. 

Yet our feelings it must harrow, 

That your demon-fame should narrow 
To cook-bench and coster barrow. 

** Devil-hsh is cheap to-day I ” 
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SALUBRITIES ABROAD. 

(“Is this the Hend ? ”—Mm Sgueers.) 

SiumiE puts US ia the train, gives ns our Cook’s tickets all mdy 
stamped and dated. JS’o troTiWe, Then he insists on comparing 
his notes of our route with mine, to 
see that all is correct. 

“Wednesday,” he says, “that’s 
to-day. Geneva dep, 12, B^le arr. 
7*45.” He speaks a Bradshaw 
abbreviated language. “ Change 
twice, perhaps three times, Lausanne, 
Brienne, Olten, Hot qnite sure; but 
you must look out.” ()h, the trouble 
and anxiety of looking out for where 
you change! “Then,” he goes on, 
“Thursday, Bale dep. 9*2 A.M., 
Heidelberg arr, 1*55.” 

“Any change?” I ask, as if I 
wanted twopence out of a shilling. 
“Ho; at least I don’t think so. 

piies. An! this asking I if you are not quite well, and don't 
understand the language (which I do not in German Switzerland), 
ana get bold ot an austere military station- inaster, or an imbecile 
porter, and^en have to carry that most inconvenient article of all 
baggage, a h^d-bag, which you have brought as “so convenient to 

4- “ 

I with a groan— “ Can’t .ve go later P ” 

theod^uk?fo^®»o.’’“^’^' You’ll upset all 

that when one is travelling, and going to bed 

^ be awake all night. Ah I so shall I, I feel, and 
to weigh heavily on me, and I do not 
^ say aloud, l^owing he has 

^ I cannot now recede, “ go on.” 

ar? 7 -S pace Heidelberg dep. 6. Mannkeim 

RW 1 ®' Mayence orr. 8'22, in time for boat down tbe 

Rl}^8 55. Cologne am 4'30. And there yon are.” 

-a,nd&eEf”^°““’ i*!*® ®f Cologne, “there we are 



- 7 and Antwerp ee/ / . u o». 

“Tes.” he answers, 
m w n moment I forget where, hut you’ve got 

^S^^Siint w P®^*?“ frontier, and yod have two 

c anges, I think. However, it ’s all easy enough.” 

I rniTri^i^^ i J ’n ^ t^yin? to oheer up a hit, only somehow 

to I? ®?^.?on8in Jane isn’t much better, though she tries 

It S ‘^^® reiiarks that 

ai/ au events tbe travelling will soon be over.” 

witff^ote?*^8an8^v'^A^ f ^ comparing the details 

+f’ ^“-““VT-^Ptwerp dep. 6-34 e.m. Rosendael arr. 
at%lIZv^®“n®'®^®v'^®®^ {^- ® «®'toli the 10 lO p.m. boat 

towhfm.”^ fresh as a lark, and up to 

Eamfgate?* ^**”^'* ^ *® f®™’ ''y® ^®nt to go to 

mS a.rji.^SpS: 

^d you’n^be^TJp^'^'^® there you catch anearly train to Ramsgate, 

k. U Sm pC if 


““f* -Bnainess. Should have heen de- 

y®^ tiiTongrhuWve 

iildbeft. iTe^®“^“^®- 




TvvKop. 4.uui- V^ousm UANE, too. 


weariness I At last at BMe, rattled over stones and bridge in a jolting 
omnibus, through pouring rain to the hotel of “ The Three Kings.” 

^ Our treatment in the salle-d^manger of that Monarchical Hostelrie 
IS enough to make the most loyal turn republican. A willing head- 
insnbordinate assistants — and we are miserable. 

Off early to Heidelberg. Delighted, at aU events, to hid farewell 
to the worthy Monarchs. This trip seemed to invigorate us, and if 
civuity, polite attention, good rooms, and an excellent cuisine could 
make ^y mvalid temporarily better, then our short stay at the 
Jrrinz Jiarl Hotel—a really perfectly managed establishment— 
ought to have revived us both considerably. And so it did, A lovely 
tove to the heights among the pine woods and in the purest air went 
tor something, but alas the knowledge that we had to rise at 5 a.m., 
to be off by six— it turned out to be a 6*30 train— drove slumber from 
our eyes, and only by means of a cold bath, the first thing on tumbling 
out of bed, could I brace myself for the effort. Then on we went, 
taking oKTiRRiB s pre-arranged tour. 

Let the remainder be a blank. 

When abroad I had bought a French one-volume novel which I 
had seen praised in the I will not give its name, nor that 

indeed portrays persons really living in Paris, 
and n these persons are not wholly exceptional (but, if so, why this 
noveh which implies the contrary and denounces them?) then is the 
latest state of Reijublican Paris worse than its former state in the 
days of the degnngdade of the Empire, and Paris must undergo 
a leariul purgation before she will once again possess mens sana in 
corpora sano. I read this disgusting novel half-way through until its 
meaning became quite clear to me, and then I proceeded by leaps and 
ririo ’ dry places and skipping qver.the fillth in order to 

1 a moral and punisTied his infamous 

seonndrel of a chief personage.^ Ho. Moral there was none, except 

^^®se reptiles and their 
wretched night when feverish, ill, and sleepless, I lay 
®^ Flemish steamer crossing to QfUeen- 

infernal 

a Hghter^h^rr^' ^ ^®^® sufferings of that night with 

* * ^ * m t 

Kfn ^ at'home-rad how glad I was to get there 

•broken down, prostrate and only fit forked where with raU- 

and, round my head, steamboats dashing and 
tbnmpinjr about my brain, the shrieks of German and R lami.l. 

Sktokib always forcing me to travel on, 
on, on, against my will, I remamed for about three weeks. 

jDnnyfc^rs of TFaters, — “ The storv shows ” as 
the Moral to the fables of moT 4ed to put it, that wtEefZ’havI 

KthZ?®“AtmT^? by the easiest stages for^hesea- 

all e»rtion : and ask your medical man before 
leamg to tell you exactly what to eat, drink, and avoid, for the 
next three^ weeks aUeast after the completion of^yonr cure. 

disSln^’l 1 *? ff'^T® ®®®® amusement or 

+1? ’i,- 1 • ^ ®y '^®F ®1<1 8 Sketches should be read 

heSto ® ^5^ ^ l’®®’^ indebted for manra 

desenntive^Wt ^ disappointment I Except for a little 

weaSi ,!wq the fun of these Sketches sounded as 

wearisome and old-fashioned as the humours of the now forgotten 

nsedtooMfSw lf™ Messrs. WxioHT and Patti, Bedford 
.?® t as a boy, I used to scream with delight 

when th® stroDg-minded mistress of the honse, speSgUiffi 

husband^'^^^mTn^T^^^“5-*^®Tm®^ dinner, would say of her 

nusDand, When I see him I’ll give him ” “PeDD6r”savs 

ti that condiment on t?e 

1 £ interrupts the comic servant, ouite uncon- 

sT™ ^^P®"‘® » pat of Dorset on toeTble. And 

K; 11 ^1?®^ Teacxerat’s :Bsmcnd. How Ss, W 

W of rspetations! It is enlivened here and thwe 

real characters as Dick Steele, Lord 
/ivo 4-’ ’AMerhury^ and others, and bv the mysterious melo- 
Jesuit of P1?'’‘a“®88 and disappearances of 'Father \olt, a typical 
*\® * dreadful” style of literature. But the work 

had aWayl conrider^Ta^ oT“.fflTc W b/^y SeS to 

* * Hf * Iff 

l+n^1!li?'Trt®'^^2? i!L^£®^t^at Inever yet could get through and 

£t ’it mi&y head J)o^Z“! S hSd" 

Wdit dQwn^^«rto„®'“ w ®7®“ “ore tlian Fsmond had done, and i 

j * ^ m ^ 

I took down WASHiNgTOM- lavnro’s Sketch-book, and read it 
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with delight* Fresh as ever I It did me good. So did Charles Lamb’s Essays. 
And then guess what moved me to laughter, to tears, and to real heartfelt 
irratitude that we should have had a writer who could leave us such an 
immortal work ? What ? It is a gem. It is very small, hut to my mind, and 
not excepting any one of all he ever wrote, the most precious in every way 
for its true humour, for its natural pathos, and for its large-hearted Christian 
teaching, is The Christmas Carols by Charles Dicjkens. Had this been his 

only book, it would have sufficed for his imperishable fame. 

# « * * * * * 

And then what made me chuckle and laugh ? Why, Thackeeat’s Sultan 
Stork, which, somehow or other, I never remembered having read before this 
time of convaleseent leisure. It is Thaczerat m_bis most frolicsome humour, 

and, therefore, Thackeray at his best. 

# ♦ * ♦ * # # 

I am almost recovered, and am finding my “ Salubrity at Home.” 

THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

From an Anxious Hoxtseholder. 
















I BAR Toby, — It was in my mind to 

I ^ 

I much occupied 

W /T ^ subject of domestic interest. 

^ ^ laying the 

y/ \ carpet presented to me by our fellow- 
rfmJ ^^itizens of the ancient and import- 
1*’^ nl community of Kidderminster. 

l The carpet, regarded individually, 

^ desirable and an acceptable 
thing. It is, as you have observed 
Iv If WilW^ newspaper reports, woven of 

/\r^ W MB known to tiie trade as the 

Q-ueen’s Clip. In colour it is a 
f MaS ^ damson, and in quality Wilton. 

Jm , Apart from its suitabili^ and accept- 

ability, we here see in it the begin- 
/^/ Dill? of what I confess we should be 

^ J inclined to regard as a pleasing 

habit on the part of our fellow- 

countrymen. As you are aware, my wife and myself have for some years been 
the recipients of gifts consisting of what a weU-known person of the name of | 
Wemmick was accustomed to call, articles of portable property. Our journeys 
to Scotland were always marked by the presentation of gifts that even became 
embarrassing by reason of their quantity and variety.^ We have quite a stock 
of Paisley shawls. Dundee marmalade is a drug in our domestic market. 
Plaids, snuff-boxes, walking-sticks, and, above all, axes I have in abundance. 
Through the medium of an interesting periodical, of which you may have heard 
— (it is known as JExchange and Mart ) — ^we have managed to average our 
possessions, a process not entirely free from adventure. ^ In one instance an 
unscrupulous individual, probably a member of the Primrose League, suc- 
ceeded in obtaining a two-dozen case of marmalade and a Scotch plaid presented 
by the working-men of Glasgow, in promise, yet unfulfilled, of delivery of a 
bicycle warranted new. I nave rather a hankering ^ter trying^ a bicycle. 
Lowe gave his up with the ultimate remainder of his Liberal principles. But 
in old times I have heard him speak with enthusiasm of the exercise. When 
I noticed this person advertising in Exchange and Mart his desire of bartering 
his bicycle, we entered upon the negotiation which has ended so unfortimately. 
He has our Paisley plaid and Dundee marmalade, and we have not his bicycle. 

This, however, by the way. What I had at heart to write to you about, 
suggested by the Kidderminster carpet, is the new opening^ here offered for 
manifestations of political sympathy at a serious political crisis. We are, to 
tell the truth, towards the close of a long career, a little overburdened with 
articles of portable property of the kind already indicated. But our residence 


is large, and, if I may say so, receptive. ^ Carpets, 
though a not unimportant feature in the furnishing of a 
house, do not contain within themselves the full catalogue i 
of a furnishing establishment. ^ i 

If Kidderminster has its carpets, there are other locali- ! 
ties throughout the Kingdom which have their tables | 
and chairs, their bed-room furniture, their curtains, their 
brass stair-rods, and their gas-fittings. History will, I I 
believe, look with indulgent eye upon an ex-Premier, ! 
the Counsellor of Kings^ the leader of a great Party, i 
assisting at the hauling m and laying down of an elee- 
mosynary carpet, the wool of which is made from I 
dueen’s C lip, has a rich damson colour, and is of Wilton 
quality. Why should I not give a back to an arm-chair 
presented by an admiring Liberal Association ? or walk up- 
stairs with a bolster under either arm, token of the esteem 
and admiration of the West of England Home Rulers ? ^ 

I throw out these thoughts to you, dear Toby, as I sit 
in my study and survey the carpet of Wilton quaH^, 
which covers the fioor. As you wiU have seen in the 
newspaper reports, “on entering the room where the 
' carpet was displayed the Right Honourable Gentleman 
remarked that it had a quiet tone, which was so pleasmt 
to the eye ; adding that it was a great mistake, (which 
used to be committed about fifty years ago) when carpets 
were made with staring patterns.^’ It is, I need hardly 
say, the growth of Liberal principles which has effected 
this change in the public taste for carpets. Whether 
indeed, suppose we were in need of a battle-cry, “Our i 
ftuiet Tones and Our Liberal Principles,” would not serve ,| 
as opposed to “ Toryism and Staring Patterns,” I am not 
certam. These things we must leave to the evolution of ; 
time. Meanwhile I will not deny in the confidence of a ; 
friendly letter that we could very weU do with a sofa, i 
the tone and construction of which should, of course, 
match the carpet from Kidderminster. If you are at- 
tending any public meeting and you find the popular 
indignation against the Government of Lord Sausbuey 
rising to an ungovernable pitch, you might gently and 
discreetly guide it in this direction. 

Always yours faithfully, 

H'-w-rd-n C-stle, W. E. Gl-bst-ne. 

P.S.— A mangle and a garden-roUer might later, and in 
due order, occupy your kindly thought. 


GEKTLE SHEPHERD! 

A Ballade for the Board. 

“ The lobby of the Metropolitan Board of TTorks offices was 
recently the scene of a serious assault, committed by 
Mr. Kbevil, upon Mr. Shepheed.”— Baper. 

Gentle Shbphbeb, teU me true, 

Did, selecting time and place, 

Wary Kbevil go for you, — 

Hit you on the chest and face ? 

Did he, waiting on the stairs, 

Watch until you passed him by, 

Then adroitly, unawares, 

Plant one on your weather eye ? 

Did, 0 Shepherd, tell me true, 

Wary Kebvil get at you! 

Gentle Shepherd, answer me, 

Say, did you, when last you spoke, 
Language use that possibly 
Wary Kebvil might provoke F 
If so, p’raps ’twas not too wise, 

Though it could involve no right 
To attempt to black your eyes 
In a stand-up Board-Room fight I 
Ah I sweet Shephbbd, sure his due 
He will get who went for you I 

‘VProhd o’ the Title.” — The Bishop of Lichpield, 
in one of his speeches at the Church Congress last week, 
included the English Roman Catholics among the “ other 
Koneonformists.” Then his Lordship was graciously 
pleased to observe that he was very willing to acknow- 
ledge the Gtjbbn as supreme, but objected to the authority 
of Parliament, in Church matters. It is verjr evident on 
which side Dr. Maclagan would have been in the reign 
of the pure and pious Henry the Eiohth, when that 
amiable monarch ordered the decapitation of those 
bigoted and obtuse “ Honconformiats,” Bishop Fisher, 
and Sir Thomas Mobe. 
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f THE NEW NOETH-WEST PASSAGE. 

A Colloquy on the Canadian Shore, 

Canada, “’VTestyjraTd the coarse of empire 
takes its way.” 

Britannia, The Bishop’s famous line, dear, 
bears to-day 

Modified meaningr ; westward runs indeed 
The route of empire, — ours I 

Canada, - If I sneeeed 

In drawing hither Trade’s unfaltering feet 
And yours^my triumphlthen will be com- 
plete. 

Britannia, Across your continent from sea to 
sea 

All is our own, nay child, and all is free. 

No jealous rivals spy around our path 
"With watchfulness not far remote from 
wrath. 

The sea-ways are my own, free from of old 
To keels adventurous and bosoms bold. 
Now, from my western cHf s that front the 
deep 

To where the warm Pacific waters sweep 
Around Cathay and old Zipangu’s shore. 
My course is clear. What can I wish for 
more? 

To your young enterprise the praise is due. 

Canada* The praise, and profit, I would share 
with you. 

Canadian energy has felt the spur 
Of British capital : the fiush and stir 
Of British patriot blood is in our heart ; 
Still I am glad you think I’ve done my 
part, 

Britannia, Bravely I Ton Arctic wastes no 
more need slay 


My gallant sons. Had Pjranklin seen this 
day 

He had not slept his last long lonely sleep 
Where the chill ice-pack lades the frozen 
deep. 

“It can be done ; England should do it 1 ” 
Yes, 

That is the thought which urges to success 
Our struggling sore-tried heroes. Wao- 
BCOBN knew 

Such inspiration. Many a palsied crew 
Painfully creeping through the Arctic 
night 

Have felt it fill their souls like fire and 
li^bt. 

Well, it is done, hv men of English strain, 
Tliough in such shape as they who strove 
^ in vain 

With Boreal cold and darkness never 
dreamed 

When o’er the Pole the pale aurora gleamed 
Perpetual challenge. 

Canada, Here’s your Empire route I 
A right of way whose value to compute 
Will tax the prophets. 

Br^nnia, Links me closer still 

Witb^ aU my wandering sons who tame and 
till 

The world’s wild wastes, and throng each 
paradise 

In tropic seas or under southern skies, 

See, Halifax, Yancouver, Sydney, set 
Fresh steps upon a path whose promise yet 
Even ourselves have hardly measured. Lol 
Far China brought within a moon or so, 

Of tea-devonring London I Here it lies, 
The way for men and mails and merchan- 
dise, 


Striking athwart your sea-dividing sweep 

Of land; one iron road from deep to 
deep! 

Well thought, well done I 
Canada, No more need you depend 

On furtive enemy or doubtful friend. 

Your home is on the deep, and when you 
come, 

To the Dominion’s land you’re still at 
home. 

Britannia, And woe to him the Statesman 
cold or hlindj 

Of clutching spirit or of chilling mind, 

Pedantic prig or purse-string tightening 
fool. 

Who ’d check such work and such a spirit 
cool! 

Tours is the praise and may the profit flow 

In fullest stream, ’midst your Canadian 
snow 

A trne Paotolas. Trade’s prolific fruit, 

Should freely flourish on our Empire Boute, 

Loauei) with Presents. — In the account 
given in the Times (Oct. 7) of the unveiling 
of Mr. Boehm’s statue of the Queen in the 
presence of its donors, Heb Majesty’s ten- 
ants and servants on the Balmoral Estates 
assembled at Crathie, there is a funny mis- 
print:— 

“ At this point {Le, after Hbu Majesty’s reply 
to the Prince of Wales’s address) the soldiers 
saluted and fired a feu defoieJ*^ 

As refreshments were supplied by the 
Queen’s command immediately afterwards, 
perhaps the guns had been loaded with foie 
grasj^ tightly compressed into cartridges. 







THE NEW NORTH-WEST PASSAGE. 

BsiTAimii.. » NOW, FROM MY WESTERN CLTFF3 THAT FRONT THE DEEP 
TO WHERE THE WARM PACIFIC WATERS SWEEP 
AROUND CATHAY AND OLD ZIPANGU’S SHORE, 

MY COURSE IS CLEAR. WHAT CAN I WISH FOR MORE P ” 
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SOME NOTES AT STARMOUTH, 

Ethel Deetnc has not recognised me yet. Ifaturally she wonld 
not expect to find me hein^ photographed on the beach with such a 
crew as this—bnt she will in another instant, nnless, — ah, Louise’s 
sunshade I my presence of mind never quite deserts me. There is a 
slit in the silk—through which I can see Ethel. As soon as she 

discovers what the excitement is all about, she turns away 

Thank goodness, she is gone 1 I have saved the situation— but ruined 
the group . . . they are all annoyed with me. I had really no idea 
Louise looked so plain when out of temper ! 

' • As- we go back, Ale wants to know whether I noticed that * * clipping* 
girl.” He means Ethel. Louise says, he ‘ ‘ ought to know better than 
to ask me such things, considering my situation.” Agree with Louise. 

Evening, 1 am staying at home; nominally^ to work at the 
Drama (still in very elementary stage) really^ to think out the situa- 
tion. Kemember now the Deeings have a yacht; they may only 
have put in here for a day or two— if not, can I avoid being seen by 
ber sooner or later? The mere idea of meeting her when I am with 
Ale or Ponking, and my Blazer acquaintances, makes me ill. (Hot that 
I need distress myself, for she would probably cut me I ) Can’t think 
in Mrs. Surge’s little front parlour. I must get out, into the air ! 
Let me see, Louise and her Aunt (and no doubt Ponkentg and Ale) 
will be at the Music Hall this evening, as there is a “ benefit” with 
the usual “ galaxy of talent.” If I keep away from the sands (where 
j I might see Ethel), I shall be safe enough. 

Turn into Public Gardens ; nobody here just now, except a couple 
in front, who seem to have quarrelled— at least the lady’s voice sounds 
displeased. Too ,dark to ^see, but as I come nearer— is it only my 
, nervous fancy that— ? Ho, I can’t be 

A* I j| ' ,ma mistaken, that is Ethel speaking now I 

Jill j 1 , ^ ' ll'iiill “Why will you persist in speaking 

I H UII 1 I ^ saying, I don’t know 

^ I goodness to go away at 

MAST°(^ Ml I once.”^ Some impudent scoundrel is 

1 annoying her I Didn’t know anything 

ll lllll ' could make me so angry. I don’t stop 

11-^1 liV" M t think— before I know where I am, I 

'-rib'll knocked the fellow down ... he 
can’t be more surprised than I am! 
ttrrru X. J ^ is all Very well— but what is to be- 

Why, he s aman of whacks . QQjj^e of me when he gets up again f He 
Shakspeare, jgj ^ 

knocking him down I Must get Ethel away first, should not like to 
be pounded into shapelessness before her eyes. “ Miss Dering,” I 
say, “you— you had better go on— leave him to me,” (it wjII probably 
be the other way, though I) “ Mr. Conex I ” she cries. “Oh, I am 
so glad I— but don’t hurt him any more— please, He is getting up, 
as well as I can make out in the darkness, I am not likely to hurt 
him any more ... I wish he would begin, this suspense is very trying. 
He has begun— to weep bitterly! Hever was so surprised in my 
life ; he is too much upset even to swear, simply sits in the gutter 
boohooing. If he knew how grateful I am to him ! However , I tell 
him sternly to “think himself lucky it is no worse,” and leave him 
to recover. 

Must see Ethel safe home after this. She and her father did come 
in the yacht— they are at the Royal Hotel, and she missed her way 
and her maid somehow, trying to find a Circulating Library. She 
really seems pleased to meet me. It is not an original remark— but 
what a delight it is to listen to the clear fresh tones of a well-bred 
girl— not that Ethel’s voice is anything to me now! She “can’t 
imagine what I find to do in Starmouth,” — then she did noi recognise 
me this afternoon, which is some comfort ! I should like to tell her 
all, but it would be rather uncalled-for . . 

just now, perhaps. We talk on general , ij ' (i M|jli| 

matters, as we used to do. Singular | If '!■ 

how one can throw ofic one ’s troubles !j ! 

for the time— I am actually gay ! I can J > i, 

make her laugh, and what a pretty rip- ‘ 
pling laugh she has ! We have reached ' '"j 

the Hotel— a/readj; 

How I am here, it would be rude not _ . 'fr j; i* O ‘pT 
to go in and see old Dering. I do. He -- 1 ' ]| 

is most cordial. Am I alone down here ? . - 

Critical, this. After all, I am alone— „ ' “ 

in my lodgings. “ Then I must come “S® many guests mjpte as here 
to luncheon on board the Amaryllis to- 

morrow.” Ethel (I must get into the way of thinking of her as 
“Miss Dertng”) looks as if she expects me to accept. I had 
better go, and find an opportunity uf -telling her about Louisb — 
who knows— they might become bosom friends. Ho, hang it, that^s 
! out of the question ! 

The Dbeings’ private room opens on to the Esplanade ; old Dering 
comes to the French windows, and calls out after me, “ Don’t forget. 
Lunch at two. On board, the Amaryllis— ^Knd. her at the quay.” 

“ Thanks very ^much — I ,[wonH forget. Good-night ! ” “ Good- 


night ! ” Someone is waiting for me under a lamp. It is Axe, but I 
did not know him at first. “ Why, where on earth ! ” — I begin. 
He regards me reproachfully with his one efidoient eye, and I observe 
his nose is much swollen. Good heavens, I see it all — ^I have 
j knocked down my future Irother^inAaw ! Well, it serves him right. 

He explains, sulkily; he meant no harm; never thought anyone 
! would be offended by being spoken to civil ; he never met girls like 
I that before (which is likely enough) ; and to think I should have i 
: treated him that savage and brutal— it was that upset him. Tell 
Mm I am sorry, but I can’t help it now. “ Tes yon can,” he says, 
hoarsely. “Yon know tMs girl— this Miss Derin’,” (he has 


(he has 


followed ns, it appears, and canght her name) — “you doujt ought to 
play dog iu the manger now — I want you to introduce me in a reg’lar 
way. I tell yer I ’m down-right smitten.” Introduce him— to Ethel ! i 
Hever, not if I won the Y.C. for it ! “ Then you look out ! ” 

He has gone off growling— the cnh ! He will teU Louise. On | 
second thoughts, Ms own share in the business may prevent that— j 
but it is unfortunate. 

Next D«y.— Have got leave of absence (without mentioning 
reason). I believe I pleaded the Drama, as usual, and I have jotted 
down a line or two. Am dressing for luncheon — somehow I take 
longer than usual. Ready at last ; the coast is clear, I am a trifie 
early, but I can stroll gently down to the quay. . , . Turn a 
corner, and come upon Ponkeng, with Louise. Eanev both look 
rather confused, but they are delighted to see me. “ Was I going 
any where in particular ? ’’ “Ho— nowhere in particular.” “Then 
I ’d better come along with them— they have dined early, and are 
doing the lions.” Louise makes such a point of it that I can’t refuse 
— ^must watch my chance, and slip off when I can. 

Later, — We have done an ancient gaol, the church, and a fisher- 
men’s almshouse— and I have not seen my chance yet, Poneing deter- 
mined to see all he can for his money. 

\ | Louise, more demonstrative than she has 

been of late, clings to my arm. It is past 
two, but we are working our way, slowly, 
f / towards the quay. Poneing suggests visit 

to Fisherring Establishment. How is my 
? ' chance ; say I won’t go in— don ’t like her- 


rings— will wait outside. To my surprise, 
they actually meet me half-way! “If you 
want to get back to your play- writing, old 
chap,” says Poneing (really not a bad 
fellow, Poneing!) “don’t you mind us— 
we ’ll take care of one anotner I ” Just as 
deliverance is at hand, that infernal Alt 

rm, * -or i. comes up from the quay, with an eye that 

nroTra over at a Tater- jg positively iridesomt / » Ok, look at Ms 
mg-piace. ^ LouiSB. I look— and I see 

that he means “ He addresses me: “Why ain’t you 

on board your swell yacht, taking lunch along with that girl, eh?” 
he inquires. Exclamations from Louise: “Ghl? yacht? who? 
what ? ” and then — it all comes out ! 

Painful scene; fortunate there are so few looking on. Louise 
renounces me for ever opposite the Town-hall. “ She knew I was a 
muff, but she had thought I was too much the gentleman to act 
deceitful I ” ^ Poneing is of opinion I “ haven’t a gentlemanly action 


in me.” So is Ale, who adds that he “ always felt somehow he could 
never make a pal of me.” There is balm in that ! 

Thank goodness, it is over ! I am /ree— f ree to think of Ethel as 
much as Ilike ! I see now what a wretched infatuation all this has 
been. I can tell her about it some day— if I think it necessary. I 
am not sure I shall think it necessary— at all events, just yet. 

I am a little late, but I can apologise for that. Odd— but I can’t 


- - 




I am a little late, but I can apologise for that. Odd— but I can’t 
fibnd the Amaryllis anywhere I Ask. , , ^ 

A seaman on a post says “ There M|j <^^{||jj[| 

a yacht he see being towed out ’bout ,v’- I'njI WP J^ lP 
’arf an hour back- he didn’t take no 
i partickler notice of her name.” Ho J; 
i doubt I mistook the moorings— better /'Lm |P:T . 1)1 // Im A 
' ask at hotel, perhaps. Ido. Waiter ? 

says if I am the gentleman byname iijiii! fc ,1 life 

of CoNET, there are two notes for me I' i /r /Sf / • ' '-’M.'' ' ^ 
in Coffee-Room. 

Open first — ^from Mr. Dering. 

* ‘ Regrets ; unforeseen circumstances . , t _ 

-compeUed to sail at once, and give ^ 
up pleasure, &c.” 

Second— from Ethel ; there is hope stiH— or wonld she write ? 

“Dear Mr. Conet,— So sorry to go away without seeing you. You I 
mght have- told me of your engagement yourself, I think— I should 
have been so interested. Your brother-in-law and Ms aunt thought i 
it necessary to call and inform ns. We are delighted that you are 
having a pleasanter time here than you gave us to understand last 
night. With best wishes for all possible happiness,” &c. 

Bo that was Ale’s revenge— it was a good one ! After that, I shake 
off the sand of Starmouth— for ever ! 
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A GOOD EXAMPLE. 


John Bull {loq\ ‘^Ykky kind OF Her Majesty to let mb see Her Jubilee Gifts; but I 

WONDER WHEN HeR ADYISERS WILL ALLOW MB TO SEE MY OWN ! ” 

ECHOES FROM ST. JAMES’S PALACE. (JUBILEE DEPARTMENT.) 

Crowd discovered besieging entrance to Staircase, ^Policeman examines hags for concealed Dynamite, 

Loyal Old Lady resenting reticule for inspection), WMch. there’s nothing in it hut a few cough-drops. 
Policeman {exercising a very wise discretion). Pass on, Mother ! 

On the Stairs. 

^Arry {to Halfred-^taxing his memory), I dunno as I was erer ’ere before— was you f 
JSaJfrea {conscientiously), Not to remember, 

A Deliberate Old Gentleman^ full of suppressed general inf ormation {to his two boys). Now, the 
great thing is not to hurry— we shall find much deserving of careful study here. 

j j 4 u XT- \ -v J 2 ^ ±j. i? ^ -n [Faces of boys lengthen perceptibly. 

An Aunt {to Niece), FWdi better go first, Eliza ; then you can read it all out to me as we go along. 

‘‘ Where’s Grandma? ’’—‘‘It w ridiklousto go pushing like that I Wefl, 
the Pit ’s a joke to this ! ” &c., &c. 

In the State Apartments. 

Delih, 0, Q, This, boys, is the ante-room, and here, you see, is atrophy presented by the Maha 

Policeman {loudly). Now then. Sir, don’t block the way, please,— kee^moving^^^^^^^’ ^ inspect label, 

mi A . t . . . ^ [0, O, moves on^ under protest^ to secret relief of boys, 

pair of Elephant Tushs set in carved Buffaloes Head), They may call them 
tu^s if they like, Eliza,— but anyone can see they’re horns. They belong to one of them ** Cow- 
Jl^lepnants, depend upon it I [Peers anxiously about in vain attempt to discover it, 

^yal Old Lady, There ’s nothing here hut these caskets. I thought they’d the Jubilee Cake on view I 
rwitor {innate of general gratification), Hal they’ve given her some nice things among ’em, I 
must say. Xhere, you see, — an arm-chair,— always come in useful, they do 1 
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Female V, Jane, come here, 
quick! {They gaze reverentially 
on carved chest full of slippers,) 
That ’s what I cm a nice present, 
now, — ^but, if they were mine, I 
should unpick all that raised em- 
broidery inside the soles before 
ever 1 put ’em on I 
Jane, Well, I suppose she 
wouldn’t only wear them when 
she ’s in state. 

Policeman, Now, Ladies, please 
don’t linger ! Pass along, there I 
The Well-informed Old G, 
You see this device, formed of 
green and yellow feathers, boys. 

W ell, these feathers come from 

Policeman («« before). Don’t 
stop the way, Sir, please ! 

Old Q, {hanging on obstinately 

to barrier ) The Sandwich 

Islands, and are worn exclusively 
by— (iV swept on by crowds and 
wedged tightly against case con- 
taining samples of woollen pro- 
ducts— boys dive under red cord, 
and escctpe),^ 

Two Ladies {from the country). 
Those Policemen is like so many 
parrots, with their “Keep mov- 
ing;” they don’t give you time 
for a good look I That ’s a hand- 
some pair of jugs the Crown 
Prince and Princess give her, a 
little like the pair old Mr. Spud- 
DER won with his Shorthorns at 
the Show, don’t you think ? Only 
more elaborate, p’raps. Tell me 
if yon can see the Cake anywhere, 
my dear. I don’t want to go 
away, and not see that / 
Intelligent Visitor, That^s a 
curious thing, now. Look at that 

label, “Presented by and 

the name left blank ! 

A Jocular Visitor {seeing an 
opportunity). Too bad, Maria! 
I’m sure we wrote our names 
plainly enough I 

[Sensation amongst bystanders, 
who regard the couple with 
respectful interest, 

Maria {who considers this tri- 
fling with a serious subject). If 
I had kuown you were going to 
be so foolish, Q-eoroe, I should 
not have come I 

[ Collapse of George. 
A Practical Visitor, Now, 
there’s a neat idea— d’ye seer 
A crown, made all out of tobaccer. 
There’s some sense in giving a 
thing like that ! 

^ The Jocular Visitor {reviving at 
sight of embroidered ChiUs Frock 
in case). Pretty costume, that, eh, 
Maria ? But do you think Her 
Graciotts Majesty will ever be 
able to get it on f 
Maria {horrified), I tell yon 
what it is, George, if yon go on 
making these stupid jokes, you 
will get US both turned out— if 
not worse I I ’m sure that Police- 
man heard I 

Loyal Old Lady, They ’ve given 
> her scent, and little brass-nailed 
boots, and cotton reels enough to 
set her up for life. But there, 
she deserves it all, bless her I 
Party of Philistines {to one 
another,) You don’t want to go in 


another,) You don’t want to go in 
there— ’s only a lot of water- 
colours presented by the British 
Institute. Let’s see if we can 
find the Jubilee Cake ! 
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Final Tabieatt.—At the G-enehal Exit. 

Crush of^ enthusiastic Britons^ gazing 
at a gigantic ornament from the Jubilee 
Cake, Various exclamations, “ All of it 
pure sugar, I shouldn’t wonder I ” — “ What 
do you think of that for a cake, Jeioit ? ” 
— “ Lift Joey up to have a look! “ Well, 
I do call that grand ! ” 

Loyal Old Lady {forcing her way to the 
front^disappointedly). But that’s only 
the trimmings ! 

A Bystander {correctively). You can’t 
expect any Cake to keep long, with so many 
in the family ; and, even as it is, you get 
some ideer what it must have been I 
All {deeply impressed). Ah, you do, in- 
deed— you get that! Well, I’m glad I 
came ; I shan’t forget tbis as long as I live I 
[^Exeunt awestruck — their places are 
taken ly others^ who gaze long and 
respectfully on the (Jake, Scene 
closes in. 


BOB SAWYER REDIYIVUS. 

{At the Middlesex Eospiial,) 

Just been given what the newspapers call 
“ the privileges and status of a true Col- 
legian,’’— *in other words find I ’m no longer 
to be allowed to live in the jolly old free- 
and-easy way, in one’s own diergings, but 
am to be boxed up inside the Hospital in- 
stead I Hang the Authorities I Should like 
to cup them all. 

Anyhow, got a decent’ room : can show it 
ofi to visitors. Yisit from Oxbridge friend. 
Seems surprised at smallness of my apart- 
ment. Says it’s “not his idea of living 
in College : more like living in Q«ad,” he 
adds, humorously. “Do I really mean to 
say,” he asks, “ that 1 am to sleep in same 
room I live in, with only a curtain be- 
tween?” Have to confess such is the in- 
tention of the architect. He says, “if he 
was me, he ’d complain to the Dean.” Don’t 
like to show ignorance— so don’t ask him if 
he means Dean of Westminster or St. 
Paitl’s. Oxbridge friend declines my in- 
vitation to “ dine in Hall,” and disappears. 

Ah ! They ’ye given us a Smoking-room, 
anyhow. Is it a smoking-room? No— a 
“ Library and Reading-room.” Disgust- 
ing I Ring for brandy-and-soda. Nobody 
answers the bell I It seems the * ‘ Collegiate 
servants ” go out of College between meals. 
Nothing to do, so amuse myself for an hour 
in Dissecting-room. Pine for freedom. Q-o 
to entrance and am stopped by Porter. 
Porter says, “G-entlemen not allowed to 
leave Hospital after dark without leave of 
House Surgeon.” Tell Porter I ’m a child 
of nature, and that I want to visit a dying 
relative. Porter incredulous— proposes send- 
ing one of the resident Physicians instead. 
No, thanks ! Retire to room and think of 
old rollicking days. Nothing to do. Wonder 
if Porter would let me bleed him. No, per- 
haps he ’s not in the vein. 

Mall Dinner , — Hate dining in common — 
reminds one of the Zoo. Student next to 
me very sboppy. Brings a bone in with 
him, and puts it on table, studying it be- 
tween courses. Tell him, pleasantly, it ’ll 
be a bone of contention if he does not 
remove it. He doesn’t understand. Replies, 
<iuite seriously, that it’s the “ os humeriP 

After JDmner.— Tedious. Just the time 
when the “ Lion Comique ” is “ coming on ” 
at the Parthenon Music Hall. And I can’t 
get out to hear him I 

Later , — ^Had jolly spree, after aU— also 
after Hall. Tied new curtains together and 
let myself down into street, amid yells of 
large crowd. Rather damaged right scapula. 



UNCO QUID!” 

Southerner {in Glasgow, to Friend), “Br the way, do you know MoSorbw?” 

Northerner, "Ken MoSorbw? Oo’ pine! A oraund man, MoSorbw I Keeps the 
SAWBATH, — AN* BVERYTHtNU ELSE HE CAN LAY HIS HaNDS ON I” 

hut can’t be helped. Went to Gaiety; jolly supper, met Ben Allen and a lot of chappies, 
who are at Bart’s and haven’t any of these ridiculous Collegiate regulations, and had high 
old time. How to get back, though ? Ay, “there ’s the rub,” — worse tbau rubbing scapula, too. 

Boldest plan best. Rap Porter up. Porter surprised to see me. Says it’s “past one 
o’clock,” and wants to know how I got out. Tell him I ’m a child of nature, and if he reports 
me to House Surgeon I shall certainly cup him to-morrow. Porter asserts, quite untruly, 
that I am intoxicated. 

Next Authorities have heard how I escaped from Hospital last night. Also Porter 

—the idiot !— has complained that he goes in fear of his life because of my threats. On the 
whole. Hospital Authorities come to conclusion to ask me to leave, as “ they think I am not 
fitted for Collegiate life,” and I quite agree with them. Pack up, and pack off. 

OuiTE A LITTLE HOLIDAY,— The unfortunate Yacation Judge this year has been detained 
at Court or Chambers five times a week instead of (as in the olden days) thrice a fortnight. 
He must appreciate the meaning of “ getting his head into Chancery ” — and his wig too 1 
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THE TWO GOATS. 

An Old Table with a New Application. 

{For the benefit of Bolton.) 

Two bellicose goats once encountered eacli other in the middle of a narrow 
bridge spanning a deep gulf and a raging torrent. To pass each other seemed 
; (to^them) impossible, at least without much more careful and courteous mutual 










I self-adjustment than either was at aU disposed "f or. l^h'or one or the other to 
I maie way by temporarily backing, was, of course— to bellicose goats— entirely 
I out of the question. The only alternative was clearly a butting-match. 

Our angry goats entered upon it with great gusto. Heads hotly encountered, 
horns angrily collided. The harder the hits the less did either feel disposed to 
give way. 

But a narrow bridge over a deep gulf is a bad place for a battle d outrance. 
The infuriated animals quickly settled the point at issue, in a way as final as 
unpleasant, by hutting each other over into the gulf, leaving the disputed path 
clear for the passage of creatures more conciliatory and less cantankerous. 

Application. 

Two objects cannot occupy the same space— even in Bolton. Battles npon 
bridges— even iron bridges— are bad things. A quarrel between two parties— 
even if they represent Capital and Labour— cannot be regarded as satisfactorily 
settled by the destruction of both— unless they are thieves, or Kilkenny cats. It 
is much easier to get into a gulf— even the gulf of Bankruptcy— than out of it. 
To parties expiring at the bottom of a gulf, into which they have hurled each 
other, it is small consolation to see more peaceful persons — though they be 
foreigners— making better use of the bridge which might have carried them 
both safely over. 

OUE BOOKING-OTFICE. 

A Collection of Thackeray's Letters (1847 to 1855. Smith & Eldbe). — 
It must have cost Mrs. Bbookpield a good deal of mental anxiety before she 
decided upon giving publicity to this correspondence. But she has undoubtedly 
done well and wisely, as everybody interested in the personal Thackebat, out- 
side and away from his works, will gratefully acknowledge. Thackebay 
was always fond of alluding to himself as the Showman with the puppets, or 
portraying himself as taking off the oap-and-bells when, from behind the grinning 
mask, peeps out the sad eyes and the rueful countenance. Now in these 
Letters we are sometimes admitted behind the scenes, as, for instance, when 
he is just going to work ; but, as a rule, we see him in his leisure, out for a holi- 
day, amusing himself and others, and enjoying himself like an overgrown school- 
boy full of fun and frolic, not a bit of a cynic, and there are no sad eyes and 
rueful countenance when the mask is off. The peculiar charm of these Letters 
is that they are so evidently private ; there is nothing of the ^toseur about 
them. They were never intended to be addressed urU et orlL 

One favourite style of amusing himself in writing he had, which, by the way, 
rather calls to mind the way Mr. Peter Magnus had of amusing his friends, and 
that was mis-spelling, and spelling in Cockney fashion. How he must have 
revelled in writing Jeames's Diary! The burlesque element of humour was 
irrepressible in Thackebat, and found vent through pen and pencil. Nearly 
all his sketches, with remarkable exceptions, are, more or less, grotesque. 
Many of his Yignettes, with which he illustrated his novels, cannot fau to 
suggest a kind of Dicky- Doyleian humour. Two characteristics of the rna^n 
are brought out strongly in these letters • first, his humility as regards his own 
work (he t^s proud in other matters), and, secondly, his generosity as exhibited 
in his unaffected admiration for the work of Chables Dicbens. 

Occasionally we catch a glimpse of his religious tendencies, which are at 
one time infiuenoed by J. H. Newman, at another by J. S. Mili.; and it is 
intere'^ting to read his naive utterances about Scripture, showing that whatever 


lectures he may have attended at Cambridge, those on 
Divinity, or on the Greek^ Testament, could not have 
been among them. And this indeed is highly probable. . 
His kindness of heart is evident throughout. His laugh- 
ing at himself as a Snob when affecting the company 
of great people is delightful, though there seems to j 
be in this self-ridicule something of the true word 
spoken in jest. He makes a burlesque fiourish— so like 
him — about sending in “his resignation” to Jkfr. 
Punch, As a matter of fact, he remained an honorary 
member of Mr, Punch's Cabinet Council, and retained 
his seat at Jfr. table, up to the time of his death. 

The present writer remembers William Makepeace 
Thackebay being frequently present in Mr. Punch's 
Council Chamber, Consuls Marco. A most interesting, 
amusing, and instructive book, especially to literary 
men— (some novelists must be delighted at finding 
Thackebay reading over the previous portions of his own 
serial in order to recall the names of his characters, and 
his frantic joy at hitting on the title of Vanity Fair)-^ 
is this collection of Thackeeay’s Letters. To Mrs. Bbook- 
EIBLD our heartiest thanks are due. 

Like and Unlike. By Miss Bbabbon. Everybody 
who cares about a novel with a good plot so well worked 
out that the excitement is kept up through the three 
volumes and culminates with the last chapter of the 
story, must “Like ” and can never again “ Unlike,” this 
the latest and certainly one of the best of Miss Bbabeon's 
novels. Miss Bbabdon is our most dramatic novelist. 
Her method is to interest the reader at once with the 
very first line, just as that Master-Dramatist of our 
time Dion Boucicaxjlt wotdd rivet the attention of an 
audience by the action at the opening of the piece, even 
before a line of the dialogue had been spoken. This 
authoress never wastes her own time and that of her 
reader, by giving up any number of pages at the outset 
to a minute description of scenery, to a history of a certain 
family, to a wearisome account of the habits and customs 
of the natives, or to explaining peculiarities in manners 
and dialect which are to form one of the principal charms 
of the story. No : Miss Bbabbon is dramatic just as far 
as the drama can assist her, and then she is the genuine 
novelist. A few touches present her characters living 
before the reader, and the story easily developes itself in, 
apparently, the most natural manner possible. Like and 
Unlike will make many people late for dinner, and will 
keep a number of persons up at night when they ought 
to be soundly sleeping. These are two sure tests of a 
really well-told sensational novel. Vive Miss Bbapbon I 
Youb Own Book-Wobm, 


A LICHFIELD HOUSE OE CALL. 

Shade of Boswell, awake, arise! Know that the 
Lord Mayor of Lichfield, Mr. A. C. Baxter, has an- 
nounced in the Times that the house Dr. Johnson was 
horn in is put up for sale by auction on the 20th inst. 
Now, then, is the time for a big brewer who would like 
to get bigger, or any licensed victualler, with command of 
a moderate capital, to invest it in the purchase of the 
premises in which the great Lexicographer and Moralist 
first saw the light, and in the conversion of them into a 
public-house, to he called and known by the sign and 
name of “ The Johnson^s Head,” A likeness of Dr. John- 
son, copied by a competent Artist from the best of Sir 
Joshua Beynolds’s portraits, and mounted on the sign- 
board, would be sure to attract multitudes of respect- 
able people, and others, besides forming a decoration of 
the tavern at Lichfield, and an ornament to that town. 
A pub. associated with one of the highest names in litera- 
ture could hardly fail to be frequented by numerous book- 
makers. The memory of Dr, Johnson might, however, 
be honoured by the preservation of his home for what 
many may consider a nobler purpose than that of a 
liquor-shop ; and those who are of that opinion should 
look sharp and secure his birthplace by coming forward, 
and taking care that, when under the hammer, it shall 
he Rooked down on their own account to the highest 


Samuel, by helping to stand Sam. 

Eavoubite Sbasonino at the Guildhall Banuuet 
ON THE 9th op Novbmbee.— S auce d la Maitre d'MStel 


KOTIC:E.-Sejeoted Commimications or Contributions, -whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pietures of any desoription, will 
SoA ^ he if Sjtioh? acebtotftmied by a St'alnifed and Addressed Envelope, tfoVer, or Wrapper. (Ib this rule 
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MR. PUNCH’S MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS. 

As has been observed earlier in this series, tbe Amateur Reciter is injduence 
by a natural ambition to barrow^Jbis audience to tbe best of bis ability. 

And, be it said, tbe average audience is 
Bot at all averse to being barrowed— pro- 
Tided this is done with any science and re- 
finement. When persons are met together 
for social enjoyment, nothing apparently 
afEords them keener pleasure than a per- 
formance which produces certain peculiar 
sensations, such as the feeling of partial 
want of control over the facial 'nerves, 
smarting behind the eyes, increasing ob- 
struction in the throat, and a general con- 
c viction that, unless something occurs to 

make them laugh at once, they will be 
irresistibly compelled to sob like so many 
' v . seals. It is, perhaps, a little odd~but the 

^ exists, and must be taken into account. 

' ^ The sole drawbacks are that, too often, the 

s' means adopted to secure the desired result 

'ViS depend more than should be upon sentiment 

Sr ^ ^ which might almost be described as false ; 

that the incidents occasionally have too littl e 
" fit) jSiN* relation to real life ; and that, what might 

0 fr ' proved eminently touching, is marred 

^ '' by some involuntary association with the 

ludicrous and grotesque. In his anxiety 
to preserve [his pupils from such'',? pitfalls as these, Mr* Punch offers an 
example in which the blemishes Ihe has hinted at have been sedulously 
avoided. It is at once homely, wholesome, and tear-compelling— like the common 
onion. You will find you produce a favourable impression at once by announcing 
it as, — 

PoSITIVELT^THE LajST PeREOEMAITOE ! 

{You must come on with a general suggestion in your manner that you are 
supposed to he the proprietor of an itinerant Cat and Canary Troupe* 
Begin with a slow and somewhat depressed shake of the heady as if in 
answer to imaginary inquirer*) 

hTo, we ain’t performin’ to-day, Sir, and the boys are all on the gape ’ 

At seein’ the mice in mournin’, and the cats in chokers o’ crape ; 

But I ’m giving the Show a rest, d ’ye see ? for I didn’t feel up to the job, 
(Pause— then subdued) For my leadin’ comejian’s left me. Sir— 

{Explanatory y perceiving you are not understood) — ^the brindle kinairy — (more 
impatiently) Bob 1 ^ , [red ? 

What, ye don’t remember ? {Surprise*) Hot him as wore the toonio o’ Turkey 
What rode in a gilded kerridge with a ’at an’ plumes on his ’ed ? 

And, as soon' as we ’d taken a tanner, ’ud fire a saloot from the gun ? \_Excitedly* 
There was Talent inside o’ that bird, there was, or I never see it in one ! 
{Philosophic bitterness*) Well, he’s soon forgot — but I’ve often thought as a 
fish keeps longer than Fame I ^ 

{Sudden comprehension and restored cordiality.) Oh, ye didn’t know him as 
Bob .^ . . . I see — ^no, that were his private name. 

1 used to announce him in public on a more long-winded-er scale — 

I christened him “ Gineral Moultky,” {apologetically) which he ^ad rather gone 
at the tail ; 

And a bird more popilar never performed on a peripathetic stage, 

He was allers sure of a round of applause as soon as he quitted the cage ! 

For he thoroughly hentered into the part he was down for to play, ^ [day. 

And he never got “fiuffy ” nor “queered the pitch,”— leastwise, till the bother 
I thought he’d bin hoverexertin’ hisself, and ’ud better be out of the bill, 

But it wasn’t till yesterday hevenin I ’d any ideer he was ill I [tip, 

Then I see he was rough on the top of his ’ed, and his tongue looked dry at the 
Audit dawned on me like a thunderbolt — “ Great Evings I ’’ I groaned, — ** the 
Pip ! ” ( Pause here, to emphasise the tremendous gravity of this discovery * ) 
Well, I bin trainin’ a siskin to hunderstudy the part, {more ordinary tone 
for this) ^ ^ [o’ Hart ! 

And I sent him on — {tolerantly) — which he done his best, but he ’adn’t no notion 
So I left the pitch as soon as I could, and (meanin’ to make more ’aste) 

I cut across one o’ them buildin’ sites as was left a runnin’ to waste. 

There was yawning pits by the fiinty road, as rendered the prospeok dull, 

And ’ere and there a winderless ’ouse, with the look of a grinning skull, 

{Try to paint this scene visibly for the audience ; background is essential f or ^hat 

is to come*) 

A storm had bin ’angmg about all day (and it brokcy you ’ll remember, at last I) 

So I ’urried on, it was gettin’ late— and the Gineral sinking fast I 

{You are now approaching the harrowing party but keep yourself in reserve for 

the present*) 

But all on a sudding I ’eard him give a kind of a feeble flap, [chap.” 

Audi stops, and sez in a’opefulway, “Why, you’re up in yer sterrups, old 
{A bold metaphor applied to a hrdy but characteristic in the speaker?) 

{Sink your voice*) Then I see by the look of his sorrowful eye he was thinkin’ : 
“ Afore I go, 

I ’d like to see one performance— for the last— of the dear old Show I ” 

{NotCy and make your audience feely the touch of Nature here.) 

And I sez, with a ketch in my voice, “ You shall I ” and 

I whipped the sheet off the hoard, 

I stuck up the pair o’ trestles, and fastened the tight- 
rope cord ; 

Then I propped the Gineral up in a place from which he 
could see the ’ole. 

And 1,'set the tabbies a-sparring, and the mice a- climbing 
the pole. 

{Build up the whole scene gradually ; the dreary neighs 
bourhood* the total absence of bystanders^ the lurid 
threatening sky* and the humble entertainment pro- 
ceeding in the foreground.) 

I put my company through their tricks— andl they made 
my hold eyes dim, 

For they never performed for no orjenee like they did 
last night for him ! [from sich. 

Them tabbies sparred with a science you’d ’ardly expect 
And the mouse (what usually boggles) fetched flags with 
never no ’itch I 

Aye, we worked the Show in that lonely place to^the 
sound o’ the mutterin’ storm, 

Right through till we come to the finish — the” part he 
used to perform. 

He was out of the cage'in a minnit — egged on by puffes- 
sional pride, 

He pecked that incompitent siskin till he made him stand 
o’ one side ! 

Well,"! felt like ’aving a good cry ^Aen— hut the time 
’adn’t come for that, 

So I slipped his uniform over his ’ed, and tied on his little 
cock-hat. [ With great tenderness* 

And he set in his tiny kerridge, and was drored along by 
the mice, 

A-looking that ’appy and pleased with hisself, I got ’em 
to do it twice ! \Tone of ajfectionate retrospection. 
The very tabbies they gazed on him then with their heyes 
dilatin’ in haw, 

As he ’ohhled along to the cannon, with the match in his 
wasted claw ! [pop — 

I never ’eard that cannon afore give sech a tremenjious 
{Solemnly.) And a peal o’ thunder responded, as seemed 
all over the shop ! 

For", a second Bob stood in thellightning, so noble, and 
hold, and big 

Then'*. . . astags'er ... a flutter . . . abrokeuchirp — 
(you can add immensely to the effect here by a little 
appropriate action, PausCy and give time for a 
solemn hush to fall upon the audience, then* with a 
forced calm* as if you were doing violmce to your 
own feelings) —he was orf, Sir, — (a slight gulp) — 
he’d’oppedthetwig! 

{Second Pause : then more briskly* but still with strong 
emotion to the close.) 

So uow you’ve the hexplanation of the crape round the 
tabbies’ necks, 

And kin understand why we close to-day “in token of 
our respecks.” 

« « * « * 

The time has now come for Mr, Punch to bid his 
pnpils farewell, which he does with a pleasure that he 
has some reason to hope will he not unreciprocated. 
During the few months over which this course has ex- 
tended, he has made it his aim to furnish the young 
carpet-knight for the fray as completely as possible, and, 
if ftie Amateur Reciter he not (as some hold) already 
invulnerable, the panoply of pieces with which he has 
been armed here should go far to render him so. 

All Mr, Punch would ask in return is that, when any 
one of his young friends is retiring, flushed with triumph, 
amidst an intoxicating murmur of faint applause *md 
renewed conversation, after delivering some composition 
of his Preceptor’s, he wiU. not suffer himself to he com- 
pletely dazzled by success, hut will remember the means 
which have contributed thereto with such gratitude as 
he may he able to command. 

“ Discoveries at Pompeh.”— Under this heading we 
read in the Tirnes that four silver urns of fair size were 
found, also four smaller vessels, eight open vases, four 
cups ornamented with leaves, &o. “Urns” for hot 
water : “ smaller vessels,” tea-pots ; “ eight open vases,” 
sngar-basins ; “four cups,” tea-cups, “ ornamented with 
leaves,”— very fanciful design, probably tea-leaves,— 
and there we have before us “Five o’clock Tea, as known 
to the Ladies of Pompeii.” 


R 
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The Modern Autolycus sings : — 

When parvenus begin to peer, 

Witb heigh I the ribbon on the coat ! 

Why, then the love of rank shines clear, 

In base-blood, spite of the People’s vote. 

The medal gleaming on the breast ! 

With heigh I the red coins how they ring I 
The Citizens clamonr with eager zest, 

Despite their hate of crown and king I 

The hov/rgeois sonl stax-hononrs wants, 

With heigh I the peacock-aping jay ! 

The hunger for honours finds smgnlarhannts, i 

Their sale is a traffic that bound to pay. 


I have served Princes, and, in my time, 
worn Imperial livery, but now I am in the 
Republic’s service. 

But shall I mourn for that, or fear P 
Gold glitters, silver ’s bright, 

And decorations not too dear 
Citizen-souls delight. 

If pedlars may have leave to live. 

Though “honours” cram their budget, 

A good account I yet may give ; 

If caught,-! can but trudge it I 

Ribbons of all colours, lo ! 

Crosses— mark their gleam and glow I 


Blue as violets, red as roses, 

Buy them swift whilst power dozes I 
Decorated thus you clamber 
To court-height or lady’s chamber. 
Golden talismans are these. 

Parvenus may pass with ease 
With these gauds to heights the leal 
Buy with brain or stainless steel. 

Come buy of me, come buy, come buy 1 
Cheap “ honours ” now is all the cry 1 
Buy ribbons— like tape. 

Blue blood you may ape, 

They ^’re dainty, and not too dear-a ! 
With peers you may tread, 

Yet hold up your head* 
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TKey’re the newest and jOLnest of 
wear-a I 

Come to the pedlar, 

Money 's a meddler, 

That gets all men by the ear-a ! 
\£[as SIS ear suddenly pulled by 
Madame La Ripublique^ 


EOBEET ON SPELLING. 

I’te bin informed, on such orthority 
as I carnt for a moment dout, wiz.. 
Professor Bassinoham of the White 
Cross Brigade, that a cnmpany has 
bin formed in Amerrikey to perswade 
hewerybody as writes English to spell 
it as I does. I never knowd afore but 
what I spelt my spelling like other 
littery gennelmen, but I'm told now 
that I don’t, but that I spells it more 
nateral like, and so it appears that 
after about 2 years thinkin of it over, 
the gratest Orthers in Amerrykey 
has all resolved to follow my nobel 
sample and do as I does, as neer as 
they can ^it to it. So they has 
formed theirselves into the “ Spelling 
Eeform Association,” and has got a 
Presedent, and Wise Presidents, and 
a Counsel, and a Seketerry;, and all 
the blooming luxury s of a rich Cum- 
pany, and has jest published their 
fust Number and charges fore shil- 
lins for it, as I nose to my corst, cos 
I’ve jest bin and bort one. 

Well, having jest a lezzure hour or 
2, 1 ’ve bin a trying to read my noo 
book, witch is suttenly to me a dear 
book, but I greeves to say as I don’t 
find werry much in it, as I under- 
stands. They suttenly uses sum 
werry powerful words, and sez sum 
werry powerful things, and tries 
their werry best to spell like me, but 
I don’t think as I can troothf uUy say 
as they always suckeeds. They spels 
hed like me, and helthf and dropt, and 
enuf; but who ever seed me use sitoh 
words as thru, or cof, or thuro, or 
tuf, or ughly f 

Professor CHAUBAin), L.L.D., says 
that **our senseless spelling makes 
him ashamed of his language, and yet 
thru habit he continues it.” David 
D. Field, L.L.D., of New York, 
talks of our Nobel English Tung 
“ being disfigured,” and says I ought 
to be haild as a deliverer I 

Professor Hadley says, “ our lan- 
guage is shockingly speld.” Lord 
Lytton says, “it is a lying round- 
about puzl-heded delusion I ’’ and our 
own helogwent Sir C. E. Tbeveltan, 
KC.B., says, “ it is a labyrinth, a 
chaos, an absurdity, and a disgrace I ” 
and the Hedditer of the book winds it 
all up by saying that it is the wurst 
there is I ” Poor old English Lang- 
widge ! I ony wonders how Shake- 
speak and Milton, and Bukns 
managed to get on with it, tho sut- 
tenly Buens was a dredt'ul bad speller. 
Why he used to spell “who” toha, 
and “have” hae, and “whom” 
wham! But then he was only a 
poor plowman, and not an Hed 
Waiter. I of coarse little thort wen 
I fust commenced my umbel efforts 
to instruckt and nliten the world 
with skimmings from my daily dairy, 
that I shood ever be held ub to the 
admirashun and gratitood of English 
mankind as a deliverer of our nobel 
English Tung from its many de- 
feoks,t,.but I of course aoceps the 



RETALIATION. 


Cally, “Wha's this poe, LadyI Which my Fake's Two Shill 

Old Lady {quite able to take care of herself). “I beo tour paedon, Cabman. I know the Dis- 
tance — it’s not Theeb Miles by Two Hundeed Yaeds. Pj4EAse knock at the 

Cabby. “XJaH! Y' 'on’t hey a Double Knock, I can tell tee that I” 


pursishun, and, I ope, with becoming umility, and if the Spelling Reform Association chooses, as 
seems ony nateral^ to elect me as one of their Wioe Presidents, with a nice cumferal little salary 
paid quarterly, in adwance, I shall not at all object to become also one of their regular 
contribbuters, or ewen to hedit sum of their harticles as is really not quite hup to the mark in the 
spelling line. 

Professor F. J. Child, P.D., L.H.D., cums it rayther strong when he says, “ Sum hav a religious 
aw, and sum hav an erth-bora passiou for our estahlisht spelling. I don’t much care how anybody 
spells, so he spels different from that ” But praps one ot the werry greatest staggerers in my four- 
shilling staggering book, is what the Heditter says, wiz. , “ A filologist who sbonld uphold our preseut 
mode of spelling, would be like au astronomer who should teach that the Erth is based on a Turd.” 

I think that’s about the most wunderfullest sentense as ewen a Hedhitter ever wrote, and 
they does sumtimes cum out with a startler or 2. Fust with regard to the spelling. ^ As I don’t in 
the least know what a Filologist means I carnt of course say much as to that, but if there is one 
mortal thing in this butiful world of ours as I does know sumthink about, I should think as all 
the ciwilized world woud agree as it was Turtle, and I refuses at once, without no manner of dowt, 
to pardon the man who coud carmly and cooly sit down and write that almost sacred name 
'Without his final Hee! Turtl, indeed! why it amost makes me shudder as I rites it dowH ; and 
jest before Lord Mare’s Day too, why it’s haddine hinsnlt to hinjury. But ewen that isn’t all 
the marwels of this most egstrordinary sentense. What in the world can he mean by saying as the 
world is based on a Turtl ? 

Of course no one can posserbly know better nor me, that without that glorious addition to a 
gorgeous Manu, the werry hiest classes of society, such as Princes, and Lord Mares, and Bishops, 
and Aldermen, woud find it remarkabel dithcult to git through their harduous dooties, hut ewen I 
should never nave once thort of saj^g that the hole world is based upon it, which I spose means, 
carnt posserbly git on without it. No, if there ’s one thing as I strongly objecs to, it’s xaggerashun, 
and in this werry partickler case I boldly charges it against the Hedhitter of “ Spelling,” price 
four shillings, even though he and his frends does do me the hi honour of holding me hup as a benny- 
facter to all English spelling races. Robbet. 

Pose Cript. — I sees as how a gent of the zstrordinary name of “Eizak Pitman” has been 
and gom and rote to the Times on this werry same subjeok as me; but I’m two busy jest now 
with prepperrations for the himportantest of ail days-^need I sav the Ninth of Nowember— to he 
ahel to give all my hole mind to it, as it seems to require. But I at once, without not no hezzy- 
tation and dowt, gives my caudial assent to his G-oIden Rule, wiz : “ When in dout, selekt the 
werry simpletonest spelling.” R. 

“ Ietsh Peosbcittions.”— In the Times of Friday last, under the foregoing heading, that most 
contentious and sledge-hammering correspondent, Lord Beamwell, came down heavily, very 
heavily, on the unfortunate “American Lawyer,” Mr. Mtjndt, who had presumed to express an 
opinion opposed to that of my Lord Beamwell. Of course, after this, there ’s an end of the American 
La'p^er, and, at all events, up to the date abovementioned,Lord Beamwell may say, triumphantly, 
‘ ‘ Sic transit gloria Mundy ! 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

From a ToTJiira Man* Sthl m the CoxrtrTjaT. 

JBaton Hally Saturday* 






S i^ I EAB. Toby, — write to you from kere 
II m f where stay a day or two on my way 
M/ffi Dablm. I expect by the time it 

jfflT liffl I you I will be iustalled in the 

W'lm I Secretary’s Lodge, and the 

m Im National League may prepare to sit 
m i fA 1 haye been spending a week or 

f Mm 1 agreeably in Scotland, a little 

[/ Mm i letters or newspapers. 

ll M//M ^ there has been quite a 

I MM H demand for me, a sort of popular out- 
\wiM\ 1' ^ should forthwith proceed to 

Wm 1 This is, of course, not un- 

W' flattering. It indicates a general 
III I I belief which I, for one, am not cusposed 
II I contest, that if Ireland is to be 
” vl J 11 ^ bhe man to do it. That ’s 

I - J| all very well ; but it is, doncha know, 
m sometmng of a boah to be thus 
bothered at a time when one had two 

Spbakee, aad leaving: only at the ory 
+ r\ "4? home ? there were impetuous protests. I put in King- Haem aut 
wouldn’t have him. Often, as I lay on the sofa in 
Secretary s room, lookmg over Punch, or reading the proofs of the 

Irisli Members when Kiso-Haemaic rose to answer a 
srfw Utfle emwLsii“‘® ^ attachment. At the 

^ Dublin, and shall spend a cheerful November there. 

m®*^e things pleasant by reminding 
fht ira^ns-rom window of the Chief SecrS»ry ’s Lodge I can see 

a® ?hlte“?'bn?v3« to takf a pot shot 

e:^^l?tit. Unless a man canmake sure of hitting 
a l^P-post at paces It will be no use his trying to bring you down 

BnT rpX®rT^;e ““ Q-^doi^H. Always tries to fay soSing pWt 
But really I don’t pay much attention to his kindly aporeWsionf I shal 

the passage of a buUet, o? the Srof a Mfe! 
tha A^l®t fl^eat things to follow on my arrival in Dublin To 

KfssSrdft 


Oue additional drawback from a quite unexpected 
source makes itself known by correspondence with my 
colleagues. They are all in a dreadful state of fussy 
alarm. My uncle the Markiss begs me to be careful, 
“Firmness without Rashness’' is an excellent copy- 
head, which W. H. Smith sends me in fine round-hand 
from the distant Mediterranean, I wish they ’d all mind 
their own affairs. In the intervals of my other occupa- 
tions I can answer for Ireland, and if any awkwardness 
arises, I can put up King-Harmam to answer for me. 
So, dear Toby, don’t you have any anxiety on my 
account. Some half-hour after dinner, with the contem- 
plative toothpick at hand, and my heels on the table, I 
will, if the subject occurs to me, settle the Irish Question. 

Youxs faithfully, Aeth-e B-lf-e. 

BIG WOEK AND LITTLE HANDS. 

That a child prodigy should have been able twice last 
week to fill St. James’s Hall to overfiowiug, may not perhaps 
speak at thefirst glance very highly for the artistic instincts 
of the British Public, who, as a thoughtful musical critic 
remarks in the pages of a contemporary, are sometimes 
“ more impressed by a little hoy in an Eton jacket than 
by the finest music that might be played in less exciting 
circumstances ; ” still it cannot be denied that the couple 
of recitals referred to, given by Master Joser Hopmanjct, 
were altogether two exceptionally brilliant performances. 
.Commentiug, however, on the little fellow’s efforts to give 
a good rendering of a slow movement, the critic already 
alluded to asks how, in a long-drawn melody which is a 
matter of passion and of feeling, “a child of eleven can 
have much feeling or any passion?” Surely this is 
hyperoriticism. Ask any boy of eleven who has had a 
whipping, or has come off second best in a fight with his 


meonvenient questions. Besides,' it^is exce^e&^roUwHtat^i^l^^^ 


the critic means. Nevertheless, he proceeds rather 
pertinently to ask whether this singularly gifted , 
young artist will be suffered, “when he has served the 
immediate purposes of those who have control over him, 
to continue his studies in a rational manner and far from 
the fierce light and the hot-house temperature pertaining 
to the concert platform ? ” As Master Josef Hofmamk is 
already booked for an American tour, there does not seem 
any prospect of this highhr desirable consummation, at 
least in the near future. J ndging, therefore, from little 
Master Josef's present arrangements, one would be dis- 
posed to apostrophise him sympathetically in the language 
of Dr. Watts, and say 

Night after night, you ’ll prove a sight 
To draw the cuto Yankee, 

Because your little hands wore made 
To stretch from C to C I ” 

Still, as he is an unquestionable genius who has a 
future before him, it is to be hoped that he won’t be 
worked out” early at high pressure, and stimulated by 
a success that will only blunt his powers by depriving 
him of that desire for true progress in his art by which 
alone they can be legitimately developed. * ‘ Not too much 
gaslight, some practice, and plenty of battledore and 
^uttleoock,” is the proper recipe for little Master Josef. 
With this he can’t go wrong, and will, without doubt, 
it ne stick to it, command the musical world of the 
future as surely as he has astonished that of to-day. 

“NO MORE SEA.-SrCJS:NESSI” No Mobe “bad 

OtrAETEES-OP- AN-HOUR ” IN' CROSSING THE CHANNEL I 
JLry^Mons, M. L. Mayee’s Remedy, to be provided on 
October 24 np to the middle of November, and probably 
lounger, it all goes well, at the Remedy Theatre -no— at 
]^e Royalty Theatre,^ where he intends giving a season of 
hrenoh plays, and brings M. Cooitelin, Mmes. Chatjmont 
May, — ^not all at once but one at a time,— over 
to aiiord amus^ent to those Londoners who can’t afford 
amusement in Paris, or who object to the sea-passage, or 
who cannot spare sufficient time for the trip, M. CoquE- 
LiN’ has with him a fair-sized hag of tricks which includes, 
among other things, .Dow Oe^sar de Bazan^ and he means 
to devote three-fourths of one evening’s entertainment to 
monologues, among which, Mr. Beeebohm Tree will be 
deliglited to hear, is announced Oringoire* M,* Maxrb, 
will see that his stars are well supported, and 

M^!§,ayee ^ sea- voyage, will support ! 
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SHOWS VIEWS. c 

By Victor WhO’goes-JEherywhere, ^ 

The suggestion made a montli ago by a “ Salubrity Abroad,” (now 
happily a “ Salubrity at home ”) that the above title would make a J 
good headbg for an all-round-about theatrical and entertainment a 
article in Jfr. Punch's pages, is c 

at length carried out. In thecha- ^ 

racter of a hero conquering diffi- 5 

culties, I have been here, there, wm + 

and everywhere. My first triumph 4 ^ 

was at the Gaiety Theatre, where W ^ 

(after surmounting allobstruction) /j | I J 

I secured a place from whence ' 

Miss Eameralda could be watched 1 

in comfort. This piece is called^ a , 

“melodramatic burlesque,” in ^ • 

two Acts, but I confess 1 failed to / 
distinguish either the melodrama / ^ 
or the burlesque. ^ It was, however, ' / \>|' 
well mounted with good scenery 

and pretty dresses. It had further ||| 

the advantage of an excellent B 

stage-manager in Mr. Ch:a.rles 

Hakbis, and a no less excel- 

lent dance inventor in Mr. John xi. -l li. t? n 

D’ Attban, but of the book the less that is said the better. Frankly^ 
it is not amusing. This being the case I was not surprised to find 
the names of its authors printed in the programme in a type just 
half the size accorded to the style and title of “ the producer.” The 
acting calls for no particular comment. Mr. Lonnen sings an Irish, 
song excellently well, but is less diverting when he tnmts to 
attitudinising as a provocative to memment. Miss Mabion Hood s 
charming face is sweeter than her voice, and Miss Faniot Leslie s 
sineine is as welcome now as ever it was — it recalls many a 
vocal triumph of the past. Mr. Geoboe Sioute as Gringore is more 
hroadlv comic than Mr. Bbeebohm Teee in a somewhat similM rofo 
in the Ballad Monger. Both the Misses Blanche are aU ^t 
could be desired in two subordinate characters. In the last Act there 
is a “ Pyramid Ballet,”— which is sUghtly perple^g. UnW my 
attention was pointedly called to the fact that I was watching a 
terpischorean demonstration of a game of boards, I was 
impression that some of the intricacies of the plot of Victob Htrao s 
Notre Dame were being very cleverly explained to me m easily 
followed dumb show. Perhaps the best thing (barring the Irish song) 
in the whole piece is an ingenious dance of Warders and Prisoners in 
Scene I., Act 2. In alluding to the list of the oonapany I should pt 
have forgotten to say that the names of that 

Mr. H, Leslie and that evergreen queen of burlesque, Miss E, Faeeen, 
are conspicuous by their absence. In spite of this very serious draw- 
back, no doubt Miss Esmeralda will be as successful as it deserves to 
be. The scenery, dresses, and music, are done worth a visit. ^And. 
when I say this Heave out the acting, the singmg and the dancing. 

I also went to the Eoy al Aquarium the o^er af teraoon, and witnessed 
the performances of a troupe of genuine Russian Wolves. If lhad to 
appear inpublic myself with a company of performing animals, I think 
I should prefer poodles, or white mice, though, as a spectacle, wolves 
are undoubtedly more thrilling. I don t know that these partio^ar 
wolves did much; but the really striking fact, of course,^ was theu 
condescension in doing anything, and it was certainly^ 
see” them jumping a gate, and arranging themselves picturesquely 
on chairs, with just sufficient display of gruming J^ws ^o make the 
audience congratulate themselves that the stage was fenced round 
by temporary iron railings. The creatures are evidently deeplj 
attached to the Professor, who has so ably prepared them for publi< 
life. I was convinced of this by the effusion with which one aftei 
another advanced and kissed his forehead, on receiving a slight hm 
to that effect from a whip. But to be ^ssed— however tenderly- 
by a wolf, must be a creepy sensation. On the occasion when 1 wai 
present we were afforded an additional, andimay say an unrehearsed 
sensation after the act-drop fell. was a sou^y behind, « 

shout, and tben—a great jagged rent in the curtain. People in tu 
front row of stalls looked uncomfortable— -it did seem very much a 
if one of the wolves had determined^ to “take a call on his owi 
account, but it was merely a little mishap with one of the ranings 
However, there was no real cause for alarm m any case, lor a: 
audience would haye had ample time to escape while the woll^wa 
amusing himself with the orchestra, which, fortunately, is 

remarkably good one. , . .x x t "d n 

After the Wolves, byway of contrast, I paid a visit to La BeU 
Fatma. On delivery of a shilling, I, with other members of the PublK 
was passed in to a soreened-off mrtion of the Imperial Theatre. ^ 
stout French gentleman seated nimself at a piano below the stag« 
and the curtain rose presently, disclosing the 
troupe seated in a row, like a new variety of Christy Mmstreb 

7ith regard to the principal lady, I am bound to 

larms did not seem to me to have been at all overestimated, and her 

ortraits upon the posters actually do hp less than 

lis is a matter of opinion ; and I must confess that, attey all, it* 

ras not upon the peerless Fatma that my eyes were most riveted. 

?here was a stout old lady in a turban, two places from her mch 

n old lady I with immense black eyebrows, meeting over nashing 

ark eyes, and a massive Oriental nose, a wide sternly 

nouth, and three chins. Upon her knees she held a 

rum, which she smacked severely at intervals ; she might have sat 

or CoBiffBLiA polishing one of her “jewels ” ; and when she sang, 

he illusion was complete I ... , a • ««« 

As to the performance, it was Oriental ; and no description can 
sonvey much more. We had an Overture on the famihar hum- 
nm-tum, turn- a-tum-tum-tum, tum-a-tum” theme, which re- 
pealed considtrable “ staying power ” on both sides ot 
rhen one member of the troupe after another advanced, and, it a 
ady, chassi'd. and revolved with slowly waving arms, and an ex- 
pression that seemed to imply that she woffid take more ^5 

wereonly worth while ; if a man, he capered and grinned and shouted 
n a manner which, at all events, infinitely amused the performe 
himself. While this was going on, the old A^dy continued to 
“ spank”— there really is no better term for it--her drum in a sort 
of grim re eerie, and a young person by her side emitted P^^cmg 
shrieks by way of enlivening the proceedings. There was a my^e- 
riouR One on the stage, who remmded me of an 
muffled in muslin ; this, it turned out, was the CpLOSSUS of Mousse, 
to whom was entrusted the function of presentmg Mademoiselle 
Fatma at the close of the performance. This seemed superfiuous 
particularly as the excellent Colossus had no notion of domg more 
than taking her by the hand and stalking two paces forward, it 
was all over in a quarter of au hour or so ; and, tor P^^L ^ 

considered the old lady in the turban alone worth the paltry shilling 
charged for admission. , . 

I Have also been to Tbbex’s Theatre, where great precauUOTs we 
taken to prevent fire. Everything, more or less, is labeUed toit, 
and, instead of doors, in several parte of the house there axe 

On the whole it must be a good theatre to escape from. Xnis i 
worth noting, if the performances are wearisome. 

BALLADE OE THE TIMID BABB. 

(To Angelica, who bids himpuUisK) 

In Memory’s mystical hazes 

I see a vast Gander and grey, 

I see the small boy tbat he chases 

At the head of a hissing array: 

Howl wept when they brought me to hay, 

How I pleaded in vain for a truce I 

Too frightened to shoo them away, 

I could never say Boh^to a Goose ! 

I have lived through a number of phases, 

I have rhymed of the grave and the gay. 

But the clatter of critical phrases, 

But the moralist armed for the fray, 

1 have fied in unseemly dismay, 

Since the Gander— ’tis all my excuse— 

For, in hritf , since that terrible day 
^ I could never say Boh to a Goose I 

i It was fabled of old that in places 

1 Grow goose-bearing trees by the way, 

r Where bough within bough interlaces 

3 Green geese fiutter down from the spray ; 

r In reviews, at first nights of the play* 

fc These shrubs are in general use, 

And I would not encounter them, nay , 

8 I could never say Boh to a Goose 1 

1 Envoy, 

® Angelica ! hid me essay 

® The deeds of a Wallace or Bbhob, 

^ But talk not of publishing, pray— 

I could never say Boh to a Goose I 
n 

•S 
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THE MESSENGER OE PEACE. 

( With apologies to the Shade of the Author of 
^^AlAaraff) 

[I have read .... that I have come to Ulster 
to revive religious bigotry, to rekindle the embers 
of party strife, and to revive ancient feuds which 
are now in a fair way to be forgotten. I can assure 
you that these are not the objects which I propose 
to myself. {Zaughter.)^£eport of Mr. Cham- 
berlain’s Speech in Belfast.^ 

Erin's Guardian Angel sings 
I CAME (by the steamer) 

Across the wild spray* 

Ko bigot, no dreamer, 

To moon time away. 

Bright lingers to ponder, 

And make tart replies ; 

Bat I come, from yonder, 

Drawn down from the skies. 

With love I am laden, 

Peace sits on my brow. 

1^0, sweet Ulster maiden, 

My game is 7iot row I 
Arise I from yonr dreaming, 

In bright Orange bowers. 

To duties beseeming, 

Your fame and past powers. 

My presence expresses 
, My fondness for you ; 

(My game no one guesses, 

They read it askew) 

Oh, how without you, love, 

Can Ireland be blest ? 

You ’re loyal, gou ’re true, love, 

Mad traitors the rest. 

I shake from my wing 
Each hindering thing. 

The black Parnellite 
Would weigh down my flight. 


The 0. 0. M.’s messes, 

I leave them apart. 

His lures and his jesses. 

His tricks and his art. 

W.G.I W.G.! Ahl 
My old artful one, 

You had an idea 
With you I should] run. 

No I it is my will 
On the breezes to toss 
At caprice, or be still’ 

Like a lone albatross. 

Daring duckling ? That ’s past I 
Stormy petrel f That ’s flown I 
I 'm a halcvon at last, 

A new rSle^^md. my own I 

W. G. Ah ! WTioever 
Thine “ items” may be, 

For ever I sever 
My fortunes from thee. 

Thou hast bound many eyes 
In sophistical sleep, 

But the angel that flies 
Will thg vigilance keep ? 

0 Walker I ( Again 
A rhetorical flower 
From thy full-teeming brain I) 

I have passed a brief hour 
In those same cipherings 
Which you fudge— let that pass I 
But my own view of things 
Is not modeird, alas ! 

On yours— none of the clearest— 
But then, that 'a your way — 

’Tis one of the (queerest ; 

Do you find it pay ? 

Ah! love moved the smiles 
That beamed forth on my rest 
On the greenest of Isles. 

Its Scotch natives are best, 


For they have in their keeping 
Its wealth and its trade, 

And Sedition, unsleeping, 

Has spoilt, I ’m afraid, 

The true Pat of the Island. 

Me burns to be free, 

His bosom holds guile, and 
His bonnet a bee. 

Go to I Let them slumber, 

The Home-Ruling lot 
Are not the huge number 
They tell us— that ^s rot I 
I came to awaken, 

An Angel of Peace I 
I ^m bound to he taken 
For such ere I cease. 

Paknell’s spell makes Pat slumber, 
Its witchery is test, 

And your Orange-host’s number 
Must manage the rest ! 

A PROTEST. 

Deah Me. PtJNCH,— Will you please ask 
the Times not to allow such unpleasant sub- 
jects to be introduced into its columns as there 
was last Wednesday,— that is, judging by the 
heading on page 8, “The Birch and the, 
Primitive Seat,” which of course none of us 
fellows read (one line of it was enough for 
me), and if there is another of the sort, we 
shall vote that the 'Times isn’t taken in here 
in future, and I don’t think the Times would 
like that. A word from you will be sufliDient, 
I am sure. Your Constant Reader, 

Uppbe Lowee Middletow. 
Eton College^ Buchs^ near Windsor^ England, 

Mbs. Ram says she couldn’t stop in an out- 
of-the-way country-place, give up society, 
and live like a Helmet in the desert. 
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dismemberment of Empire, I offered more Members to 
Ulster, Ulster people saw the justice of this arrange- 
ment at once. Told ’em there were “two Irelands.” 
Isn’t one Ireland enongh, however ? 

Coleraine, — A triumphal arch, with “Welcome to 
English Peasant Emancipators ” on it. Stupid to bracket 
CoLLiKGS with me in this way. Keceive threateimg 
letter. Reminds me of my revolver. Jesse examines 
it with the air of a professional gunsmith, critically. 
Appears quite hurt at its condition; says, “I’ve sat on 
it so often he doubts if it would go off now,” and re- 
commends my carrying a “ howie-knife ” instead. Am 
surprised at Jesse’s acquaintance with deadly weapons. 
Ask him what historical event took place at Coleraine. 
Says he doesn’t know and doesn’t care. ^ But what ’s^ he 
here for except to keep me posted up in local details ? 
Hint to him that “ I nope I may be able to offer him 
^ post of President of Local government Board in my 
^ future Ministry.” Replies (rudely, I think) that “ he ’U 
I wait till I ’m asked to form one.” Qwery— doesn’t air 
I of Ulster exercise demoralising effect on English pohti- 
' cians? Is this the “Ulster Custom” one’s heard so 
much about ? Randolph a case in point. 

£ach again,— ColeTSLine speech excellent, though I say 
it, as shouldn’t. Cheered to the echo. So was Jesse, 
hang him 1 Shan’t take him to Canada with me, How 
for a study of the habits of deep-sea fish in the pages of 
a Natural Science Primer. 


BRITISH FRENCH. 

JSmily, “ Ask her to give its some more oe her Saorsd Music, George !” 

George (a linguist), “Oh, Mademoiselle, donnez-nous encore de votre 
SacrIib Musiqub.” 

JOE'S JAUNT, 

Off to Ireland !--ki last. Collings with m^; of course rather grumpy, 
because Salisbury’s got the credit of passing the Allotments Bill,, instead of 
himself. Still, Jesse better than nobody. Would create bad impression to visit 
Belfast without an entourage. 

In Steamer,— 'Look, up my Irish History~or rather, Jesse’s Irish History, 
which he’s borrowed from Birmingham Free Library. An Alderman can do 
that sort of thing. Also examine revolver. Hot accustomed to carrying one. 
What is the best place for itP Jesse says, “ left-hand coat-tail pocket, 
decidedly, because then you can whip it out in a twinkling.” Jesse’s confidence 
j contagious— he talks as if he had always been in the habit of “whipping-out” 
revolvers, like a cow-boy, — or a “ three-acres-and-a-cow-boy.”^ Do as he ad- 
vises. Very uncomfortable feeling. Sit down on revolver in a moment of 
forgetfulness,' and nearly blow Captain’s head off. Captain irritated. Asks me 
for “ransom.” Ridicnlous! ^ i . 

Belfast— 'Sio end of a reception. Drive through the principal streets. 
Enthusiastic populace insist on taking horses out of carriage andj puUing it 
themselves. Gratifying, but should .feel safer with the horses. Why wiU Col- 
lings bow ? Pm the person to bow, obviously. Bad taste, but don’t like to 
stop him. Believe the mob take him for me— or why do they cheer him so r 

At Roteh—Zust found out reason of enthusiasm evoked by appearance of 
Jesse. Re ’« got on an Orange tie I Ask him, reproachfully, why he did this P 
]?retendsit was a mere accident — ^forgot that orange was favourite Ulster colour. 
Don’t want a religious riot, so make him take it off. Jesse getting grumpier. 
Can’t help it. , „ 

-E'vemn^.— Before going to meeting, had better find out what Belfast chiefly 
famous for. Ask Collinqs. Replies “ linen-shirts and handkerchief s.” Try 
to put him in good humour by remarking that “ he seems shhty.” Is there no 
other historical fact connected with place? “Yes,” he replies, visit of Lord 
Randolph Churchill.” Wish he hadn’t mentioned latter event. Dispiriting. 
Reminds one of proposed Hational Party, with self and RA 3 in)OLPH as sole leaders 
— and sole followers, too, it seems. . 

At Rotel— after Speech,— success. Felt horribly, mclmed to start 
another Home Rule plan—my fifth— but fortunately refrained. Instead of 


AN AUTUMN LAY. 

(By a Belated Oarsman , ) 

Come, little Maid, to the cracked piano, 

The semi-grand in the coffee-room; 

We ’ll take your harmonies all cum grano^ 

For the strings vibrate like the crack of doom. 
Over the lawn the fiat clouds loom, 

And when they lighten the rain falls faster'; 

Like gossips who relish a friend’s disaster 
The ducks quack loud in the rain-ruled gloom. 

I/ve studied the cracks iu the ceiling-plaster, 

And the statuettes with their stolid leer, 

And the landscape visions of some Young Master, 
Who viewed the world through a haze of beer. 
We ’ve done as much with the hostel’s cheer 
As sane men may in corpore sano ; 

So come, little Maid, to the cracked piano. 

Play us “ The Battle of Prague,” my dear. 

The silence clouds, like a potion shaken, 

As the limp strings jar to an ancient pain ; 

Their light and sweetness no touch can waken, 

And only the dregs of a tone remain. 

The silk-sewn music with fray and stain 
Swoons on the keys at the urgent stages, 

And the little Maid, as she props the pages, 

Just murmurs, “ Bother I ” and starts again. 

And the streaming window again engages 
The thoughts that stray from the field of Prague ; 
And the moping birds in their gauze-girt cages, 
And the wax-work fruits of a genus vague ; 

And the flies that buzz like a lazy plague 
Round the lone lorn jam, as it stands forsaken ; 

And the varnished pike in the mill-pool taken 
About the year that they fought at Prague. 

But twilight falls, and its folds encumber 
The misty mounds of the patient trees, 

And sunset cheers with a touch of umber 
The puddles of steel-gray Gruy^re cheese. 

And, interposing a little ease, 

Our frail thoughts dally with false surmises 
Of a morning as brilliant as mid July’s is 
With bravest sunshine and sweetest breeze. 

A soothing silence the soul surprises, 

For the little Maid, like a hero true, 

Has fought her fight through its poignant crises, 
And shown what practice can dare and do. 

And, tearing the moonlight in handfuls through, 
A giant arm in the clondland sombre 
Scatters the light on a world of slumber, 

Through snowy craters, from gulfs of blue. 
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CHANNEL TALK 

Arranged for iTie use of 
the returning British 
Pass&nger atBredkfast’ 
time. By a very Dys- 
peptic Contributor » 

It is a glorious tiling 
to think that one is 
leaving Trance and all 
foreign kickshaws be- 
hind one, and is once 
more approaching dear 
honest old England on 
the deck of a British 
steamer. 

But let us come into 
the cabin and have a 
bit of breakfast before 
we get in. 

Surely that table 
covered with a dirty 
sheet instead of a table- 
cloth is not prepared for 
our repast Y 
Why, this stale 
loaf must have been on 
board quite a week. 

It has evidently made 
several passages back- 
wards and forwards in 
company with this ex- 
tremely remarkable 
sample of butter. 

Why does this coffee 
the Steward has just 
brought us look like 
ink and sawdust, and 
taste like something 
perplexing ? 

Ihe Frenchman, who 
has been expecting di- 
jeuner d la fourchette, 
is surveying with as- 
tonishment the dish of 
mutton-oho^s they have 
set down beiore him. 

It is a great pity that 
they are all two inches 
thick, and are under- 
done when out. 

1 wonder whether he 
is thinking, as 1 am, of 
the clean, fresh, and 
trim restaurant table, 
the excellent cafe au 
laitf petits^pains, Nor- 
mandy butter, and other 
foreign kickshaws,” 
that he has just left be- 
hind him in France. 

Though he has had to 
pay three shillings for 
his hot breakfast, he 
has informed me that 
he will wait till he ar- 
rives, and take “ le 
lunch^^ on shore. 

I wonder whether he 
is aware that, if he 
makes this meal at the I 
typical Eefreshment- 
Eoom, he will have to 
content himself with 
stale sponge-cakes, the 
day-before-yesterday’s 
bxins, and small tins of 
lemon-drops. 

But let us get out of 
the Cabin. 1 certainly 
prefer the deck of an 
excellent steamer to the 
arrangements made tor 
providing one with 
breakfast down below. 
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A QUESTION OF POLICE. 

‘‘ The rapid iacrease both of hnildings and population which has taken place in the Metropoliten Police dktnct oHate 
;^ar 8 has outrun the increase which it has been possible to make to the Police Force.’ — Btr Charles Warren^ m his Officia 

The^averagf^^ for admission to the Metropolitan Police Force now amount to one 1337^ 



Nb Pixrs Ulstbe.— Mr. ScMaidwaUe portioM of 

to find its solution there f He appeaxe to set Mue plantation ” All other parts, even of the favoured 

Ireland wMoh, as he says, ‘‘ do not of ^hS we kX as poWl Ulster.” This cer- 

be whether he looks into the tosh duestion at all. Altogether Insh veryl 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Danvers Jewels, published by Eichaed 
Benixet aex Sois-, and written by an anony- 
mous author who dedicates the work to his 
sister (from whom he received some 

assistance in the story, otherwise he would 
“never have said is a short and 

well-told sensational novelette in a shilling 
volume. There is a genuine vein of humour 
running through it, which is so artistically 
managed as at first to escape the reader’s 
attention, who becoming more and more irri- 
tated with the stupidity of the supposed 
narrator, gradually discovers that the story 
which is being recounted bjr a middle-aged 
Indian Colonel, who prides himself on being 
remarkably astute, and on possessing a per- 
fectly marvellous insight into character, is 
being recounted by a conceited, shallow-pated 
old ass. I think it a fault that at the very 
last, by some such accident as being in an 
assize town and being invited to sit on the 
bench, he does not see the villain thoroughly 
unmasked, placed in the dock, and condemned 
to death, or at least penal servitude for life. 
The story, excellent as it is, seems to me to 
want this finish. By the way, why, for no 
conceivable purpose, quote on the title-page 
a line from the Old Testament which, as every 
one remembering its context and after read- 
ing the book must see, has no apparent bear- 
ing on the subject ? Mistake this. 

DeadmarCs Dock. By “ Q,.” Have Messrs. 
Louis Stevensoij and Ridee Haggaed com- 
bined under the signature of “Q,.” to write 



A work by “ Q.” 

at all events the first part of the weird and 
exciting Romance entitled DeadmarCs Dock ? 
If not let those two authors look to their 
laurels. There is much in this book to remind 
the reader of Treasure Island, especially the 
_^fiendish Sailor’s uncouth chaunt, “Sing hey 
for the deadman’s eyes, my lads,’^ which, 
however, is not a patch upon Mr. Stevensoe’s 
“Hoi Hoi Hoi and a bottle of run^” in 
Treasure Island. Then there is one line in 
“Q,.’s” story, “And here a strange thing 
happened,” which must call to mind Mr. 
Ridee Haggabb’s patent of “ and now a 
strange thmg happened.” “ Q,”— rious co- 

incidence, isn’t it? But a “coincidence” is 
not likely to annoy Mr. Haggabb. 

In the first part the most impatient reader 
will find that he cannot afford to skip a couple 
of lines without detriment to the narrative, 
but in the second part he may skip hand- 
fuls, as the lovemaking is common-place, and 
time is wasted over the tragedy which is 
written by one of the heroes, and over the 
description of their life in London. But on 
the other hand the scene in the gambling- 
house is exciting and artistically worked up, 
—and coming immediately after this, the love- 
making is uncomihonly tame, — and the scene 
I at^ the Theatre is also very good, but after 
this there is a lull in the excitement until 
the end approaches, when there is one very 
strong situation.’ But the actual finish is 
weak. , So the summing up is that the first 
part is first-rate, and the second part is, on 
the whole* second-rate. But who is “ Q. ” ? 


That is the Q,. and what is the A. ? Dead-- 
\marCs Dock is not a good book for very 
I nervous persons or children : for the latter 
Almond Dock would he far preferable. 


THE MUSE IN MANACLES. 

{By an Envious and IrrUabU Bard, after reading 
^'‘Ballades and DondeausJ iust ^puhlisTied, 
and wishing he could do anything like any 
of them. ) 

Bored by the Ballade, vexed by Villanelle, 

Of Eondeau tired, and Triolet as well ! 

THE BALLADE. 

{In Bad Weather.) 

Ok I I ’m in a terrible plight— 

For how can I rhyme in the rain ?, 

’Tis pouring from morn until night : 

So had is the weather again, 

My language is almost profane ! 

Though shod with the useful galosh, 

I ’m racked withrheumatical pain — 

I think that a Ballade is bosh ! 

I know I am looking a fright ; ^ 

That knowledge, I know, is in vain ; 

My “brolly” is not water-tight, 

Bnt hopelessly rended in twain 
And spoilt by the rude hurricane ! 
Though clad iu a stout mackintosh, 

My temper I scarce can restrain — 

I think that a Ballade is bosh ! 

Oh, I ’m an unfortunate wight ! 

The damp is affecting my brain ; 

My woes I wonld gladly recite, 

Iu phrases emphatic aud plain, 

Your sympathy could I obtain. 

I don’t think my verses will wash, 

They *re somewhat effete and inane — 

I think that a Ballade is bosh! 

Envoy. 

I fancy I’m getting insane, 

I ’m over my ankles in slosh ; 

But let me repeat the refrain— ^ 

I think that a Ballade is bosh I , 

THE YILLANELLE. j 

{With Vexation.) ] 

I no not like the Yillanelle, ^ 

I think it somewhat of a bore — ' 

This tinkle of a Muf&n-bell I < 

The reason why I cannot tell • ] 

Each day I fancy, more and more, i 
I do not like the Yillanelle 1 \ 

It makes me stamp and storm and yell, \ 
It makes me wildly rage and roar : ^ 

This tinkle of a Muffin-bell I * 

i 

I look upon it as a sell, 1 

Its use I constantly deplore ; 1 

I do not like the Yillanelle ! < 

Poetic thoughts it must dispel, J 

It very otteu tries me sore : i 

This tinkle of a Muffin-bell ! 


For this I know, and know full well— 
Let me repeat it o’er and o’er I — 

I do not like the Yillanelle, 

This tinkle of a Muffin-bell I 

THE TRIOLET. 

{In a Temper.) 

A Tbioxet ’s scarcely the thing — 
Unless you would carol in fetters I 
If lark-Hke you freely would sing, 

A Triolet ’s scarcely the thing : 

I miss the poetical ring, 

I ’m told that it has, by my betters I 
A Triolet ’s scarcely the thing — 

Unless you w:ould carol in fetters I 


lTHE.ROHDEAU. 

{In a Dage. ) 

Peat tell me why we can’t agree 
To bid the merry Muse run free ? 

Pray tell me why we should inoline 
To see her in a Rondeau pine. 

Or sigh in shackled minstrelsy ? 

Why can’t she sing with, lark-like glee. 
And revel in bright d' esprit f 

Where form can’t fetter or confine — 
Pray tell me why ? 

Pray tell me why that frisky gee. 

Called Pegasus, should harnessed he ? 
Why bit and bridle should combine 
To all his liveliness consign, — 

To deck the Rondeau’s narrow line — 
Pray teU me why ? 


BAD NEWS EOR TEA-DEINKEES. 

We learn from a report of the proceed- 
ings of the City Commissioners of Sewers 
^ last wee]^, ^that 

A Q* V difficulty would 

A Simple Clearance under probably have 

more judicial body than they probably pre- 
tend to be. It would seem that they had 
received a note of warning from the eminent 
firm of Fbancis Peek & Co., that a large 
parcel of tea was about to be submitted to 
public auction which was “simple filth,” 
and utterly unfit for consnmption. 

A Commissioner stated that he was present 
at the Sale that morning, and that the whole 
quantity, consisting of 1000 Chests, had been 
sold, duty paid (it must have been cleared 
at the Custom House with or without pro- 
test), at one halfpenny per pound I The 
natural expectation was that the “simple 
filth,” as it had been termed bv experts, 
would be at once seized by the officials and 
destroyed, but this strange difficulty arose. 
The Medical Cffieer of Health stated that he 
had analyzed a sample of the tea in question, 
and could not swear before Magistrate 
that it was unfit for use I He stated too, as 
a specimen of the wisdom of our legislators, 
that, by Act of Parliament, Tea was specially 
exempted from the operations of Public 
Analysts I So the willing Commissioners 
found themselves powerless to act, but re- 
ferred the whole matter to their Sanitary 
Committee, who, we understand, will at their 
next meeting take tea, instead of luncheon, 
made from the remains of the sample, and 
report the result. 

Iu the meantime JUr. Dunch, ever ready to 
assist in a good cause, dispatched one of his 
C^y young men to make further inquiries, 
who reported that he had visited the Auction 
Mart on three successive days at lunch-time, 
and had asked one or two of the sharpest- 
looking of the crowd, as possible purchasers 
of the wondrous tea, to lunch with him, 
which they had willingly done ; but, although 
he says he lunched them copiously, they one 
and all denied any knowledge of the tea 
sale in question. 

/‘Shephebb r. Keevix.”— Chris- 
tian maxim for a Pastor or Shepherd, “Do 
I not think eevil of your neighbour.” 


0:^=^ ROTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Dra-wings, or Pictures of any description, Will 
m no case he returned, not even when c^tcbrnnanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rttle 
there will bo no eitceptioh. * ^ ^ 
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QUITE A LITTLE HOLIDAY, 

Extract rbom a Grand Old Diary, Monday, Oot. 17. 

Self, wife, and Herbert started early to escape onr kind-liearted, 
clear-headed admirers ; so early, that I scarcely had time before 
leaving to vmte thirty post-cards, seventy-six pages of notes for my 
next magazine article, and to cut down half-a-dozen trees. Train 

f announced to leave Chester at 

10 30, but got off at the hour. 
This little joke (Watzin's 
notion) caused much amusement 
Through opera-glasses we could 
see bands of music, deputations, 
&e., constantly coming to the 
railway-stations to meet oar train 
after it had passed. Too bad ! 
However, to prevent disappoint- 
ment, and as Chamberlain has 
been imitating me and vulgarised 
my original idea, I knocked off 
some speeches, in pencil, and 
Herbert threw them out of the 
window as fast as I could write 
them. So far as we could make 
out with a telescope, some of 
them reached their destination, 
and seemed to he well received. 

Awfully pleased to meet Mr. 
"William Acnew at Manchester. 
Odd coincidence of Christian 
names. I shall speak of him 
and allude to him as “ The Other 
■,r ^ n WiLLiAM.” He promisod to keep 

Master Wlie Gladstone » really en- ^^d show me all the pie- 

joying, and m some measure appro- j 

dating and understanding,’* our WTr?TA-«r T 

Mr. Agnew’s Lectures on An. T Other WiLLIAM, said I, 

Vide Times Itsport, Oct. 18. ‘ /re very goo4. As you 
know, I take a great and sincere 
interest in pictures and works of Art, although I know very little 
about them.” T’Ofcher William protested. “Ho, T’ Other William, 
I am right. You have been the means of providing me with a com- 
modity most difficult of all others to procure if you do not possess it 
yourself— that is to sav, you have provided me with brains.” 
Further protests from T’Other One. “ No, T’Other William, hear 
me out ; for you know in all cases where a judgment has had to be 
passed upon works of Art, I have been accustomed to refer a great 
deal to you, and lean upon you, because you have been constantly the 
means of enabling me really to see, and really to enjoy, and in some 
measure to appreciate and understand, all that you have shown to me.” 

I was so pleased with this little speech that I made HbrbFiRT take 
it down as I repeated it to him privately when T'Oth^^r was looking 
in another direction. When I brought it out afterwards, at luncheon 
in the Palm-house, it went wonderfully. So it should, because I felt 
every word of it. T’Other William is one of the kindest and most 
courteous of my friends. 

I was very pleased with the Exhibition, although perhaps (T am 
not certain of this) I might have seen it better had not about 
four thousand visitors followed our little party everywhere, cheering 
vociferously. I was consequently obliged to keep ray attention most 
carefully fixed upon the exhibits, as when 1 caught any stranger’s 
eye, the stranger immediately (but with an eagerness that did not 
exceed the limits of good behaviour) called upon me to make a speech 
then and there upon the subject of “ Home Rule.”_ I am sure I should 
on each and every occasion have only been too delighted, had not Sir 
Andrew warned me not to indulge too much in that sort of thing. 
The crowd, however, had its decided advantage, inasmuch as we were 
carried off our feet everywhere. In this luxurious fashion we were 
wafted to Messrs. Doulton’s Pottery Manufactory,^ to Mr. Jesse 
Haworth's loan exhibition of Egyptian an^'qnities, the pame 
“Jesse” recalled to me the poor misguided Joes Jesse, the 
second fiddle, but toujours fidele^ and to a great many other shows 
of almost equal interest. , , r 

But of course the feature of the Exhibition was the collection ot 
pictures. I was absolutely delighted. T’Other William explain^ 
everything, and amongst other portraits showed me one of myselt by 
Millais. I imagine that everybody must have thought it very like, 
because wheu they observed me inspecting it, they cheered pior© 
vigorously than ever. For my part I can’t help feeling that Sir 
John might have done more with the collars. He has not (to my 
thinking, although I confess I may he wrong) put quite 
starch in them. This is my own idea, as I did not consult T Other 
One upon the subject. Great as my reliance is upon him concerning 
works of Art, I reserve the right of using my own judgment in the 
matter of collars. Passing through the galleries I was delightea 
, with everything I saw* The only drawback to my pleasure was the 


fact that I was followed (as I have already hinted) by a cheering 
crowd, who occasionally, and, no doubt, accidentally, drowned the 
voice of my kind Mentor, Under other circumstances I should have 
drawn the distinction between the Mentor and the Tor-mentors. 
Think this, hut don’t say it. For instance, when we were standing 
in front of ‘‘ Ramsgate Sands , this is what reached my ears eager 
for instruction : — 

“ ‘ Ramsgate Sands,"* by YsiTS.— {^Hooray !*) — ^who, as you know, 
has just written— (‘ Speech!* Home Tlule!* ^ Three 
cheers for AToRiBr/ ’)--full of anecdotes of all sorts of interesting 

people.^ If you went to Ramsgate now, you would find (‘ We 

are going to give you another carpet, old man / ’ ‘ Hooray, hooray, 

hooray!* * Three Cheers for Home Rule! — An extra one for 
Manchester !*) — and practically the sand-frequenters we are care- 
fully examining in this picture are of thirty years ago. (‘ Speech ! 
Speech !*) You must know (‘ Hooray, hooray, hooray ” - 

And at this period my dear friend was silenced -by our being 
carried away in an irresistible stream to the Palm- house, where we 
took part in an excellent luncheon. Here I delivered my speech, 
which I pride myself was first-rate, I called Manchester the 
Modem Athens, explaining, however, that no offence was intended 
to the capital of Midlothian. Take it all round, then, in. spite of the 
“ exuberant interest ” shown in me by my fellow-citizens, I have 
had a very pleasant day, thanks chiefiy to T’Other William. 


A PROGRESSIYE PROGRAMME. 

Oot asm 25.— Lecture by amiable Police Magistrate to six hulking 
rowdies, who have been assaulting tbe Police, on the duty of “ bear- 
ing distress patientlv.” Tells them “not to do it again,” and dis- 
misses them with aid from the Poor Box and his blessing, Surprise 
of rowdies. 

October 26.- Unemployed employ themselves iu"sackmg portion of 
Bond Street, during temporary withdrawal of Police for a little rest. 

October 27. — Sitting Alderman at Mansion House gives a Socialist 
Deputation some sympathetic and fatherly advice, and recommends 
them to “ study laws of supply and demand.” Invites them to 
Lord Mayor’s Banquet, Deputation accepts invitation readily, and, 
on emerging into street, is chivied down Cheapside by infuriated 
mob of other Socialists, who have not received invitations, 

October 28 —New Leaders of Mob {vice Deputation, resigned) 
denounce sympathetic Alderman as a “bloated exploiter.” Nelson 
Monument pulled down. Ten leading tradesmen, in neighbourhood 
of Trafalgar Square, unable to do any business, owing to streets 
being blocked with rioters, go into bankruntov. 

October 29 —Gathering of “ Unemployed ”ia Westminster Abhw* 
Unemployed complain bitterly because chairs have no cushions. The 
1 Dean, conducted to pulpit under strong police escort, prra' hes very 
conciliatory sermon on duty of Upper Classes, all. except Deans, to 
give most of what they possess to poor ; advises poor to wait 
patiently till they get it. R-^fcires under heavy shower of hymn- 
books. Unemployed “ remain t ) prey.” 

October 30.— Westminster Abbey sacked, in consequence of Dean’s 
conciliatory serittou. The Canons go off. 

November X, — Mansion House Reli'^f Fund started. Fifty thou- 
sand pounds subscribed the tir«t day by leading philanthropists who 
have had all their windows broken. Trade paralyeed, and numbers 
of Unemployed consequent! v increasing. Speech by celebrated 
Statesman, contrasting disorder and lawlessness in Ireland with uni- 
versal confentment and order existing in England. 

November 2.— Mob helps itself to chief pictares in National 
Gallery, on ground that they “ belong i o the people.” Raffle organised 
for the Raffaelles. Fifteen policemen have their ribs broken. 

November 3.— Whole Police Force disabled bv angry mob armed 
with bludgeons and revolvers. Sympathetic Alderman at Mansion 
House ventures to ask Government if “ matters are not really going 
a little too far,” and is ducked in Thames. AR the West-End 
shops in-wested by looters. ' ’ , ' 

j November 4.— Prime Minister declares that **mtich as he regrets 
: the depression of trade and want of employment, yet he thinks that 
on the whole, recent proceedings have not been quite creditable to 
Capital Ci^ of Empire.” Military called out, and streets qleax^ in 
no time. Ringleaders of mob arrested, and given a year’s imprison- 
ment with hard labour, Trafalgar Square railed round and plant^ 
with prickly cactus. Business resumed and confidence restored. 
Government begins to think of a Bill to deal with real London 
i grievances— such as rack-rents, slum-dwellings, and foreign pauper 
labour, high time too / 

A Cloud of Yauhts.— The account of the British owner published 
last week, confirms the notion that the much-talked-of superiority 
of the Thistle over the Volunteer was mere vapouring. This is not 
surprising. All that could be appropriat. ly expected from such a 
I weed was smoke ! 
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DON CHAMBERLAIN aDIXOIB AND SAKCHO JESSE PASZA. 
am rAiTHPUL."— D oji Cittofe,* Part ^ must: I have katbst his Bread, I love him: above all I 


THE NEW QUIXOTE. 

Fragments fiom a/orthcoming Somance of (Political) Chivalry and 
{Party) Xhiyht-Prrmtry, 

****** 
age of our gentleman bordered npon fifty years. He was of 

like wage, a very early (and rapid) riser, and a lover of the orchid. 

* ♦ # ^ 

Hu judgnaent being somewhat obscured, he was seized with one of 
the rtrangest fawiM that ever entered the head <rf Iny mSv 
astute person. was a beUef that it behoved him, m weU for the 

a knight-errant (though, indeed, there was, perhaps, about him more 


knightly), and traverse the northern parts of 
armed Md mounted, m (luest of adventures, redressing 
every species of meTOnoe save such as were not found in his own Ust 
?n , P^8^™-me, whwh latte, indeed, he would by no means admit 

gentleman imagined hiin^ 
Orangeia by the valour of his 
arm, and thus wrapt in these agreeable illnsions, and borne away 
by the exti^rdinaxy pleasure he found in them, he hastened to put 
his design into execution. »»TOMeu w jjui, 

iio'J >^sty armour which 

» service m the time of his great-grandfather, and had lain 
mny yearn neglected in a comer. This he cleaned and furbished 

°“® defect— it would not 
in any part stand one^stroke from modem steel, much less one shot 
from modern gun. However, as he was rather W with thrye^- 
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ingr to attack tkaa impressed with the necessity for defence, this 
deficiency tronbled him hut little. 

In the next place he yisited his steed, which though hut a hohhy 
of wooden aspect and no paces, yet in his eyes it surpassed any 
charger that the Achilles of Hawarden ever hestroaej or the 
Automedon of Derby ever handed. ^ Many days was he deliberating 
upon what name he should give it ; for, as he said to himself, it 
would be very improper that a^ horse so excellent appertaining to a 
Knight so famous should be without an appropriate name ; he there- 
fore endeavoured to find one that should express what he had been 
before he belonged to a knight-errant, and also what he now was ; 
nothing could, indeed, be more reasonable than that, when the 
master changed his state, the horse should likewise change his name, 
and assume one pompous and high-sounding, as became the new 
order he now professed. Failing in this endeavour, he called hm 
hobby, provisionally at least, Ne Plus Ulster^ a name which if it 
suggested a sorry joke, was so far fitting that it was bestowed upon 
asorryna^g. * , * * , 

In the meantime our knight-errant had brought his^ persuasive 
powers to bear upon a humble labourer in the fields which he him- 
self had lately left, a neighbour of his, some said of his own distant kin, 
and an honest man, but somewhat shallow-brained and self-important. 
In short, he said so much, used so many arguments, that the poor 
fellow resolved to sally out with him, and serve him in the capacity 
of a Squire. Among other things, Doisr duixoTB told him that he 
ought to be very glad to accompany him, for such an adventure 
might some time or the other occur, that, by one stroke, an Island 
might be won, where it was within the hounds of possibihty that he, 
the Squire, might one day become Governor, or at least Yiceroy. 
With this and other promises Sakcho Paitza (for that was the 
rustic’s name) left his well-beloved three acres at home, not to 
name a favourite cow, for a time at least, and engaged himself as 
Sqtiire to Ms ambitious neighbour. ^ # 

Engaged in friendly discourse, they came iu sight of eighty-five 
or ei^^-six windmills ; and as Don CIuixote espied them he said to 


[his Squire, “Fortune favours us. Look yonder, friend Jesse— I 
mean Sancho— where thou mayest discover some more than eighty 
disloyal giants, and monsters of sedition, whom I intend to en- 
counter and slay.” “What giants ? ” said Sancho Panza, “ Those 
thou seest yonder,” answered Ms master, “with their long and far- 
reacMng arms, for some are wont to have them of the full length of 
a league. Fly not, ye cowards, and vile caitiffs I ” he cried, “ for 
it is a single Knight who assaults ye ! Although ye should have 
more arms than the giant Briareus, ye shall pay for it 1 ” 
*«•«««' 

And the story, so far as it has gone (it is “ to be continued ”), 
leaves Don Q^uixote making a pindigiously plucky assault upon the 
League-limbed “ giants,” with what result the sequel will show. 


TO A LADY DENTIST. 

[It is announced that Ladies are to be enabled to take'diplomas in Bentiatry.] 


Ladt Dentist, dear thou art, 
Thou hast stolen all my heart ; 
Take too, I shall not repine. 
Modest molars such as mine ; 
Draw them at thine own sweet will ; 
Pain can come not from thy skill. 

Lady Dentist, fair to see. 

Are the forceps held by thee ; 
Lest those pretty lips should pout, 
You may pull my eye-teeth out ; 
I ’m regardless of the pangs. 
When tiiy hand extracts the fangs. 


Lady Dentist,^ hear me pray 
Thou wilt visit me each day; 

W el come is the hand that comes — 
Lightly hovering o’er my gums. 
Not a throne, love, could compare 
With thine operating chair. 

Lady Dentist, when in sooth 
You’ve extracted every tooth, 
Take me toothless to your arms, 
For the future will have charms : 
Artificial teeth shall be— 

Work for you and joy for me I 


Ail the Diefbbencb.— The Statesmen used to be called “ Pillars 
of the State,” Pillars I They now seem to contribute to its support 
Httie but endless (newspaper) columns ! 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M,P. 

From a Hoobeb Eagijb. 

E-if-ld Souse^ Friday » 



pAja Toby, 

Apieb a too brief holiday I 
am back again to H-tf-ld and 
to L-nd-n, and take an early 
opportunity of dropping yon a 
line, I call the interval since the 
House ^ was up a holiday for 
convenience sake ; but what with 
the daily arrival of despatch 
boxes and the delivery of the 
morning papers, the repose has 
been intermittent. I fancy that 
since the days of Old Pam the 
recess has always been a mockery 
for the Premier of the day. I)~zzi 
had some bad times from 1874 to 
1880, and Gl-bst-ite’s subsequent 
Premiership was not a bed of 
roses, even in the recess. But 
they at least had the satisfaction 
j 1 of feeling that they were in power 

as weU as in office. If they decided upon a particular line of policy, they could 
initiate it without first inquiring how it might suit half-a-dozen people. 
Moreover, each was in varying degree supported by capable colleagues, able to 
Hold their own on the platform or m the House. For unhappy Me things are 
quite otherwise. I may devise a policy for Ireland and elsewhere, but before I 
can annomice it, I must humbly learn how it suits my Lord H-bt-not-k and 
my good friend Cb-mb-el-i?’. As for my colleagues and the help 1 receive from 
^ matter of which of course I cannot write, even in the 
eonhdence of corre8pondence>ith you. But I may tell you that over at Chalet^ 
0-c-l 1 found some liitle time for reading other literature than Blue Books. 

Shelley once again, I came upon the line descriptive of 
CoiJEEiBqE, flagging wearily through darkness and despair, ’’ 

A hooded eagle axaong blinking owls.” 

^ thing; o£ some thinjfs that have taken 
personal sympathy with the hooded eagler 
ni. fe eif and 'wdl make yon think I am in low spints, 

nf ^ ^ i!® newspaper rumonrs of failing health. N^Jiing 

: nsver better in my life. Fall of health and spirits, of I 
time,, and eagOTness for the fray of next Session. How iJ 
have envied Gl-dSt-ne going about the country making speeches which would^ 
t&etive if they had been half as long, rec^ving theLmago 
of the masses, and driving in state through the streets of Derby, with, his led 
Captain, H-bc-bt, on the box-seat of his carriage! What a curiona -maTi iff' 

^MffiStrv’ political life, who can iu the morning crush 

Hi the afternoon achieve a pettv economy by selling waste 
^ ^?ood deal written about Hapoleoh wliilst involved in 
^ fatal campaign m Kussia occupying spare moments in drawing up regula- 
ti^ons for the at Pans. But what is that compared with Gl-bot-hb 

marohmg through the Midlands to upset my Government, and, en route draf tme’ 
^ a^o^oement that timber felled at Hawarden by his own hand woW be on 
charge, viz., Is, 6d, for a smallTog, or Srper cS W 
eucclmive of milway carriageJ^ Of course I know that William Hebey has 
gahantly rushed^inf 0 dig feeaoh, and avowed the authorship of this remarkable 
proclamation. But.^. W.-K is showed to do this kind of tWng 

^ that discipline Bt Haward^ is fotX 
and ;engaging as. he is, I, do not believe that W H is 
equal to the -unassisted concoction of this-incomparable production. . Howayer it 


be, no one but Gl-lst-ne could stand the ridicule of the 
thing, and he doubtless doesn’t feel it. 

How is Ge-nd-lph getting on? Hot so well as he 
used, I fancy. ^ His new attitude of friendly neutrality 
does not suit him, and is, moreover, not nearly so attrac- 
tive with the people as what I may call his Malayan 
manner, when he used to run amuck at everybody, 
including myself. It was a very dull speech he made at 
Sunderland on Thursday. He must certainly wake up, 
if he means to keep his old place. Perhaps he is, like 
me, getting aweary of the whole thing, and wishes he 
were well out of it. If I had my will, I would cut the 
whole business, and spend my days and nights in the 
laboratory here. But that cannot be, for the present at 
least. So you will hear from me soon in the midst of the 
fray ; and, iu the meantime, mind you understand that 
1 am in the best of spirits, confident in the present, and 
hopeful for the future. 

Tours, faithfully, S-l-sb-by, 



^^COLD ID BY DOZE.^^ 

I ’vE got such a hoddible cold id by head, 

IJpod by word, I wish I was dead ; 

I really thig I 
shall go to bed, 

Ad tallow by 
doze, as the 
Doctor said ; 

He’s c u b i g 
agaid this af- 
terdood ; 

Why, it ’s half- 
pastthree, he’ll 
be here sood, 

Ad gib me sub 
bore of his 
beastly drugs, 

Ad tell me to 
keep warb ud- 
der the rugs. 

Achoo 1 A- 
choo I 

Oh! what 
shall I do? 

I ’ve coughed ad sdeezed till I ’be dearly blue, 
Ad by ‘doze is so sore, 

I card blow it bore, 

It feels as tedder as if it was raw ; 

Subbody toJd be he ’d heard of sub stuff 
Which you ’d odely to sdiff, ad that was eduff : 
What did he call it ? Alkarab, 

I ’ll sedd for sub— I suppose it ’s a shab— 

They always are. Achoo ! Achoo I 
I^thig I ’be dyig I Oh I what shall I do ? 

Tes, this is the stuff that fellow said 
Was sure to cure a cold id the head ; 

. Two or three sdiff s the beggar swore 
Would bake you as well as you were before, 

{He ^niffs,) Upod my soul; I believe he ’s right, * ‘ 
I gettig better— it ’s wonderful quite, 

I albost feel as if I bight 

Go out and dide at the Club to-dight. ‘ 

{He continueth sniffing,) 

I really will, I feel quite well, 

As ’fresh as a rose, and as sound as a bell, 

And 1 11 always swear that the only balm 
For a cold in the head is Alkaram. 

“ Here, John, put out my evening clothes.” 

1 11 take my grub 
To-night at the Club. 

Soup, fish, and a bird, with a pint of Larose, 

I think that ought to complete the cure* 

And make assurance double sure. 

Achoo! Hullo! 

Why here’s a gol . , ' ’ 

Achoo! Atishoo! Oh dear I ‘ Oh dear I 
It ’s all begiddig agaid, I fear ; 

You card get rid of a cold like bide 
By sbellig a bottle of bedioide ! 

Soup ad fishl it ’s absurd, 

Or to thigk of a bird* 
y^en you card prodoudce a siggle word, 

Ad as for Larose, the tipple for be 
Is a cup of b^ilig lidseed tea. 
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I’ll go to bed, 

Ad wrap a red 

Welsh fladdel baddage roud by bead, 

Ad stay at Kobe for a budtb at least, 

Till this beastly widd.’s do logger East. 

South Ked&igtod, 

PRO BONO PUBLICO. 

A Mob-Cap was once upon a time a picturesque finish to a pretty 
face, and it was of home-manufacture. Now the Mob-Cap is a red 
abomination, typical of bloodshed 
and crime, of foreign make, and is 
mis-called the Cap of Liberty, 
which, properly translated, is the 
Cap of Licence. It certainly is not 
“ The Cap of Maintenance,” as it is 
adopted by thoce who would disdain 

work, even if it were offered them, V 1 

Not for the first time has Mr. 

Funch raised his voice against 
Street Processions, which have de- 

veloped into one of the greatest 'W 

nuisances of the present time, des- W 

tractive of trade, detrimental to |WMA . y 4 w .ijijmljj 5 
every kind of regular business, and 
a disgrace to our orderly and re- 
spectable London. All processions 
in London ought to be prohibited, 

with the exception of such State, : 

Civic, or Ecclesiastical processions . ' , i 

as may be deemed essential to the dignity of authority, and which 
have been, and still are, a source of real pleasure to the Londoners, 
who dearly love a show, when there is due and proper occasion for it. 

If the Salvationist Army processions, with their tambourines, 
drums, and inharmonious bands, are^ permitted on Sunday (which 
English people were wont to observe in peace and quietness), then 
consistently a Socialist procession must be allowed. And what other 
processions ? Freemasons, Religious Guilds, Clubs,— why should not 
the members of the Reform, the Atbenseum, the Conservative, the 
National Liberal, organise processions ? Why not the Garrick Club, 
headed by Mr. Henry Irving and Friend Toole, with banners em- 
blazoned with playbills ? No. Reform it altogether.” ^ 

And as to the liberty of out-of-door public meetings. Let 
Trafalgar Square be explicitly forbidden to these mischievous anar- 
chists, of whom the majority are the dupes and tools of firebrand 
foreign Communists. Let certain places be allotted to them for 
“airing their grievances,” and let each of these places be at 
least four miles distant from Charing-Cross. Our Parks are the 
“ Lungs of London,” and if these Lungs be congested, the health of 
London will materially suffer. How many hundreds are now pre- 
vented from entering the Parks by the fear of King Mob and his 
rabble rout ? Children and nursery-maids dare not take their recre- 
ation in our Parks. Think of that, ye Privates of the Cavalry and 
Infantry, and to a man you will be the first to declare for the freedom 
of the Parks. Let one of the first enactments of the next Session be 
a Bill to Regulate Processions and Out-of-door Meetings. Let it be a 
liberal measure— in the true sense of liberal that is, showing due 
consideration for everybody — and let it come into operation as soon 
as possible. 


OUE ADTERTISEES. 

Inverted Domestic and Other. 


KNIGHT THOUGHTS. 

Sir Henry Knight seems to be of opinion that luxurious living, 
Adermanic and otherwise, must be a good thing for the poor, because 
“ Money spent in entertainment goes into the pockets of the working 
classes.” If that is so, Dives, in order to benefit Lazarus, can 
hardly do better than go on faring sumptuously every day. ^d yet 
somehow, as a matter of fact, the more Dives feeds the more Lazar^ 
famishes. How is this, 0 Knight of the Round (Dinner) Table ? 

“Neither luxury, nor anything else,” says the philosophical ex- 
Lord Mayor, “ can be indulged in without purchasing the materials 
which contribute to or from which the luxury is obtained.” Argali 
the more luxury among the rich the^ more money in the pockets of 
the poor. Cheering thought ! — for civic gourmands and f alienable 
fine ladies! Did not a great financier once suggest that Engird, 
which fought itself into debt, might drink itself out of it ? Here 
seems to be a chance of eating ourselves out of poverty, of dimng 
ourselves out of destitution. Are there any real Unemployed 
about ? Let those who have money spend more of it in “ entetam- 
ments” and the problem is solved without recourse to Mansion 
House Funds, Public Works, Eight Hour Movements, or other 
schemes philanthropical or revolutionary. .. « x 

Knight’s panacea for poverty, this proposm to cure it by ^ enter- 
tainment,” is certainly, in one sense, entertaining. But it is to be 
feared that it can hardly be entertained. 


A GOOD PLAIN MISTRESS WANTED by a competent and 
highly experienced Cook. Must be a thorough 1 ady , accustomed 
to making herself generally agreeable, and to not prying into house- 
hold matcers which do not concern her. She will not be expected to 
visit her own kitchen, inquire into the amount of her own weekly 
books, keep the key of the beer, or object to the occasional visits of 
members of the local Police Force, in which the advertiser has several 
near relatives. A little dinner on a small scale now and then will 
not be objected to, but seeing much company cannot for a moment 
be entertained, unexceptionable character from the three last 
cooks who have filled the place, indispensable. Apply, M.B. 
Eligible Family Supply Agency, Wsdker Street, W. 

T RAYELLING nobleman wanted, a Courier who has a 
slight acquaintance vsdth the French and German languages, 
and vnshes to air them in the course of a pleasant and enjoyable little 
outing, is desirous of meeting with a well-recommended aristocrat of 
unquestionable antecedents, who wishes to visit the leading towns of 
the Continent in thoroughly first-class style. The advertiser, who 
would select the routes, generally direct the character of the tour, 
and expect to have charge of the cheque-book, would stipulate that 
under no circumstances should any question he raised on the score of 
expense. None but Noblemen of a confiding disposition, that can be 
vouched for by testimonials from their near relatives, need apply. 
Communicate with A. X., Eligible Family Supply Agency, Walker 
Street, W. 

A real GEISTTLEMIN, who isn’t too particular, wanted imme- 
diately by a Coachman, who will, when sober, undertake to 
drive his carriage and pair for him anywhere he likes about the 
Metropolis, and beyond, without smashicg him up. Mustn’t be 
hasty and close over stable expenses. Any quiet old duffer, who 
has been accustomed to let things go their own way without inter- 
fering, preferred. Apply to Jehu, Eligible Family Supply Agency, 
Walker Street, W. 

A L^DY of title wanted by A COMPANION who would 
undertake to offer her Society in consideration of sharing the 
carriage, home, recreations, pleasures, friends, and general social 
entourage of her employer. As the Advertiser has for some years 
figured prominently as a garrison hack, and has been somewhat 
blown upon in consequence, she will not be too particular as to the 
character of the particular “ Set ” into which her new surroundings 
may introduce her ; but as she has, by outliving her income, already 
run through the little money she possessed, she will expect a salary 
of not less than £100 a year, to enable her to dress up to the false 
position she has in contemplation to occupy. No recognised old 
Dowagers, who live a quiet and retired life, need answer this Adver- 
tisement. No references expected or offered. N. W., Eligible 
Family Agency, Walker Street, W. 

S OFT-HEADED NOBLEMAN OR GENTLEMAN wanted by a 
shrewd, shifty, pushing, out-at-elbows Adventurer, desirous 
of filling the post of Private Secretary, and so worming himself mto 
an assured position of intimate family confidence. Would suit a 
Duke threateued with incipient paralysis. Apply, Diplomiticus, 
Eligible Family Supply Agency, Walker Street, W. 

C HEERFUL AND WILLING MISTRESS WANTED by an 
Under-Housemaid who wears a fringe and latest form of Dress- 
Improver, and considers herself generally attractive. State number 
of Men Servants, and furnish particulars of the sort of society that 
may be expected down-stairs. Advertiser will expect to receive her 
own friends on the afternoons of not less than three days in each 
week. Mistress may refer to servants at present staying in house, 
who can speak favourably as to her character. Ap^y, Hudji, 
Eligible Family Supply Agency, Walker Street, W. 

U seful and ACTIYE mistress REaUlRED by a General 

Servant who will expect her to do her fair share of the work. 
Master must clean the windows and his own boots, and as advertiser 
is not>n early riser, get up when necessary, and let in the sweeps. 
Entire Sundays expected out and no interference with visits of the 
Marine Store Dealer. Character Mutual. S. S, S., Eligible Family 
Supply Agency, Walker Street, W. 


T he eligible family supply agency undertake to 

provide exacting and particular modern Domestics with tho- 
rough 

T he eligible family supply agency have at the 

present moment applications from several Invalid Gentle- 
men who require care and solicitude, and will he glad to hear 
from Widows with an eye to the main chance, and “Superior” 
Housekeepers desirous of getting hold of an unquestionably good 
thing. 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. » 

Jan^ {of Sampstead). “This is onb of oub osibbkatbd Ponds. Yotj’vb hbied of thbm, bh, Geigsby ?” 

ofTodmITi'’'" iefore). “ Esabd of ’bm? I shodid ihink so-bvbk s'inob I was a Boy ! Why, thb 


THE TWO YOICES. 

. ** That this representativd body, of Working-men, 
^®pr®s®Jiting the Unemployed Workmen of 

the East and South-East of London, beg to place 
on record their entire want of sympathy, and their 
utter condemnation of the recent conduct which 
ms been made in the name of the Unemployed.”— 
MMolution passed at aMeetmg of Representative 
Workmen^ held in Whitechapel, for the purpose 
of cmndering the present position of the Unem^ 
ployed Workfn&n, and the grave events of last weehP 

The Unemployed ? Well, here I stand, 
Have stood for many weary weeks, 

W^h sinking heart and idle hand, 
Hunger’s white ensign on my cheeks. 

I raise no howl 

Like yon plump ruffian with the bull-dog 
jowl ; 

But the smug swells, with pleasure’s honey 
cloyed, 

May see m me the real Unemployed ! 

Oh, yes ! this hand is used to work, 

The hardness has not left its palm. 

^ ^ 310 black-coated sponting shirk, ' 

Like him upon the tub there. Calm ? 

By Heaven, I choke I 

Gonld I but fell the gang at one sharp stroke, 
Banters who rail, and roughs who watch for 
spoilt [Toil. 

’Twere one good blow in the true cause of 

How shall I make my poor 7oice heard 
, ^Midst this hrute shindy, brainless, mad ? 
The slime- deeps of the town are stirred. 

All that ’s bloodthirsty, blatant, bad. 


Comes, surging up ; 

And I— ah ! I hang back and drain the cup 
Of bitter want in silence, blent with shame 
At this base smirching of a Man’s good name. 

And then the cynic cacklers crow 
In their snug cushions ; crow and cry : 
Oh, the whole thing’s a farce, you know. 
The old sham play of Poverty, 

Pushed just once more 
Upon the public boards. An awful bore ! ” 
So (whilst we starve) the well-fed idlers scoff 
At the spoilt tragedy, and cry, “ Off I Off I ” 

Ah I the sleek fops should take a turn 
At the long, weary foot-sore tramp, 

In search of work, till sick hearts burn, 
Till the cold flags or footways damp, 

Of London seem 

The endless mazes of some devilish dream, 
iJ®3Dpti3igr visions haunt the fevered head. 
Of the sharp knife-edge or the river’s bed. 

"Wrong ? Oh, of course ! Our duty lies, 

In dull endurance to the end. 

The faces pale, the pleading eyes, 

Of wife and children, looks that rend 
A fellow’s heart, 

And make hot curses from his cold lips start, 
These should not madden men unto the pitch, 
Of wlent despair. So preach the rich I 

n?" yelling fools contrive 
To lend some truth to Mammon’s text. 
The laziest larrikin alive, 

With babbling tongue and braid perplext, 
Can help do that ; 

Whilst I ?— a broken head or beaten hat 


Will not so help me in my present state 
That I should greatly care to ** demonstrate.” 

Only if such a Yoice as mine 
Could penetrate the public ear, 

Deafened with all this windy shine. 

And muddled ’twixt contempt and fear ; 
I rather think 

Twould tell some truths might make the 
scoffers shrink. 

But / compete with yonder wolf-eyed brute ? 
m ; I can easier suffer and stand mute. 

that’s a strong, well-ordered state. 
Where tens of thousands like myself, 
With willing hands, must starve and wait, 
Whilst piles of swiftly-growing pelf, 
Sweated from toil, 

Swell for the lords of capital and soil, 

Then— you may rear a city on foul slime. 

And build Society on want and crime. 

My Yoice ! Men will not listen— yet ; 

And when they open ears at last, 
Bludgeon won’t cure, nor bayonet. 
Meanwhile yon brayer at full blast 
Belies my cause, ^ 

’Midst foolish j’eers and foolisher applause ; 
And preachers prose, and statesmen tinker on. 
And we— we starve in gold-choked Babylon I 

* ‘ Mx Nephew, who is very fond of pictures,” 
said Mrs. Bam, “ has just purchased the finest 
Pot o’ Jelly I have ever seen,” Can it be 
possible that the dear old lady meant Botti- 
celli ? 
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VOCES POPULI. 

^(SESi^^Trafalgar Square. Several thousand loafers and roughs 
discovered asserting right of free speech^ free meeting and free 
procession. A few hundred genuine artisans out of work 
standing about moodily. Lines of Policeman drawn up in 
reserve look on impassively. 

\ A Lover of Liberty. As an Englislnnaii, Sir, I ’m disgusted— it ’s 
un-English^ that ’s what it is, “ diagooning ” au inoffensive assembly 

like this I I used to think 
speech^ and 












freedom of speech and 
action was the right of 
every Briton — but it seems 
we ’re to he overawed by 
thePolioenow — confounded 
impertinence on the part of 
the Government, I call it ! 

An Orator {leaping sud- 
denly on parapet). Feller 
Citizens, are you ATew that 
you stand by with folded 


and wealth lays within a 
stone’s throw ? I want 


Constables {behind). Ah, 
you—oS. you 

/'iW' * \hisappearance of Orator 

direction of Police- 

Shame I Is {. man to be 
punished for his opinions ? 

“Hooky 'Walker T' Oh, England, Finland! 

T ^ TT n ^ Person in Search of 

.... Tne Leaders, H. Oeor^, and the j^g^g^tion {disappointedly), 
man whose name was said to be Wallcer, put ^ seem 

OD their coat-collars and saeaked away under 


up their coat-collars and saeaked away under 

i (r,- 

cognising Stalwart Constable, whom he has apparently met before 
in a professional capacity). ’0 w are yer, pretty bobbish ? 

[iVbJs to show he hears no malice. 

Stalwart C. {good-humouredly). I’m much as usual, thankee. 

Companion Constable {to S. C.). Well, yon do know some rough 
’uns, 1 must say ! 

Stalwart C. Go on— that gentleman’s a West-Ender. 

Professional {to line of Policemen). So youWe ’ere, are 

yon? Well, me and my nal must take our little prominade some 
bother arternoon, that’s all ! 

Sympathiser {to Loafer). And so you’ve actually been out of 
employment since last January ? Monstrous ! The Government ought 
to you work ! 

Loafer. Jes’, what J say, Guv’nor. Let ’em gimme work, and 
I ’ll do it fast enough. I don’t want ter be idle. I ain’t on’y my 
one trade to earn my bread by — but I ’ll work at that, if I ’m let ! 

Sympathiser. Exactly, my poor fellow, and what is your trade ? , 

Loafer. Why, I ’m a skate-fastener, I am ; puts on parties’ skates 
for ’em, — and ’ere I am— not ’ad a job for months ! 

Truculent Ruffian {to Quiet Observer). Hunimployed? 

Quiet Ohs. Yes— at present. 

T. R. Too many 0 ’ them bloomin’ Coppers about, to my mind— 
I ’d like to slug the lot— they ’re the ruin of our hisness ! 

Quiet Ohs. Ah, you’re right iAere.' 

Demagogue {to Police Sergeant). How, don’t you interfere— that s 
all I ask. I^ll speak to them— I have them thoroughly in hand just 
now, but, if you offer them the least opposition, l—{with much 
solemnity) well, I won’t he responsible for what happens. w 
allowed to address the multitude.) Friends, yon are met here in this 
peaceful but imposing manner in the teeth of a ’brutal and over- 
bearing Constabulary, to show the bloated Capitalists, who are now 
trembling behind their tills, that we mean to be taken seriously ! 

Yes, in our squalor and our rags 

\jrhrows open frock-coat^ and displays thick gold watch-chain. 

Mob. Yah, pitch ns over yer red slang ! take orf that ere nobby 
coat I Harristoorat I Yah I 1 i. 

Dem. {complacently). It is true that I mvself am not in absolute 

destitution.— But what of that, my friends ? Can I icot fed 

\ Here a turnip strikes him in the eye. Yells of Down with 
himP^ Duck himP' ^'‘SpyP\ Traitor P' Mob 
pulls him down and attempts to take him to pieces. 

Dem. { faintly). Here, hi, Policemen, help ! Why the devil don t 
yon use your staves ? [Is rescued ana assisted home hy Pwice, 

A Rough {to Policeman). Keep moving ? ah, PU laove 1 {Kicks 
him on the knee-cap. Policeman draws truncheon and hits back. 


Crowd {indignantly). '^Qo\ Coward! Strikin’ a unarmed man — 
down with ’im ! [They heat brutal Constable to a jelly. 

The Truculent Ruffian {to Quiet Ohs.) Are yon game for a merry 
ole lark ? 

05s. Ton me— that’s all ! 

2\ R. Then, as them cowards of cops ’aye as much ou their ’ands 
as they kin do with, now’s the time for a hit of a loot ! Pass the 
word to them mates 0 ’ youm— “ Pall Mall and no tyranny ! ” 

Qwte^ 05s. I’ve done it— they ’re -only waiting-for-j*d«*i — -- 

T. R. {suddenly producing red handkerchief). There — noWy boys! 
“ Bemember Mitchelstown and no brutal perliee ! ” Foller me ! 

Quiet Ohs. {arresting him). No, you ’ll follow please — you won’t 

do no good kicking, all right, mates, we ’ve got him. 

T. R. Oh, please, I didn’t know you was a Policeman, Sir, or I 
shouldn’t ha’ spoke ! Strike me dead I was on’y in fun ! ( Whimpers. ) 
And I ’ve a good ole mother at ’ome, Sir, 

^ The Person in Search of Sensation. What, another arrest ? and 
simply for showing a red handkerchief ! I shall write and describe 
these atrocities. How abominably these police are behaving — 
actually defending themselves, the blackguards ! 

[A Policeman accidentally lifts Ms arm^ whereupon about fifty 
youths scurry like r(^bits ; in the rushy the Persou in search 
of Sensation is hustled and slightly trampled on. He 
becomes annoyedy and hits out right and left— eventually 
striking a Constable in his excitement. 

Const, {who has been without sleep for the last two days and has 
just had his cheek laid open by a stone). ’Ere, you come along with 
me, you ’re one of the wust, yon are I 

The Person. But I assure you, I just came to see what there was 
to be seen! ^ 

Const. WeU, you come along with me, and you’ll see a Magistnt 
presently. 

[The Person resists ; struggle ; arrival of reinforcements ; exit 
party y in frog'^ s-marching^^ order y conveying him to fresh 
sensations. 

The Lover of Liberty {emerging from crush). My hat mined, my 
coat split down the back, and my watch gone ! I told the crowd I 
was with them heart and soul — and they hit me in the stomach I 
What do we keep onr police /or, 1 want to know ? 

Professional {emerging in opposite direction). Three red clocks, 
two pnssps, and a white slang, 1 ain’t done so dusty ! ’Oorayfor the 
right 0 ’ Free Meetin’, J sez 1 ^ i. j. a 

Genuine Unemployed [wearily). Well, I dunno as I see what good 
all this ’ere is a goin’ to do hus ! [And no more does Mr. Punch, 


FROM MR. HENRY IRYING’S NOTE-BOOK. 

{PuUUhed without permission.) 

Stratford-on-Avony Oc^o5er 18.— Speech at theOpening-of-Fountain 
ceremony went very well. Some distinguished Americans were not 
there, notably Mr. Abbey. In consequence, had to omit all reference 
to “Abbey Thought” and “ Fountains Abbey,” which, as J. L. T. 
suggested in his letter, would have lightened the entertainment con- 
siderably. Also very annoying, hut I never thought of it till too late ; 

I quite forgot to say anything about Buffalo Bill. Cody will he 
hurt ; but 1 shall be in America before he gets hack there, so it doesn’t 
much matter. Yet it was a chance lost. W^illiam Shakspeabe, 
William Copy. Buffalo Bill, Swan Shakspeabf. No matter, 
keep it for another time. And at the last moment I could not make 
out what I had written on my wristband as a mem. for speech. It 
was d propos of Mr. Child’s gift. I see now it was something about 
“ Child ’s the father to the man.” And then an allusion to the sym- 
pathy between America and England as not being mere “ Child’s-play.” ' 
Very odd, how I forgot that. Still, speech couldn’t have gone better. 
^iiAnd how on earth I omitted to make any mention of Miss Maby 
Andebson I can’t understand I Yet the fact that this fair American 
is now playing at the Lyceum ought to have stuck in my memory 
which yet holds its seat in this distracted brain. And, dear me, 
there was the American Minister present, and yet— bother it I— it ' 
never occurred to me, till I was dressing this evening, hours after- 
wards, that I ought to have remarked on the fact that America was 
represented here on this specia,! Dramatic occasion hy a gentleman 
hearing a name so honoured alike by English and American actors, 
and so dear to the theatrical profession as must always he that of 
“Phelps.” But this will keep, too, for another time. And, after 
all, in spite of these omissions, which of course nobody noticed, the 
speech went admirably. 

NTottingham v. Sunderland. 

“ Thebe’S no Liberal Party! ” cries Gbabdolph the hold. 

“ Hooray 1 ” shout the Tories, “ the straightest of shots I ” 

But the faithful who flock to the G. 0. M.’s fold 
Say, “ Oar old party bonds are re-tied now— in Notts ! ” 
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Awd^eer. ‘‘FusECitps of Old B1.00C, Gentlemen ! Splendid spEoiJiiNS of rni IlirtrAfiLEN Timber in the Svle op 
^ WHATBTER.”' {»fi-ear/ hear/") “Sow, Gentlemen, how much shall 

“WHO Bi^s FOE This? Don’t be aTl FArT-v^^AT 

“»™i '=»>-•«' o»»-' 

— lAuction continues. 


HINTS TOE, THE UNEMPLOYED. 

SiE,— Eicellent as is the suggestion of your Oorrespondent, “ One 
WHO WOULD Bmt^e Teem >’ that the TTnemploW should he 
lortnwitli put into the hands of some competent Ballet-Master, and 
atter a pr^er course of instruction, despatched to all the Board 
Schools m England for the purpose of teacliing every pupil who has 
passed the Sixth Standard, dancing and deportment, yet I do not 

comparatively sub- 

^inate art r Why not mate them musicians, teach them to plav 
Wagiter, and despatch them .straightway through the length and 
^eadttof the land as enthusiastio Apostles of the great Master? 
W tot a glorious prospeot to turn the three or four thousand idle 
ioaters who have latdy been hulking about Trafalgar Sauare for the 
purpose ot breatag the peace, iuto a mighty army of skilled fiddlers 
to wake the gl^ strains of the spirit-sturring Mosio of the 
^turemewauiet^ge green through the three Eingdoms. And 
the aooomplishment of suoh a task need not be set aside as the wild 
viM^of some hoMless dimmer. I am convinced, Sir, that if the 
authorities of theEoyal College and Ghifidhall School oi Music, bat 


^^® sooa'l’e an aocom- 

plished fact. Suoh, Sir, at aU eveuts, is the opinion of one who 
believes firmly in “ The Soul of the Masses.” 

London, public buildings and 
want it. The latter might be done in different 
instance, might he orange, Westminster 
^^oey pea-green, and the Houses of Parliament a bright blue. If 
the effect were found unsatisfactory, fresh colours could he tried, 
TMo considered suitable, 

Iaw 1 the additional advantage of providing fresh work 

for the Unemployed. I don’t see what else can be done. Everybody 
^n u«ie a brush, aud with a couple, or say, thres coats all over th^ 
Metropolis, there would be plenty to occupy everybody for the next 
M ?^tra 155. tacked on to the rates 

bound there ’s many a householder * 
wiUiug to face ^at triuiug alternative, together with 
Tonrs, praotioally, one who takes 

" The Bull bt iee Hobns.” 

if Buffalo Bill were to introduee 
the “Unemployed” into his Show, he would score a big snooes^ 
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DERBY A^TD OLADSTONE. 


{A Speech mmma/rised in a Stanza,) 

Aia — “ Darhy md 
Debbt. dear, I am old and grey, 

Eifty-five years since my onening dav. 

“ Ins ” and ** Outs ” are for every one 
As the ”world goes round. 

Derby, dear, I must fain admit 
I Ve altered my mind, just a little bit. 

But I learnt freedom’s lesson in Forty-five, 
And I mean to be true to it whilst I ’m alive. 
Always the same, 

Derby, my own, 

Always the same 
Is your old Gladstone I 


THE ACTOR’S PROGRESS. 

Within the last balf-oentury, the education of actors 
has advanced in an extraordinary degree, inasmuch as 
some have been known to take a degree, or try to, at 
the University. Therefore the following advertisement 
in the Bra will probably cause little surprise 

W ANTED, for La Comedie Auglaise, a Light Comedian, for 
a few "Weeks, while a Member of the Company returns to 
Oxford to take his degree. Must he a gentleman. Address, &c. 

This gentleman, to use the language of the Bra^ seems 
inclined to “ combine leading business with general 
utility.” It is to be hoped he will get his degree, and 
return to be an ornament to the stage. But if this 
kind of thing goes on, we shall probably eventually see 
announced in our theatrical contemporary — “ Senior 
Wrangler and Light Comedian open to engagement in 
first-class Company.” 

“ The Reversible Pen-cleanee,” recently invented 
by De la Rue & Co., will be most useful to Leader- 
writers, Politicians, Journalists, and everybody in the 
habit of using “reversible pens,” or pens that can 
write €(iually well on both sides. Such pens must occa- 
sionally require cleaning ; and to be cleaned in this 
pad they must remain upright. 

“A Winter’s Tale.” — ^T hat of poverty and distress, 
which we must do our best to relieve. 



MIDDLE AGE. 


“Yott’re getting Long-sighted, Dearest. You’ll have to wear 
Glasses.” 

“Sxurr AND nonsense ! It ’s not mt Sight that *s Long — it ’s mt Arms 
THAT aren’t Long Emms!** 


The introduction might take the shape of a contest between the 
“ Wild East” and the “ Wild West.” The former might he armed 
with brickbats and park-railings, and the latter with their usnal 
weapons ; and, were it known that a little genuine blood would be 
drawn in the entertainment, it might he safely counted on to draw 
all London. I throw out the suggestion for what it is worth. 

Your obedient servant, “A Commercial Well-wisher.” 

Sir, — As at the present season*of the year nothing is more common 
than to find the stalls of most of the leading West-End theatres 
empty, a fact which has a very chilling effect on the efforts of the 
players, why not fill the empty places with the so-called “ CTnem- 
ployed” ? A warm hath, a suit of evening clothes, clean shirt, and 
white tie would instantly fit the veriest outcast that has recently 
come into collision with the police in Hyde Park or elsewhere, at 
least outwardly, for the social atmosphere of the place. A central 
committee might at once he inaugurated for the supply of these 
necessary preliminaries for admission, and a thousand or two excel- 
lent substitutes for the ordinary hahituia forthwith launched nightly 
aiuong what is at the present moment left of the fashionable play- 
going world in the Metropolis. The advantage would cut both ways. 
Not only would the Management he blessed by the appearance of a 
perfectly full house, but the loafers, professional thieves, and ruffians 
who produced it would, no doubt, endeavour to play up to their 
clothes and surroundings, and, on receipt of a small retaining-fee of 
3s. a head for their attendance, he proportionately softened and 
civilised by the process. This, Sir, seems to me a very legitimate, 
humane, and philosophical method of dealing with the present crisis, 
and as such I trust it will as powerfully recommend itself to your 
readers as it has to Yours thoughtfully, 

“A Pleasure-Seeking Socialist.” 

Sir,— What are the authorities about that they do not at once 
embank the river on both sides up to Richmond, and span it with 
five bridges between this and Gravesend ? Then there ’s the whole 
of Piccadilly to come down and be rebuilt with the road properly 
levelled, to say nothing of a great Central Terminus in Soho Square 


uniting the Midland, North and Great Western, Great Northern with 
the Great Eastern, and all the Great Southern lines. Add to this, 
that the entire gas -piping of ^ the Metropolis ought to come up 
bodily, and make way lor the installation of the Electric Light, to 
say nothing of the fixing in all the leading thoroughfares of over- 
head railway son the New York principle, and you have enough work 
at least to begin upon and meet the present crisis. Let the Board of 
Works and the various Vestries set to work at once, and as soon as 
Parliament assembles let it he asked to vote Five-hundred Millions 
towards preliminary expenses. This, Sir, is, I am convinced, the 
only reasonable and efficient way of dealing with the present unsatis- 
factory aspect of the labour question. Snob is the opinion of 

Yours energetically, “A Roused Alarmist.” 

Sir,— When the Police have fairly and effectually cleared off the I 
loafers, not-do-a-stroke-of-woik gentry, and the sedition-mongers, 
then we can turn onr attention to the wants of the genuine Dnem- 
ployed. Their case is by no means beyond ns. It only needs the 
active and intelligent co-operation among the administrators of 
charitable funds and agencies^ the Poor-Law Authorities, employers 
of labour, and others, to give immediate and practical effect to the 
wide-spread sympathy felt for them by all classes of their more for- 


wide-spread sympathy felt for them by all classes of their more for- 
tunate fellow-countrymen, inclndiDg your quite sober-minded and 
charitably-disposed Correspondent, “Common Sense.” 


Euthanasu.— I n a certain Western newspaper we read the fol- 
lowing startling announcement, in relation to the decease of a certain 
lady whose obituary notice appears in its columns 
<* More or less an invalid for a considerable time past, latterly she has been 

under the care of Mr. and Mr. — , and her death was not therefore 

altogether unexpected.” 

What a lift for the two Medicos mentioned ! They, no doubt, are 
now blessing that Western Editor for inserting this gratuitous 
tribute to their curative skill. Their motto for the future should bd 
— “ JRmovah conducted with punctuality and dispatch.” 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XX£.— Me. ALDEBMAir Siocoach. 

What a strange, tuireal, almost incomprehensible life must that 
of a City Alderman be at the present time. ^ Kegarded in the light of 
centuries ago. it all seems in accordance with the fitness of things, 

and neither ludicrous 

nor out of place. But ' 

now, in these days^of 

maly it may appear, 

when tested by results ^ ^ I 

it work fairly 

and made an Aldernmn | 

toee or four hundred 

of whom kne^little'o^ 1 1| ^ 

and in'^a week or two! 
he ^ ^foundj^^ 

trate’s Bench at G-uiJd- 

hall, to declare the ^ 

Law, of which he literally^knew nothing, and to administer Justice 
under circumstances so apparently absurd as to be hardly credible. 
Being probably a conscientious man, and knowing his utter ignorance 
of the duties that his position demanded of him, what was he to do ? 
What he did was probably the best he could do under the circum- 
stances, and thinking, as he told an old friend with whom he conversed 
on the matter, that it was better, as err he must, to err on the side of 
mercy, he made it a point always to consult the Clerk of the Court, 
and whatever amount of punishment he advised him to inflict, he 
generally halved it. 

Having long since got thoroughly accustomed to the whole matter, 
and having acquired a certain amount of dignity of demeanour, he is 
able to go through the wondrous ceremony with comparative ease, 
bnt is still greatly troubled with certain qualms of conscience in cer- 
tain special cases. For instance, when fining a poor working-man 
five shilliDgs for drunkenness,— he having met an old friend and 
been persuaded to take more than was good for him, — and that 
amount probably constituting a full day’s income, his thoughts will 
revert to that particularly jovial banquet with his worshipful Com- 
pany the previous evening, and whether some one or two of the guests 
not sufficiently seasoned to these matters, were not quite as guilty as 
the poor workman he had just fined, and how they would like to have 
to pay a day’s income for this folly, amounting in one case to pro- 
bably £100 1 and yet possibly the workman had the better excuse of 
the two I And then, again, there is that very awkward and puzzling 
question, that so troubles some of his more conscientious brethren as 
well as himself, that of punishment for gambling. When inflicting 
some of those very heavy fines and penalties, which he is told it is 
his hounden duty to do in the case of betting in public houses, his 
thoughts must revert to those two most intimate friends of his who 
are regular visitors at Tattersall’s in the height of the racing season ; 
and also to the fact that he himself, as bis stook-broker well knows, 
after leaving the Bench, occasionally wends his way to Capel Court! 
and buys or sells for the account to very very large amounts ; and! 
though he probably tries his best, as others do, to convince himself 
that there is no doubt a very great difference between the eases of 
Mr, BnifG and Mr. Tatteesall, and between playing cards for half- 
crowns, and buying or selling £50,000 Consols for the account, it was 
not until his conscience had lost its natural elasticity that he suc- 
ceed, and, even now its twinges are, occasionally, very sharp. 

When Alderman Seocoach was first elected to his high position, 
his great delight was to attend at the Old Bailey, and occupy a seat | 
on the judicial Bench, and enjoy the supreme satisfaction ot feeling 
that, without his absolutely useless presence, the whole proceedings ! 
must necessarily come to a stand-still, and fond memory still 
looks back to the oocasiqu on which one of Her Majesty’s Judges 
actually said to him, in quite a friendly manner, “ Shall we sa.y 
f twelve or fitteen months, Alderman? ” On the other hand, he will 


probably remember, to his dying day. the look of mingled anger and 
contempt with which he was received by another of Her Majesty’s 
Judges, of rather irascible temper, when he rushed breathless into 
Court, having, by his absence, delayed the proceedings for more than 
an hour. 

Naturally, the one particular event to which au Alderman looks 
forward with the most especial anticipations of honour and renown 
is the year of his Mayoralty, when he will have bis otherwise humble 
name associated with those of the famous men who, in very different 
times to those in which we live, ruled the great City, with courage 
and discretion. 

Much, however, depends upon the public events of his year of office 
as to its importance, or want of it, to hinisellJ personally, and Mr! 
Alderman Slocoach was not particularly fortunate in that respect! 
There was no European Monarch on a visit to this country, whom 
the Corporation was requested by the Government to honour, with 
the customary satisfactory result to the Lord Mayor of the day ; there 
was no public ceremonial of unusual importance that required the 
brilliant surroundings of Civic pomp to give it full eclaij and as his 
year of office approached its termination, his solemn look became 
more solemn, pd his hopes evidently grew fainter and fainter. But 
fortune was kind to him, and a change of Government, which made 
it desirable to gain the City’s sweet voices, brought him the coveted 
honour. 

Like most of his colleagues who have what is technically called 
‘Vpassed the Chair,” he takes things very coolly, probably thinking 
that nothing remains to be done after having passed through such an 
ordeal. But there is one especial duty still left for Aldermen to 
perform from which he is seldom absent. They have been deprived 
of their control over prisons, and of their government of the Boyal 
Hospitals, their control of the Police is almost nominal, but they still 
have charge of City Lunatics, and it is said that Alderman Slocoach 
is seldom absent from the official visits to them, when the reciprocity 
of feeling manifested between the poor patients and their visitor is 
described as quite touching. He is also often seen at City Banquets, 
and is always quite ready to return thanks for what he calls the 
Grand Old Corporation, and repeats with painful iteration the old bit 
of twaddle about the infallihility of Aldermanio judgments and the 
increasing popularity of their order ; but ho is wonderfully good- 
natured, devotes a great deal of time to the gratuitous performance 
of public duties, assists very efficiently in brightening up many an 
otherwise dull scene with the brilliancy of his handsome scarlet robe, 
and would, with his worshipful Brethren, be much missed if deprived 
of those civic functions that have been performed by them, and such 
as they, for many centuries past, and which entitle them in all 
respects to the esteem of their fellow citizens as a trustworthy, 
sober and honourable body of men. 

IMPERIAL INSTITUTORS. 

Sir P. Abel, the organising Secretary of the Imperial Institute, 
recently issued a very agreeable and pleasing memorandum to the 
Chairmen of Provincial Committees and others who have assumed au 
active part in suoport of the undertaking. After describing the 

large measure of success ” that has attended the efforts of the local 
Committees throughout the country, Sir Erederick goes on to say 
that a “ considerable number” of them have ‘‘signified their wil- 
lingness to prolong their operations with the especial object of 
obtaining additions to the ‘ Endowment Fund ’ of the Institute which 
is about to he created.” This is but natural. Taking into considera- 
tion the fact that in many quarters a han't some subscription to the 
funds of the Institute has been (regarded as a sure passport; to 
tionour, and that the non-distribution of titles right and left among 
£ small provincial celebrities has already occasioned a good deal 
ot heartburning and disappointment, this new lease of life, affording 
them, as it does, a fresh opportunity of struggling for their much- 
coveted prize, oaunot but be hailed by the yet unsatisfied “Chair- 
meu of Provincial Committees and others” with genuine joy and 
thankfulness. 

That plain Mr. J ohh Bopkins, or Mr. Peter Picklextjb, Mayor, 
shomd suddenly blossom out into Sir John Bopkins, and, possibly, 
Sir Peter Picklbtxjb, Bart., would only seem to those indemtigable 
gentlemen an appropriate finish to their labours in furthexance of 
the interests of the Institute. Their readiness, therefore, to prolong 
thexr operations, as it may be measured by the fact that it will have 
the special object not only of ‘-procuring additions” to the Endow- 
ment Fero* hut also of tacking them on to their own names, is likelv 
to he both hearty and enthusiastic. Whether anything will come of 
their hopeful, perseverance, remains to he seen; bnt it is tolerably 
certain that if some sort of bureau for the sale of decorations, after 
the latest French model, could be instituted on this side of the 
Channel, there would be no lack of clients ready to besiege it. 
But we manage these things much better in England. 

Deputation waited on Mm, Mr. Matthews was the 

Not-at-Home Secretary,” Cluite right too. 


NCHCIOE.— Rejected CommtiaicationS or OontributionB, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings or Pictures of anv descrintinn trill 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

Peom an Intending Emigrant. 

Livei'pool^ Saturday IToon, 




m ^ store, 

f li 

f ^wBnL H before I ^o, To-beb, 

\ if i ^ ^ 

i 1 I am here to join tbe bark 

\ i I aforesaid, whioh will pre- 

\ ' 1 w sently convey Joseph and 

1 Hf i ^ fortunes to the United 

\ 1 fJiKIfp ‘ il ^ States, As far as one can 

I /y®v 1 mJ % S judge from the Press news 

1 / 1| j| va telegraphed here, the re- 

/ 7/\l I \k ception that awaits me is 

( r^,, , j fl ^ I bave 

I ^ ^ life been conscions 

^ ^ tendency to rub people 

V' 7 ^ down the wrong way. 

Unhappily the conscious- 
ness is borne in upon me 
only after the evil is effected. No succession of experience has effect 
upon my conduct. Hartington and I are pretty good friends now, 
but I daresay you will remember the night, now a dozen years dead, 
when I rose from a seat below the G-angway in the House of Commons 
and, amid frantic cheers from the little Radical Party of which I was 
then a humble ornament, denounced him as ** late the Leader of the 
Liberal Party.” The Markiss is now my friend and ally, and I might 
almost say patron. The time is too short for me to recall a tithe of 
the nasty things I have said about him and others who toil not, 
neither do they spin. With Gladstone the process is reversed, but 
in the end is much the same. I began by adulating him, and now 
no one can say that that is my precise attitude towards him. 

It is more or less well as far as individuals are concerned. But I 
am afraid I put my foot in it when, in defiance of historic warning, 
I framed an indictment against a whole nation. Going out to the 
New World on a mission of peace, I began by aggravating Canada 
and setting up the back of the United States. When I refiect how 
easy it would have been for me to say nothing, I stand amazed at 
my own indiscretion. The only recompense I find in the situation is 
the chagrin of the Markiss and his friends. They^ thought they had 
done a nice stroke of policy in engaging me on this business. It is, 
of course, not a new procedure. If I were still on the other side, I 
should take delight in showing that herein, as in the matter of the 
Convention with France just completed, they have taken a leaf out of 
the book of their political opponents, and re-issued it with their own 
imprimatur. The last time a Commissioner was sent out from England 
to reason with the United States, Gladstone was in the Markiss^ s 
place, and he selected Staeeoed Northcote as the agent. It was an 
excellent device, tying in advance the hands of the enemy, who could 
scarcely denounce a policy for the initiation and direction of which one 
of their principal men was chiefly responsible. But what a difference 
between Stafeord Northcote and me ! — a difference which the 
Markiss is already beginning to reahse. The proposal suited me 
well enough. It would take me away from the country at a time 
when my presence here only involves me in embarrassing contro- 
versy. Moreover, if I made a great hit, and insured a successful 


of future debate arising out [of the’ Treaty, and would draw into 
close, personal union wim his Party; what only natural modesty pre- 
vents me f^om alluding to as a formidable antagonist. That was the 
little game ; and for the sake of saying sometmng bitter, under the 
temptation to gird at an adversary that had affronted me, I hope- 
lessly spoiled it. 

Writing to you, cher Toby, in the confidence of friendly corre- 
spondence (I suppose your letters are not opened at the Post Office, 
Barkshire not being an Irish county) I confess that I really 
could not help it. It is not that I do not know better, but my 
temper is perhaps a little peculiar. I am essentially a fighting-man. 
If any one bites his thumb at me I will know the reason why, and 
no considerations of what is politic will prevent me from returning 
a blow. I know that some people think I*m almost to be pitied 
because (as they put it)^ I have hopelessly thrown away a position 
which no one but myself could have destroyed. They think I am 
politically done for. We shall see. However it be, I shall not forget 
the wild joy of battle that the events of the past year have purchased 
for me. I like it best with my back to the wall in the House of 
Commons, when my old friends jeer and howl at me, and the rap- 
turous cheers of the Conservatives testify their pleasure at seeing me 
of aU men playing their game— as they think. I confess things at 
the moment are not from any point of view very bright. But I can 
afford to wait, strong in the assurance that I can do better without 
the Liberal Party than the Liberal Party can do without me* They 
call me a Dissentient, which reminds me of a story I once heard 
about an aboriginal resident iu the great country whither I am now 
hastening. A red man was found wandering in the depths of the 
forest with signs of perturbation manifest beneath his manfully 
calm exterior. ‘ ‘ Are you lost ? ” he was asked. ‘ ‘ No,” he answered, 
“me no lost. Me here. Wigwam lost.” It is not I that am a 
Dissentient Liberal ; it is the Liberal Party that is the Dissentient. 

Now here is the Mayor come to say that luncheon ^s ready, and so, 
dropping into.poetry aga.in, I will say good-bye. With a sigh to those 
who love me. And a smile to those who hate, And, whatever sky’s 
above me, Here ’s a heart for every fate. Your faithfully, 

J, CH-30-BL-N. 


BOUNTIES TO EOEEIGNEES. 

First Passenger {in Underground Failway), We’re such a fright- 
fully insular nation I Ignorant, exclusive, say-notMng-to-nohody 
sort of people ! Think there’s nothing beyond Straits of Dover— or 
Atlantic Ocean. 

Second JDitto^ {agreeing out of politeness). Horrible ? By the bye, 
that ’s a nice picture of the Pans Hippodrome, isn’t it ? 

First Passenger indifferently). Is it? But, as I was saying, 
insularity is our 

Second Ditto {startled). Hullo I By Jove !— no, it can’t he true I 
Yes, it is— here ’s an English newspaper taken to giving a column, a 
whole column, of French news in French J {Humorously,) Yery 
insular, isn’t it ? 

First Passenger {not understanding the point), Yery. Andj as I 
was saying, it ’s our besetting sin. We hide our heads like ostriches, 
and refuse to recognise the existence of foreigners. Then what does 
this insularity mean ? It means we ’re isolated— auA, off from Europe 
— Abated by everybody. 

Second Ditto {roused at las^, I don’t know what you call being 
insular and isolated. French Plays are on at a London Theatre. An 
Italian Exhibition’s coming to Earl’s Court. We get our music from 
Germany, our singers from Italy, and our butter and eggs from 
Belgium and Brittany; and, on the whole, don’t you think London’s 
about the most Cosmopolitan Capital to be found anywhere ? Ah, 
here ’s my Station. Good morning I 

\_Jumps out in time to escape indignant retort, Fxit, 

Magazines in Btjle.— It is as impossible to “ sample” a magazine 
by a monthly number as it is to estimate the quality of a wine by the 
glass. If you take a bottle you know something about it. Thus 
when we see the English Illustrated in volume we are fully able to 
estimate its worth. The present volume is in every way equal to its 
predecessors, Yolume Fourteen of St, Nicholas is one of those good 
gifts that Brother Jonathan sends us. It is a delightful collection 
of child-poems, child-pictures, and child-lore. The editor, Miss 
Mary Mates Dodge knows full well how difficult it is to please 
those keen critics, the children, but she has “ dodged ” it. 

The Mac Battbnberg.— ilfr. Punch . is delighted to hear that 
mother and child are doing well, and congratulates the Infant 
Princess on being the first of the Eoyal Family to he bom in Scot- 
land since 1600. Cordd not the next he born in Ireland? “The 
O’Battenbbrg,” would he a splendid title. 

Latest prom Lichbibld.— Dr, Johnson loved “a good hater.” 
He ought to have fiourished next year — Hatey-hate I Ha I ha ! I 
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,, to drink two or three glasses of werry old Madeary, and 

f j I ' , . ' ' ' ' -r ' - "i ' fM then lay down on his sophy and recover hisself by slow 

■, ' , '■ ' degrees. Does he think that the Fish Cooks, with praps 

- — . six diiering kinds of Fish to prepare, is fit for anything 

. else? and how about the Sauce Artists, let him try to 

emagine, tho* he’ll try in wain, what they has to go 
' '■ -’-r"'' through in the tasting line. Then there are the French 

/f'- ' Vti- ' ' - gentlemen who superintend the production of those 

wunders in what they calls the guestronommick line, 
^ wiz.: the 0«i!mys/ Is it supposed by this “ oxirlossal ” 

j ' " ''"/i— ’ V ' ''' > hignoramus, that they can, after achieving brilliant 

•' ■' success in these wunders of hart, condescend to turn 

! ^ ' ^ . V j. their attention to such werry small deer as poultry and 

' /'■'/# /i/(i/i| ^ - V' /•■' ‘ h ' jints? Suttenly not, the thing’s absurd. But they 

* / 'iF' ^Y’ IH' ' re(iuire|^ cooks, tho’ of coarse, not of the same hi border 

. lllllf h ^^Bnt, strange to tell, ewenthis is not the wust. Not 

' 'll III ii k 'hy JfStIc* Mabb adwised not to employ so many 

■ 'I'T I - -/M ■ !} Cooks, but the trewly wunderful reason is given, becoz 

’ Wl.M ' fP'/A r li’*: y employ more railway navvies I Shades of 

r yijM H ttetbllt andSwovHAT, rest tranquil in your 

•?( ' {It 1 'V / f ' ' ) ]^nt what a dedly hinsult to" one of the werry noblest 

fi /ill 1 fUlii' Wfm^SaKK ! : i ( of all noble perfessions, to compare for usefulness a mere 

''yjrr#(?4H 'fl \ 111 '/‘S ' railway navvy to a great Chef . Is this strange econq- 

Riir ■?'' K Mil - " Hi' «/ mist aware that the great Earl of Sebion, prais to bis 

% f '/''ll 'I W mMlwA memory I used to allow his Chef £300 a year and a Horse 

’I' ■ ff /ir Broom for the Park 1 But all sitoh conclusive argu- 

i’t I ments is I fear utterly lost upon him. 

^ llnWIII my W However, there is just one matter for which I have to 

^ thank him. I confess that my face werry possibly turned 

” WMISSUmlB gashly pale as I read his orful letter, I fornatrally thort 

^ ^ if he is going to recommend less Cooks he may werry 

SSMwSIml i'^L ” posserbly be a going for to recommend less ’Waiters I 

MWn *■ - m his line there, and 

Sl/WmU iwli W for that I thanks him. What a treat it is to turn from 

^ mfirsS mlj/lijM ^ I \wl projecks of the Lecterer to the wise counsels 

mifJ 'M W&M i Alderman. No doubt, he says, we could all do 

aMimk S without luxuries, but what would become of the millions 

Mwmm MiMm ^ " Ja ' who produces them ? No doubt, he says, we could all 

^ live on plain food and drink water— what orful words for 
a Alderman to write down 1— but then what would be- 
■ millions who earns their living in preparing 

^ them, and he might have added, as a olencher to his 

-c- if ^ staggering argument, and what would become of Hus ? 

If there is one picter that presents itself to my prrified 
‘fIV/iPI OYMFNT^^ imagination, that more than any other staggers it, it is 

that of the hole splendid Army of London 'Waiters, with 
First Zoafer. “'Say, Mate, if they was to put a Shovel in yee 'Anus, their full dress black coats a gitting jist a leetle shabby, 

an’ tell tbk to go to Wobk, would yer take it ? ” and their lovely white chokers jest a leetle shady, a 

Second Loafer. “’Course I would.” parading the London Streets, and a singing in Chorus, 

MntLoafer. “Wottid tee Use ir3”. ‘Tf^® 

T v™ I c« I T»-r> Qr^^-rrm Yn, I » oxful orcam Will novep livo to be realised, but, to use the 

Second Loafer. Course I would . like a Shot . I d Spout it . classic langwidge as the Lecturer quotes from some frend 

■ ' - - ■ - . - — _ _ . = which I supposes as he intends as a comple- 

T?o'DirDT« niM TTT'STTT'DV meut, “let the idol rich still take their proper place as 

JiUDnijt i UJN L U A U lil . drones in the hive, gorging at a feast to which they have 

Alderman Sir Bbnert Knight, late Lord Mare, and one of the werry Ibest contributed nothing,” and he might have added, and 
as we ever had, and so was his good wife, the Lady Maress, hapening for to never never forgetting the Waiter. Korert. 

be a setting' at the Manshun House when the Lord Mare was gom out for a ride =^^=7"^^' ^:.i„ r;r- :: 

some'^rheres, had to receive what I thinks is called a Deputytashun— though not a 4 .^ 

a bit like reel Deputys, who is all werry rich-of poor wor^g-men as ain’t got 

not no work to do, and, like the kind gennelman as he is, he gave ’em sum such O ' /^'r'sftLvivTro'N'' . 

capital adwice as to the utter stoopidity of making theirselves noisy and dis- \ ||| ~ r»lrt 

agreeable when they wants to make people kindly dispoged towards ’em, and ' t!i' JPv’ t' i ‘ 

as to the well-known fackt, that the best friends of the working-classes is them | ' ‘i ^ >> +wJ 

as spends their money the most freest and the most liberalist, that he set the ([ i 

hole City a ringing with it, and as always happens alike in exacly similar cases, kIS /■ ' 

up starts a mere upstart of a Pollytiokle Economist-how I hates the werry 'JR J A\iW^3, 

sound of that larst word, which is ony another name for stingyness and m xreaxea as a 

meanness and sham forgitfulness of the pore Waiter — and says as it ain’t true I ' common street “^rgp.n 

Like his imperance I think, but of coarse ewery body has a right to his own i j 

opinion, however ridioklus it maybe. But being a Lecturer, and therefore I — trate. Wanted, as soon 
spose acustomed to use his tunv urettv freelv. he mite have been -rDected to .. possiDie, *an Act to 


some'^rheres, had to receive what I thinks is called a Deputytashun— though not a 4 .^ 

a bit like reel Deputys, who is all werry rich-of poor wor^g-men as ain’t got 

not no work to do, and, like the kind gennelman as he is, he gave ’em sum such O ' /^'r'sftLvivTro'N'' . 

capital adwice as to the utter stoopidity of making theirselves noisy and dis- ; ||| ~ r»lrt 

agreeable when they wants to make people kindly dispoged towards ’em, and ' t!i' JPv’ t' i ‘ rvt.. tlZl 

as to the well-known fackt, that the best friends of the working-classes is them | ' ‘i ^ +w3 

as spends their money the most freest and the most liberalist, that he set the ([ \ 

hole City a ringing with it, and as always happens alike in exacly similar cases, kIS /■ ' 

up starts a mere upstart of a Pollytiokle Economist-how I hates the werry 'I'mv/ 'JR J A\iW^3, 

sound of that larst word, which is ony another name for stingyness and m xreaxea as a 

meanness and sham forgitfulness of the pore Waiter — and says as it ain’t true I ' common street “^rgp.n 

Like his imperance I think, but of coarse ewery body has a right to his own i j 

opinion, however ridioklus it maybe. But being a Lecturer, and therefore I — trate. Wanted, as soon 

spose acustomed to use his tung pretty freely, he mite have been xpected to n j ^ 

have ke^t a civd one in his head when he rote his reply to Sir Eenert. Instead unauthorised Processions, be they what they may. 

of which he fust calls him incorrygible, which I beleeve means that he carnt be . — 

cenwicted, as if a Alderman and Magistrate could be I He then writes of his The disastrous fire at Whitex^ey’s occupied the entire 
Colossal Ignorance I ” I don’t quite know what it means but I’m quite sure attention of thirty-four steam fire-engines, “ leaving,” 
that however small [the Alderman’s may be, the Lecturer’s is ever so much says the “about a dozen for the rest of London.” 

bi^er, as I ’ll prove from my own pussonal knowledge. The “ rest ” of London will be considerably disturbed if 

He acshally has the ordassity to adwise the Rite Honerable the Lord Mare this state of things continues. Weareunder-police’dand 
not to emgoy so many cooks I Poor hignoramus ! has he ever dined at the under-fire-brigaded. If Grandolrh the Great is afraid 
Manshun House on a trewly grate ooashun ? Most suttenly not, or he never of^ becoming one of the Unemployed, and so getting into 
J 1 ^ written such a silly, not to say cruel sentence. Not so many cooks mischief, let him turn his attention to supply and de- 
indeed . Does he think that the Chef who has given his whole mind to the mand in this direction, and the ex-ChdncSlor of the 
preparing of the Thick and Clear Turtle, is not so utterly xhausted that he has Exchequer may do some good. 
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T’other and Wliicli; or, an Old Saw re-set. 


Free aeb Very Open*.— -In Canterbury Cathedral, the other daj 
there was only one worshipper present at the Service 1 The oocni 


The Showman at Nottingham or Islington {exhibiting figures of rence is declared to be unprecedented, fow having been the previor 
G O/M, and Orchid Joe). Here you see the Separatist Party as low-water-mark of attendance. It might be described as one-ma 
lar^e as life I rule,” only it isn’t the rule, but the exception, it seems. If this spi 

Dubious Elector. Please, which is the Separatist Party P of thing spreads, the craze for restoring our Cathedrals ought to gh 

Showman. Whichever you please, my little dear. You pays your way to a cry for restoring their congregations, was the Servw 
money, and you gives your vote. altered to ** Ilearly Beloved Brother or Sister r 
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SHOWS VIEWS. 

By Victor Who-goes-BverywJiere, 

M/Coq.'delin' is at the Royalty ■with an efficient Frencli Company 
appearing in a round of Ms best-hnown cbaracters# ^ He has already 
- , taken part in Un Parisien, Don C<^sar 

de Bazan and an entirely new piece 
.2^1- (first time in London and elsewhere) 

w DAinL TMs last I had the pleasure 

of seeing the other eyening, and was 
delighted to find that it was a play 
that could he safely recommended as 

N a fit entertainment for their charge to 

the guardians of that apparently very 
MfBKl o . easily-infiuenced infant, “ The Young 

Person.’’ It is rather raggestive of 
several English original pieces, amongst 
the rest miriamUs Crime and Faded 
The adopted daughter 
(rescued as a child from the gutter) of 
a mHIionnaire, after her protector’s 
death, undertakes the reformation of 
her benefactor’s brother, who takes, 
through intestacy, the whole of his 

seniors estate. To carry this out 

*' effectively, the young lady prevents 

the heir from drinking Ms chasse after his coffee, and playing a 

game of Soarte with an old friend, for love, and finally offers to 

marry Mm. The heir is as q.uiet as a lamb under these inflictions, 
until he discovers that Ms fiancee loves some one else, when he 
proposes, at the earliest possible moment, to commit suicide. This 
inconvenient intention is prevented, the adopted daughter marries 
the man of her choice, and the heir goes back to America, thus all 
ends happily. Coquelin, as the heir, was seen to very great advan- 
tage in the less sentimental parts of the character, but was not 
quite ^ so suecesrful when he commenced crying over the 
portrait of DAme^ wMch, by the way, was a very excel- 
lent likeness (without the eyeglass) of the Right Hon. Joseph 
Chambielain. For the rest Madame Malvatt was rather a mature 
adopted daughter, M. Romaiet (as “ Georges— hist friend ”) a little too 
heavy in more senses than one as the superfiuous lover, and M. 
DuupiSNE a very excellent lawyer. There is nothing particularly 
brilliant in the writing^ and only one line raises a laugh. When 
the vagabond friend of the heir extends his hand, Jf. Vivien, 
without a movement, merely asks, Comhien f^^ But on its 

repetition tMs admirable joke did not “go” quite so well. 
StiU there is a freshness in the central idea of the play 
wMch is welcome. As a rule every one on the French stage 
weeps over somebody’s mother, but in this case the tears were reserved 
for somebody’s brother. It is said that the Author of the piece, 
M. Paul Delate, is a novice at stage-craft. This seems to me very 
likely, as had he had more experience, I fancy he would have 
allowed (especially if he had known that the character was going to 
be played by M, Romaih) M» Georges to have been shot dead in the 
First Act* TMs would have been really a great improvement, 
especially had Vveline (the adopted daughter) been allowed to expire 
from grief early in the Second. Joking apart, DAini is not half a 
bad piece, although I cannot conscientiouSy go so far as to say that 
it is half a good one. Before the engagement of M. CoquELiN is over, 
the talented actor has promised to play Gringoire. Ho doubt this 
will be produced for the benefit of Mr. Beeebohm: Tebe, who ricMy 
deserves the compliment. 

The Paris Hippodrome has once more taken possession of Olympia, 
where it seems likely to remain until well into next year. The enter- 
tainment is of the customary quality, wMch is saying a great deal in 
its praise. There are excellent troupes of acrobats and performing 
dogs (with a wonderful black poodle that 
is the best clown that has appeared in a 1 1 d o Ij'; f , 

Circus for many a long year), chariot- • IJ m iil ^ 

races, and horsemanship in aU its if 

branches. This season the Ladies have j v 

it aU their own way. The last time M. 

Hougke visited us, Q-entlemen drove the ^ ® 

team of thirty-two, and jumped over the i nil 

hurdles with the tandem of three ; now 

their places are supplied by members of 'i|A MW f 

• thefairersex. The horses who take part -".'VV- ■. 

in these feats are so admirably trained ' Ub 

that^ the element of danger is entirely 

eliminated, and, consequently, the change is an improvement. Then 
an acoomphshed cob and an elegant elephant take a turn together 
m uime s^ses than one, for Hiey dance vis^d-vis a waltz and 
a polka. The novelty of the Show, however, is kept for the 
second Pjp^t, and is apparently a page from the Algerian expe- 
riences of Q-eneral Boulahoee. The attention of a tribe of Arabs | 

(seemingly on their road to church) having been attracted to a 
military train containing" a bugle-band of Turcos and some half- 
dozen soldiers of the French line, devotions are temporarily abandoned 
for a pitched battie. The Arabs fire upon the Europeans, who, how- 
ever, after a lively skirmish, succeed in “ taking up a position” with 
the bugle-band, and then retire. The Arabs bearing no ill-will, 
dancing follows, and the fighting being quite over and forgotten, 
(3-eneral Boulahoek, accompanied by a Staff, swaggers in and assists 
at further military exercises. Then the bugle-band heads the pro- 
cession of French and Arabs, and, after marching past Boulangbb, 
exeunt The attack upon the train, if a little perplexing from a 
purely Mstorical point of view, is capitally managed, and very 
exciting. Since the opening night the large hall has been very well 
attended ; and now that the American Exhibition is closed, may be 
expected to be crowded-^and a crowded audience at the Addison 
Road cannot be recorded in less than five figures. “ The Wild West 
is gone— long live Olympia ! ” 

A second visit to the Royal Westminster Aquarium has not im- 
proved my opinion of “the Wolves, the Wolves, the Wolves 1 ” (see 
Advertisement) as a pleasure-insuring entertainment. I have already 
said that the tricks of these animals cause a “creepy” sensation, 
and when I made this observation! referred to the “ kissing act,” 
wherein a wolf embraces the portly person in the Polish lancer’s 
uniform who has trained it. But the fignts between master and brutes 
are even less tolerable, as may bo judged to be the case when I say 
that, on a recent occasion when I was present, the trainer seemed to 
be a good-half-hour (no doubt it was an infinitely less period of 
time) in getting one of his wild beasts into its allotted cage. It is 
not at all a nice sight to see a man beating a snapping and yelping 
wolf with a whip, for one feels that there is the element of cruelty 
on both sides. Take it allround, I prefer “ the helle Fatma,”— that 
is, taking her all round, on which I need hardly say I should not 
venture,— to “ the Wolves, the Wolves, the Wolves I ” And I sincerely 
hope that Fatma (the old lady near her looks more like Fat Ma) may 
always be able to keep the wolf from her door. 

GENTLE JOHNNY BULL. 

The way with “demonstrations ” tyrants used to take was brief— 
Justices gave a rioter the guerdon of a thief I 

Not only durance vile— our gentler nature how it shocks— 

But whipping-cheer, and oh I they set their Brother in the Stocks I 

In those days a Stump-Orator had reason to take care, 

How he denounced, derided, and defied the Powers that were. 

And if he talked High Treason— Imagine this, my dears I 

They put him in the pillory, and sometimes clipped his ears. 

A People’s Friend, unless he took good hoed to what he said. 

Was liable to answer for his language with his head. 

1 How venerable soever, a too talkative old Cock, 

His eloquence might bring him, though a Statesman, to the block. 

But happily we, Brethren, now are men of milder mood, 

And not, as were our ancestors, vindictive, stern, and rude. 

So much has done “the milk of human kindness to assuage, 

The bile of British hardihood in this forbearing age I 

MR. GLADSTONE ON THE FIFTH OF NOYEMBEE. 

Sir,— Y ou are wrong in supposing that the term, “ Old Fireworks,” 
was originally applied to myself. I am of opinion, though I speak 
Tmder a certain amount of correction, not such, however, as my young 
friend, Grandolph, would like to supply, that the term Old* Fire- 
works was first applied to the celebrated Mr. Fiehwich, though upon 
what occasion and by whom I cannot at this moment call to mind. 
To your second question, as to whether I approve of the conduct of 
Mr. Samuel Weller iu resisting the Head Constable Grum^ner, I 
should say that, considering the provocation offered, JMr. Weller 
seems to have acted with remarkable self-restraint. 

Yours faithfully, G. 0* M. 

P.S. Chips, real good chips, warranted quite dry, and only waiting 
for a match to set them in a blaze, may now be had at Sawarden 
Lodge at the ridiculously small charge of three-pence a piece, or two 
shillings and five-pence halfpenny per dozen. Immediate applica- 
tion personally or by letter is recommended. Also a copy of Notting- 
ham speech and the Mitohelstown telegram, which, should any diffi- 
culty be experienced in kindling> bonfire, will at once set the heap 
mto a splendid blaze. My song and chorus— 

Remember, remember. 

The MitohelstowiL_ember,’ 

and so forth, ought to be ready at all respectable music-publishers 
by November 3rd. 2$. 6d, per copy. Great reduction fox clubs, schools, 
&o. CMps I CMps I iu the name of the Profit I GMps I G. 0. M. 
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TO THE INCOMPLETE (POLITICAL) ANGLER. 

0 Brummagem Joseph:, my boy, will you halt on 
I Your sturdy, but scarce diplomatical way, 

And take from an ancient disciple of Walton 
A few friendly hints about patience and “ play” ? 

As an Angler you have Mr, Punches best wishes, 

But do you consider it wise, ere you start 
To throw stones in the water, and stir up the fishes ? 

That ’s scarcely the right piscatorial art. 

No, stillness and silence, and delicate tact, Sir, 

Are needed for handling the rod and the reel. 

You may pelt and may splash, but you ’ll find it a fact, Sir, 
Who frightens the fishes will not fill his creel. 

Halwicb Gratis. — ^The Yaudeville Theatre announces a new play 
by Mr. Enbrt Haitthoe Jones, called Heart of Hearts, To popu- 
larise it for Town use, much better call it ^Art of ^ArU at once. 

New Order {not issued from the Horse Guards ,) — ^The entire 
British Army to be submitted to a Fortnightly Review for the next 
three months at least. 

Mem. eor Police by General-Inspector Punch. *— Stop the 
Orators in Trafalgar S<iuare, and let the Fountains be the only ones 
to spout. 

’Aery Stratford-atte-Bow’s French Motto for the Fifth of 
November. — “ Toujours GhuyP 


CUE ADVERTISERS. 

Inverted, Educational, Medicinal, and Miscellaneous. 

W ANTED, BY AN INCORRIGIBLE LITTLE BOY, whose 
Parents have threatened to send him away from home or 
account of his perpetually insufferable conduct, a suitable domicile, 
where he will be afforded every facility for continuing it withoui 
hindrance and interruption. A quiet old country clergyman, anc 
Ms wife, both a little short-sighted, and hard of hearing, occupying 
a retired‘Wicarage, that is in want of a little waking up, migh 
write. House must he conveniently arranged for the setting o* 
boohy-tra]^s, ^possess a good old-fashioned striking-clock, witl 
accessible inside, a get-at-able upstairs’ cistern, a dinner-^ong, anc 
plenty of bells. Bedroom might he furnished with a view to ai 
occasional display of fireworks. Staircase with good top-to-botton 
slide-down balusters indispensable. Would be glad to hear if ther< 
is a powerful garden-engine, in good working-order, on the premises 
and also whether there is a decent sweetstuff and gunpowder-shoi 
witMn easy distance. Apply by letter to “ Tartar,” Scarnm Hall 
Flingover, Notts. 

T he PRINCIPAL OF A YOUNG GENTLEMAN’S ACADEMY 
who has, in turns, been a Stock-jobber, a Solicitor struck oi 
the Rolls, a Light Comedian, an Undertaker, a Professor o 
Calisthenics, and a Hansom-cab Driver, and has now taken to th 
Education of Youth as a last resource to make ends meet, is anxiou 
to hear from a sufficient number of dupes, in the shape of parsi 
monious Parents, to enable him to start his scheme, and see whethe 
he can make anytMng out of it. They must be fools enough t 
believe that a thoroughly high-class, commercial, and classical educa 
tion, including instruction in five modern languages, fitting th 
recipients for immediate entry into either the Church, the Army, o 
the Bar can he furnished, together with the use of an extensiv 
swimming bath and gymnasium, and an unlimited supply of the ver 
best diet, without any charge for washing, books, or extras, fc 
twenty guineas per annum. The fact that a retired waiter from 
Boulogne Restaurant takes charge of the Modern Languages, whil 
the Higher Mathematics and swimming are entrusted to a late Custoi 
House Officer, and the Classical and other Departments, are under th 
immediate supervision of the Principal, may be taken as a guarante 
that the advertised curriculum ia scrupulously and efficiently Carrie 
out. Apply for further Pardoulars to Principal,” Unoertificate 
Tutors Association, S.E. 


W ANTED, BY THE PROPRIETOR OF A PATENT MED] 
CINE, a nervous and confiding Client who after reading 
whole newspaper advertising column of diseases, and persuadit 
himself that he is affiicted with most of them, will believe that I 
an outlay of I 5 . he can entirely cure Mmself of the whole 1 
of them on the spot. He must not he disheartened if the first tri 
produces no effect. On the contrary, if the nostrum appears ■ 
develop fresh and disagreeable symptoms, he must manfully pers< 
vere, and face in turn neuralgia, rheumatic gout, fever^ lumbag 
sciatica, incipient paralysis, and even greater complications, rath* 
than relinquish the remedy when he has once had recourse to it. ] 
this way, it is obvious, be will not only be able to afford a permanei 
support to the sale of a dangerous and deleterious compound, but vdl 
by its continual use, effectually and completely succeed in ultimate' 
shattering his own constitution. Apply, “ Proprietor, ’’Jollop’s Specii 
Restorator, Patent Medicine Works, Pill Hill, N.E, 

ANTED, A aufTE^lNEXPERIEN I 

purchase, on the recommendation of a tricky Job Master, 
thoroughly unsound and spavined Bay Cob that will he represent 
as having been ** parted with ” by its late owner, “ a sporting Duke 
for “no fault whatever.” The creature, however, that is short 
the wind, swollen at the hooks, an ugly stepper, and has not a sing 

f ood point about it, having recently, when in the funeral busines 
icked in a hearse, it has been decided to palm it off on the first u: 
suspecting purchaser that turns up as “ quiet to ride ” and gob 
“ nicely in harness,” and it may confidently he relied upon to tnre 
an unskilful or aged rider, or smash up a brougham at the ve 
earliest opportunity. As it has also, at a previous period in i 
career, served as a trick horse at a Circus, and will, on meeting 
German hand, sit down on its haunches, it might he safely secur 
hj any equestrian to whom some astonishment and a little mui 
mingled with Ms morning’s ride might prove a pleasing experiem 
Can be seen at Gully’s Stables, Blinder Street, S.W. 


Can be seen at Gully’s Stables, Blinder Street, S.W. 

A FEW THOROUGHLY UNSUSPECTING TENAN' 
wanted by a Jerry Builder, v^ho has just run up a terrace 
new houses anyhow, and is anxious to see if auybody can manage 
live in them. None of the doors shut, all the windows let in draugh 
and there are practically no drains. As the walls are one hriok ink 
and the playing of a piano can he heaxd through six houses, neighboi 
of a conversational turn might find a residence in them advantaged 
Warranted to come down with a run in a high wind. App 
, “ Builder,” Dustbin Terrace, KiRingham Road, E. 




THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HW£ EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Quest, “Well, good-bye, OiiD MiNi — and yotj’ve ebally got a vbey nick LimE Place heeb!"' 

Host. “Yes; bdt ir*s eathee Bieb, jdst now. I h)pe the Teeks will have Geown a good bit bbfoeb you 'ee back. 
Old Man!” 


CONVENTION-AL POLITENESS. 

Madame France {with effusion ) — 

“ And doth not a meeting lilce this make amends ? ” 

I trust I have quoted with textual accuracy your so charjoaiug, and 
to the actual situation happily appropriate poet f 

Mr, BuU{avec empressement). It does^or perhaps I should say 
doth — indeed, Madam. As to the bit from the hard — ^well, may its 
appropriateness never be less I How much pleasanter than the grim 
dictum of an elder rhymester, who referred to your people as those 
YThom nature hath predestined for our foes, 

And made it bliss and virtue to oppose.” 

Madame France. The barbarian I Oppose, indeed ! Why should 
we oppose each other, dear Monsieur Bull ? 

Jfr. Bull. Why, indeed ? 

Madame France, True, your bellicose Lord Paxmehston did 
oppose my great Fbrddyand’s grand idea, and that from motives the 
most insular and unenlightened. Just as some few poltroons in your 
sea-girt isle at present opose the Channel Tunnel, which yet, in 
good tme^^will doubtless become as benign an actuality as the Suez 

Mr. Bull. Humph I Pak had perhaps his reasons, which, in the 
ught 01 subsequent events, one must admit not to have been without 
their weight. 

^ Madame France. Oh, Monsieur Bull I ** Greater freedom of 
intwcourse between nations is the tendency of our industrial and 
social development, and the tide of human intelligence cannot be 
^rested vague fears So I read in a pamphlet on the Tunnel 
How true, is it not ? 

Mr. FuU. Doubtless ; as true as that the tide of invasion could not 
be arrested by cosmopolitan cant. 

3 fadame^ France. Invasion? Fie^ Monsieur Bull I In the new 
lexmon of international amity there is no such word. 

coTild absolutely abolish the 
f OT ^ta^e would be well— between you and Germany, 

pardon. Expletives should 
banished from civdity^'S lexicon. But Bismaecx is a monstre, 
-whereas you ! [ jsows sweetlg. 


I Mr. Bull. Inarticulate flattery, Madam, is irresistible— and unan- 
swerable, The renewal— if, indeed, it was ever reallg interrupted— 
of the entente cordiale between us, is a blessed boon not to be matched 
in value by a hundred- Tunnels I 

Madame France. And this Convention is the sign and seal of that 
renewal, n^est-ce-^pas S? I knew you never intended to stop in Egypt. 

Mr, Bull, Longer than was necessary— assuredly not, Madam. 
And I was certain the New Hebrides had no real charms to porma- 
I nently arrest your feet. 

Madame France. Though a pied a terra ia llaraitea, of course — 
you comprehend, Monsieur I 

Perfectly. The questions of Egypt and the New 
HebrideSj of our post near the Pyramids, ana your Protectorate 
near Tahiti, have, of course, no real connection. 

Madame France. Obviously, Monsieur I Are they not dealt witli 
in separate Conventions ? 

Mr. Bull. kh\ if all quarrels— I beg pardon, political problems— 
could as eas^ be settled by a Conventional Act I 

Madarne France. How welcome to you. Monsieur, to all parties in 
your Parliament, to the “ rescuers as to the “ retirers,^^ to your 
Lord Chamberlain, as well as to your Grand Old Gladstone, must be 
the prospect of an early, not to say immediate withdrawal from the 
.jbe Pharaohs I Surely the fugitive Israelites of old never 
lett it with such pleased promptitude as you will — ** scuttle out of 
it I Have I accurate memory of the Beaoonsfleldiau phrase. 
Monsieur P 

Mr . Bull. Your memory, Madam, is miraculous. The forty cen- 
turies or, however^ many more there may happen to be there at ike 
moment of my jfepar^t^rs— wiE doubtless, iu the words of your own 
weat phraser, look down from the Pyramids with emotions not 
less marked than my own— and yours, Madam. 

Madame France, My emotions at the present moment— and yours* 
are simply of supreme joy at the so happy removal 
01 aiiimuities and the so complete restoration of amity between us by 
this charming Couvention, so satisfactory in its aotual terms, so 
much more so in its promises for the future, I felicitate you, dear 
Mousieur Bull. 

Mr. Bull. And I, Madam, reciprocate your felicitations. {Aside.) 
it pleases her, apparently, and I do not see that it can possibly hurt 
• (Left bowing. 
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SPEEDING THE PARTING GUEST. 

Host {who has trod o% th&Ladifs Skirt). “Oh ! Forgive me ! Yoir 
SEE IT *s MV Natural Instinct to Detain you I” 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE, 

“ Mr Autohiograpliy and Reminiscences by W. P. Frith:, 
R.A, The Modem Hogarth, painter of “ Ramsgate Sands “ The 
Rerhj Lay^'’ and “ The Road to JRwm,” can use his pen as well as 
his pencil. “ Where got thou that eoose-quill ? ” as Macheth would 
have said, had Shakspeare wished him to do so. How is it that 
Mr. Frith has never employed his goose-quill before ? Sometimes 
it is soft-nibbed, and occasionally hard-nibbed, but it is almost 
always well pointed; and, though he writes with an overflowing 
pen— for he frequently has to check his impulsive waywardness — 
yet there is scarcely a blot on the paper throughout the two volumes. 

Mr. Frith is, first and foremost, a humorist, and, in his humour, so 
like Thackeray, and so unlike Dickens, that it is no wonder, con- 
sidering the consistent inconsistency of human nature, he should have 
loved the latter, and disliked the former. Yet, with all his aversion 
to Thackeray, personally— and “all his works” too, apparently, 
as he hardly mentions them— he records something very remarkable 
about the Satirist of the Snobs which could not be guessed at from 
Thackeray’s own letters, nor from the anecdotes told about him. 
And it is this ; that Thackeray could make, and on occasion did 
make an excellent after-dinner speech. At the Macready banquet 
with Bulwer Lytton and Dickens present, Mr. Frith tells us, 
* ‘ Thackeray also spoke well and very humorously.” And there are 
three other instances ; so that Thackeray, who has recounted his 
own failure at the Literary Fund dinner, and whose utter collapse at 
the Cornhill Magazine dinner is a matter of Literary history, was 
not always a mistake as an after-dinner speaker. The modesty 
exhibited by Mr. Frith in this autobiography is an exhibition as 
novel and attractive as was Frith’s other exhibition in Bond Street, — 
because few autobiographers possess so keen a sense of humour 
as to be able to laugh at themselves, and to be candid about their 
own foibles and follies. Indeed some persons may think, and indeed 
he inclines to this opinion himself, that he goes too far in his 
frankness when narrating the practical jokes of that unscrupulous 
and cruel farceur Sothern the actor, in some of which the 
autobiographer appears to have played a small, but not altogether 
unimportant part. In his way Mr. Frith is as frank and open in 


his revelations as to his past career, as was Carding Nkwman in hi s 
straightforward Apologia pro sud vita. ^ In fact in these Sothern 
latitudes — there was a great deal of latitude in that quarter — ^Mr. 
Frith’s work is suggestive less of an autobiography than of a 
naughty-biography. He owns that he feels ‘ ‘ humiliated and pained ” 
at recounting Tecackeray’s rude jocularity towards himself, and 
from the apologetic tone with which he introduces some of Sothern’ s 
caddish practical jokes, in which Mr. Frith had no share, and of 
which he was not the victim, it may be inferred that he had already 
begun to feel “humiliated and pained” at having given so much 
space to such stories. How glad he must now be that he kept a 
“ dear Diary,” which has been an invaluable aid to his memory. ^ 

Another great merit in the book is that, without ever sacrificing 
its character as an Autobiography, it is never egotistical ; egoism 
beingithe great “ I-sore” of such works. Should the humble indi- 
vidual who writes this necessarily brief notice ever arrive at the 
time for publishing his Eecollections, he is perfectly sure that the 
book 'will be.Hnequalled as a work of imagination. Mr, Frith tells 
us how he improved his pictures by touching them up,— some 
people, too, are occasionally improved by the same process, if the 
“touching up” is only done judiciously,— and his self-restraint is 
therefore really admirable when he rejects the temptation to em- 
bellish, or spice, a story which no one is likely to contradict. For 
instance, in what maybe called the Sass-age portion of his early life, 
he has some amusing anecdotes about Mr. Jacob Bell, then an .^t 
student. Bell drew a man hanging, and Sass, the master, told him 
to leave the studio, “as such a career,” as the man hanging, “is a 
bad example to your fellow-pupils.” Now Mr. Frith ought to have 
given Bell a triumphant exit speech — he ought to have said to Sass, 
“ Sir, I.was only illustrating what should be the fate of every one of 
your successful pupds — to he hung on the line. Good day.” Exit 
Bell. Then he recounts how Jacob Bell, who, like Sothern, had 
a taste for such practical jokes as are utterly indefensible on the 
score of good taste and gentlemanly feeling, dressed up as a woman, 
and went to a Guakers’ Meeting House, where he sat a.mong the 
female portiou of the congregation. Thinking he was discovered, 
this nice young man “ took fright,” and bolted. Here Mr. Frith 
should have made the jovial Jacob subsequently explain that “he 
left because the womeu were all jealous of him, as he was the only 
* Bell ’ among them.” Mr. Frith, full of his fun, jests, and humour, 
must be congratulated on having stuck to the truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truth. 

And if anyone wants a first-rate ghost-story for the coming Christ- 
mas time, let him get Mr. Frith’s book, and read how the prosaic 
and sensible Mr. Westwood saw a ghost. It is simply but exqui- 
sitely told, and were it not that Mr. Frith had previously owned to 
his complicity with Sothern in some of his “spiritualistic” 
demonstrations, there would be no sort of ground for suspecting 
him capable of joking on such serious subjects.^ The book is full 
of good stories, among which The Mysterious Sitter and Beckford 
at Fonthill are about the best. There is already a rail round 
Mudie’s counter, and in front of all Smith’s stalls, to keep off the 
crowds from taking away Frith’s latest production without paying. 
Many of us are eye-witnesses to the fact of the rails in front of 
Smith’s bookstalls all the way down the line wherever a train 
runs. Mr. Frith’s very good health, and, as his friend Rip- Van- 
Winkle Jeeferson used to say, “ May he live long an’ prosher.” 

De Omnibus Rebus^ by the author of Flemish Interiors. An odd 
book to be taken up at odd times. Amusing and chatty with a good 
deal of shrewd observation. He who rides may read ; and as it is 
published by Nimmo, this firm iu this instance might adopt the old 
Latin motto, “* Wmmo ’ mortalium omnibus horis^ sapit;^^ i,e. 
“NrMMO is wise to bring out a book for the omnibus hours of 
mortals.” Our Own Bookworm. 


Madame Patti’s house, in some unpronounceable Welsh place, was 
broken into by burglars. We hope they didn’t rob her of any notes. 
The thieves^came f rom Town— they were 
not Welshmen, oh no I Mr. Bunch has 
always asserted of the Welsh,— 

“ Taffy^s mt a tMof.” 

And it wasn’t Taffy who went to Patti’s 
house and stole a matter of seven pounds’ 
worth of French francs. They found a 
box of M. Nzcoxini’s cigars. But the 
thieves knew where to draw the line, 
and chucked the lot away in the garden, 
among the other weeds. They were “ ujp 
to snuff,” but not to tobacco in this 
form, ftuery, will M. Nxcolini’s friends be delighted to accept 
cigars from his case in future ? 


The Centeuary of Don Giovanni was celebrated at the two 
Universities by a banquet of the principal Dons. 
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BAETLETrS BABY. 

Welcome little Stranger I 
Yon 

Are the darling of the Zoo, 
Bartlett’s babe, the public 
Lucky, lucky Zoo to get, [pet. 
At a cost scarce worth the 
mention, [tion 

Living proof beyond conten- 
Of— oh I well, of whatsoever 
Savants sage and critics clever, 
On their controversial mettle. 
May— or maybe may not-- 
settle. 

Six-and-twenty years ago 

g affers elderly may know) 
se the great Gorilla feud ; 
Dr, Gjblat was rather rude, 
Rather on Du Chaillu down. 
And the shindy stirred the 
Town. [bones, 

Owen, great on brains and 
Lectured it in learned tones ; 
Huxley to the battle rushed ; 
Mutually they “pished” and 
“ tushed” 

In that calm and courteous 
way [in fray. 

Savants have, when they’re 
Jfr. Punchy with ample rea- 
son, [son,” 

Called you “ Lion of the Sea- 
Great Gorilla* Now ’tis plain 
The old fame revives again. 
Happy Bartlett 1 Lucky 
Ape ! [shape. 

Fortune comes in curious 
You perchance, oh simian 
cMldl [wild. 

Might have roamed the Afrio 
Like a nigger unreclaimed. 
Unobserved, unknown, un- 
named, [dumb, 

Fame concerning you quite 
Even your “ colossal thumb,” 


^ By the scribes who columns 

vamp us, [campus ” 
Undescribed; your “hippo- 
(Whatsoever that may be) 

Not of notoriety. 

Now !— Ah, infantine Gorilla, 
Every small suburban villa 
With your rising fame will 
ring; 

All the sort of folk who bring 
Buns unto the prisoned bear. 
To your cage vnll come, and 
stare, [master sage, 
Buns ? Oh, Bartlett,— 
Autocrat of den and cage ! — 
Nothing will begrudge, I’m 
sure, ^ [cure 

That may nourish, please, or 
B!is prognathous little pet. 
Half the luxuries you ’ll get 
Would leave satiate and cloyed 
Any hungry “ Unemployed.” 
Cakes — and, if you like it. 
Ale— 

Oh, Gorilla, will not fail ; 

^ Gunter’s you may sack at 
L Or, if you prefer to dll [will. 
Otherwise your dainty maw 
Than with sweeties and stick- 
jaw. 

Like the indiscriminate bear, 
You may choose your Bill of 
. Fare. [quick ; 

Toys ? Ah, bring them, baby, 
Will a monkey on a stick 
Touch a sympathetic chord? 
Well, let ’s hope you won’t he 
bored, 

' < BabyApe, by Bartlett’s love, 

iir-ni- ir* AM/N-riifrn rM Crowds who’ll stSTe 

HERE^S ANOTHER GUYP^ andshove; 

OR, THE BABY GORILLA AT THE ZOO. Long for Afrio wild but free, 

And a station “ up a tree,” 

Nurse Bartlett “He shall have a Fietebn-S hilling Pine, he shall! Watching, with prehensile 
AND Finest English Hot-house Grapes, he shall ! and Gold-Dust too, thumb, 

IF HE CRIES FOR IT, THE LITTLE Darling ! ” For— whatever food may come. 





VOCES POPULI. 

Scene— YA c Palace; In Building set apart for Poultry, 

Pigeon, and^ Rabbit ^ Show, Stream of Visitors inspecting 
animals in zinc and wire pens, 

Amandus Milendius {to Amanda MUendia; coming to a halt 
before cage containing roopy^^ •‘looking fowl, with appearance of 
having been sent out on pair of legs several sizes too tall for it). 
They’ve ’ighly commended Hm, yer see. 

Amanda M, {who does not converse with facility). Urn I 

\_Looks at bird without seeing it, 
Amandus, Yes, they must ha’ thought ’ighly of ’im before they’d 
commend him like that, yer know 1 
Amanda {wishing she was readier of response). Ah I {The fowl 
winks slowly at her with hds lower eyelid). Come away— I don’t like 
him I ^ ^ ^ .... VThey move on. 

The JExhibitor (coming up and inspecting his bird with pride), ’Ere 
— ^Joe! {Fowl shuts both eyes with a bored expression), B’longs to 
me— that bird. Sir ! {To Bystander,) i 

Visitor {from the West ; anxious to be agreeable), Ha, a fine bird 
— ma^ficent ! 

Es^ihitor, Bred ’im myself, Sir— he ’s a hit sleepy just now. | 
{Apologetically), Wake up, ole chap ! {Fowl half opens one eye, and 
closes it immediately on perceiving proprietor,) Elnows me, yer see I I 
Visitor {with fatal rashness), A. — a Brahma, isn’t he ? i 

[Wonders what made him say that, and tries to think what\ 
Brahmas are like'— when they are not locks. 

Exhibitor {in tone of pitying reproach). No, Sir— no, — ^Black Red 
Bantam, Sir I 

Visitor {wishing he had remained vague). Oh— ah, just so— good 
evening. 

A Cock {derisively), Crorky — ^rorky — too I 
I At the Rabbit Pens. 

Another Exhibitor {accompanied by Friend with Catalogue), I 
ain’t come across my Buck yet. He took a prize, I heerd. {Stops at 

a looks Hke him . , , Third Prize, yer see — ^not so 
et? , [Chuckles. 


The Friend, Hold on a bit! {Refersto Catalogue,) “Number 
I seven ’underd and two, Parton. Buck. Eight months.” Your 
name ain’t Parton. 

ExMb, Then it’s mine in the next. Second Prize! Better’n 
Third, that, ain’t it P 

The Friend, They’ve got that down as Parton’s too, 

Exhib.^ Well, I thought some’ow as this is him anyway. Look 

’ere ! ^ First Prize ! And deserves it, though I sez it myself ! 

Friend {not without a certain satisfaction). No— no, you’re wrong 
again. I ’ll show you where you are. See. “ Seven ’underd and 
five. W. Cropper. Buck. Ten months.” YAa^’syou! 

Exhih. {incredulously). That? that ain’t never my cream buck! 
\Yhe rabbit rernains wrapt in meditation,) I’ll soon show yer. 
{Blows in rabbit's face. Mutual recognition. Tableau,) It is my 
buck! And only ’ighly commended ! {Recovering himself ,) Well, 
l arsk you if he oughtn’t to ha’ done the other— him as they’ve 
given the First Prize to ? Why, there ain’t no comparison between 
them two rabbits ! 

The Cock {encouragingly), Crorky-rorky-roo ! 

The Friend {losing all further interest). Well, it’s all chance like. 
Let/s go and ’ave a look at them Lops, 

Crowd of Admirers around pen containing gigantic gander. 

First Admirer, That’s Wilkwskb' gander, that is. 

Second Admirer, A fine-grown bird, I will say, 

[BCandsomely, as if he would hardly have expected such a person 
as Wilkins to produce anything as good as that. 

Third Admirer, Monster, ain’t he? Why, yer might ride on 
him! 

Small Child {pointing delightedly at the Gander), ’Ook, Mozzer, 
pittyduck! 

Fond Parent {admiringly), I declare it’s wonderful how quick he 
gets the names— it is a fine duck ! 

The Cock {with a, touch of correction), Crorky— rorky—roo I 

A Connoisseur {inspecting pigeon). Now, ^Aere’^anice pigeon— 


thaUs a nice pigeon ; hut I tell yer what it is— he ain’t got the space 
to do hisself justice in there. Give him a bigger pen, and a brick to 
stand on, and you ’d soon see the difference I 






Ncvember 5 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEL 


215 



PLATFOBM ORATORT. By Our Travelling Special. 

[Our Politicians now, in humble imitation of the Great Original, are adopting the fashion of making speeches from railway carriages, or utilising 
the ten minutes allowed lor refreshment by addressing constituents on the platform. The Railway Companiesj in order to observe strict neutrality, 
should ro-construct carriages to suit and carry the poliiical leaders, and should re-build or increase existing stations on the line, so as to accommodate 
the public with various “ platforms.*’] 
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THE FOUR NOBLE BURGLARS, 

A Babods-, a Marq-ois, a Duke, and an Earl 
"Were dining togetker one evening at White’s ; 

They were all overdone by the worry and whirl 
Oi a long London season’s amusements and sights— 

By the luncheons that stupify. dinners that tire, 

Dull rides in the Bow, deadly five o’clock teas, 

At which fashion condemns you to gasp and perspire 
While draming the cup of ennui to the lees. 

1^0 pleasure they took in the joys of the table ; 

Though stalwart, they recked not to breakfast or sup- 
s’ en to plunge at lezique they no longer were able, 

Eor the fact was these nobles were deuced hard up ! 
Moaned the Marquis, “ We ’re all in a state of depression ; 

As for me, my existence is simply a bore ; 

Let us strike a new line out— adopt some profession 
Which no British Peer ever practised before.” 










Then the Baron cried, ‘ ‘ Listen, old chappies ; I Ve hit 
On a notion that ’s brilliant and perfectly new ; — 

Why shouldn’t we four try to bur^e a bit. 

And wrest from the wealthy what’s fairly our due P 
Q-arotting is vulgar, and cruel to boot, 

The pickpocket oft is despised when detected ; 

But burglary’s just the profession to suit 
A lover of enterprise, highly connected.” 

A paper was fetched, and his Grace read aloud 
The following paragraph “ Criminal Tips ! 

Young Nobles and Gentlemen under a cloud 
Apply to Professor Jehoshaphat Eipps, 

At his residence, 2, Sheppard Buildings, E.C., 

Where he nightly gives lessons, from seven till nine, 

To youngsters of spirit, from prejudice free. 

In arts which amusement with profit combine.” 

evening the Peers, fuHy dressed for their parts 
In moleskm and highlows and flat beaver- caps, 

Sought out the Professor with quick-throbbing hearts, 
oourage all but in a state of collapse, 
gave them seats ; then politely inquired, 

If aught to oblige them perchance he could do, 

And replied, wh^ they told him what ’twas they required. 
All nght, noble sportsmen 1— I ’ll soon put you through ! ” 

handle the jemmy with grace, 

To frisk with the centrebit, toy with the file— 

To nourish the fitful dark-lantern apace, 

crowbar in elegant style ; 
with skeleton-keys to pick counting-house looks, 

To ply the dumb saw and the chisel that ’s cold, 

To prize Tip the lid of a banker’s strong-box. 

And the portals of burglar-proof safes to unfold. 

WieE aeir LordsMps were thorougUy versed in their trade, 
had passed their exams, in a masterly way, 

Ihey agreed that a dashing attempt should be made, 

1 without farther delay. 

Should they &st try their hands at a light, easy job. 

- Not too risky, but graceful, artistic and neat, 
essay a bold stroke tbe Exchequer to rob, 

Or the merry Old Lady of Threadneedle Street ? 
they resolved t^t the best thing to do, 
t A j f experiment, just for a lark, 

(And to keep their hands in for a lucrative coup.) 

On a workman’s abode near Victoria Park. 


They hankered for something quite simple and plain, 

Both suburban and poor, for their trial essay ; 

So they picked out a one- storeyed house down a lane, 

Which they learned had been empty for many a day. 

They commenced their attack in the dead of the night, 

Scaled a wall, dug a tunnel, and cut through two floors, 
Wrenched a look ofi with stern, irresistible might, 

And broke open some thoroughly unsecured doors. 

For booty they hunted below and on high— 

But nau8*ht could they find save a chunk of cold veal, 

Till, down in the basement, they chanced to espy, 

Near the back-kitchen sink a huge trapdoor of steel. 

In a second the trap from its fastness they tore, 

When,^ heaped up pell-mell, of all shapes and all sizes, 

The gratified Peers beheld score upon score 
Of grand and legitimate housebreakers’ prizes, — 

Tiaras of rubies and diamond rivieres, 

Superb jewelled bracelets and brooches aud>ings. 

Great emerald, sapphire, and pearl solitaires, 

And all manner of precious, magnificent things. 

As they gazed on these treasures with glittering eyes, 

Lightly handling the gewgaws with delicate touches, 

The Duke softly murmured, “ Oh I what a surprise ! 

Why, some of these trinlcets belong to the Duchess 
By Jove ! ” said the Marquis, “ this caroanet here 
Has been worn scores of times by my dowager-aunt I ” 

And the Baron rejoined, “ It seems perfectly clear 
That this squalid abode is a regular plant ! ” 

“,What a joke ! ” cried the Earl. “We have chanced on the ken 
Of professional brethren, our seniors in guile, 

And I think that, for young inexperienced men, 

We have collared their plunder in workmanlike style. 

Let us cull and remove those nefarious hoards — 

We can turn the whole lot into cash at our leisure ; 

A delightful career is before us, my Lords, 

A bright future of usefulness, profit, and pleasure !j” 

The next day they disposed of their swag for a plum,! 

And invested the proceeds in Spaniards and Turks, 

After Bobly deducting a moderate sum 
For the Burglar’s Belief Fund and other good works. 

Tl^y paid all their creditors, kept up their rank. 

Betted ponies and monkeys like regular “ toppers : ” 

Tm one night, as they’d just broken into a hank, 

These deserving young nobles were nailed by the “ coppers.” 

The Old Bailey was crowded one sunny May morn 
^Bb ladies arrayed in superlative frocks, 

Wnen the jury who sate on our nobles forlorn, 

Found them guilty at once, without leaving the box, 

And it thus came to pass, I regret to relate, 

That these earnest, industrious, woll-meaning Peers, 
Ti^pnde of their order, the stay of the State, 

Were condemned to pick oakum for twenty- ono years I 

A WoEn EOE THE Wae-Oepice. — Mrs. Bamsbotham says it’s 
aB very well to talk about the parsimony of the War-Office; hut 
that the soldiers are provided with fatigue jackets, and 
thinks it s really kind of the Authorities to supply the men with 
something special to wear wh en they are tired. 

HOW WE ADVEHTISE HOW. 
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SiJGaESTiojT POE Utilising a now well-known Mueal 
Deooeation (?) 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

From a Home-sick Seceetart. 

By Guildford^ Saturday, 












affairs may be due to bis admirable administration, but 
there is no reoO]?nition of bis agency. On the other band, 
i£ tbe least tbmg connected with bis department goes 
wrong, be is beld personally responsible, and tbe fLendish 
newspapers faU upon bim. ^ | 

That is my experience after a little more than twelve 
months in office, and if I am a little wearied of it who 
shall blame me ? Why should I remain tbe butt of all 
tbe captious critics throughout tbe country ? I have no 
hour, except these stolen ones, that I can call my own. 
All the pleasures and recreations of private life are 
swallowed up in official cares. Why should I longer 
submit to be engulfed in this state of slavery ? 1 am 
not in the absolute prime of youth; but stul, as we 
Statesmen go, I am not old. For example, I have seen 
but two summers more than that elderly young beau, 
H-stet J-m-s. Someone once said of me, that for my 
recorded age, I had the youngest-looking body in the 
House of Commons. That is a subtle distinotion, the 
value of which I cannot grasp. I know that I have been 
a buck in my time, and if I only get my time to myself 
once more, I may again become as ornamental as I am 
now useful. I will think it over, and probably in the 
course of the next few weeks you may bear what 
resolution’! have taken. 

Yours faithfully, H-iolv M-tth-ws. 


/ I in I Vfm ^ forgive my not 

\ 111 1 being more precise as to my where- 

JB 1^ L ^ abouts. The fact is if I can get 

ill ^ II ^ away from London for a day or two 

1^ l l/m /M i without leaving my address, I am 

^ ^ ^/ I^BlIlllll llllillllllM/l^ S ^ ^ 

^ ^ \ ^ Cabinet Council on Thursday, 

1^ ® \ ^ afterwards ran down here, et yy 

^ N ’ reste^^t any rate over Sunday. 1 
I aS § am getting more and more tired of 
^ the ^offi^ s^donically 

"Tl wJMI intolerable. I used once to ha'^^e 
1 1 1 \ 1 Sunday to myself : but now, owing 
// ^ new-born cnurch-going fer- 

J/yP ‘ 7 il™ / vour of the Unemployed, Sunday is 

the worst day of the week. So 
when opportunity offers, as just 

now, I cut the whole business and get me into the sweet seclusion of Surrey. 

I see by the papers that I am about to resign office, and retire into that private 
life, upon which during the past twelve months I have looked back with 
increasing affection. Perhaps the statement is true, and perhaps the Markiss 
would say it is “not authentic.” We shall see. In the mean time, at this 
distance from Parliament Street, 1 get the advantage of perspective in regarding 
the ofhce of Home Secretary, Down here it seems odd enough that it should 
be so much hankered after by men of various temperaments. H-ket J-m-s 
wanted it at the time H-ec-et secured it. It had a strange fascination for 
L-we, and I am disclosing no secret when I mention that my old friend and 
patron, Q-e-nd-lph. fancies it would suit him down to the ground. I only wish 
he would try it. If I were certain that he would come iuj it might have some 
effect in hastening m^jr decision on the question of resmnation. Of course 
Ge-ne-lpf and 1 remain on terms of friendliest regard. I am indebted to him 
for a sudden promotion exceeding the hopes of the most sanguine politician. 
Still, I would hke to see him at the Home Office, if only for a short six months. 
He is serenely confident he could grapple with the situation. Johnot Extsseix 
was quite a nervous, modest person, compared with Oe-md-lph. I should really 
like to see my old friend in my old chair. 

The post, of course, has its attractions. It is no small thing to be principal 
Secretary oi State, with a seat in the Cabinet, and an adequate salary. But, 
to ten the truth, dear Tobx, the Home Secretary lives too near the People to 
have an uninterruptedly pleasant time. He is too close to, and too frequently 
under, the public eye. ' It is like working in a glass hive. A Foreign Secretary 
labours in secret in the Samoan Islands, or some equally remote quarter, and 
months elapse before the publication of the Blue Book places his labour under 
the criticism of the public. The Secretary for the Colonies works under similar 
conditions, whilst the First Lord of the Admiralty and the War Secretary, 
except upon rare occasions, have only their respective Services to deal with. 

But the Home Secretary is, necessarily, always at home to impertinent 
lookers-in, or idle callers who have not sufficient business of their own to attend 
to. If anything goes wrong with the water or the gas, if a country Magistrate 
makes a more than usually particular ass of himself, if a policeman arrests the 
wrong woman in Eegent Street, if there is a procession through the parks or 
a meeting in Trafalgar Square, it ’s ever the Home Secretary that is wrathfuUy 
I turned to for explanation. When things go well with London or the Provinces, 
you never hear the Home Secretary's name mentioned. The condition of 


A BLACK AFFAIE AT HAYTI. 

Tbe Foreign Office, whether represented by Lord 
SALiSBUETor Lord EosBBEETj—two “berries,” so that we 
are to judge of the worth of our Foreign Office by its 
berries, not by its fruits,— ought to be hauled over the 
coals— the victim^s name being suggestive of this process 
—by the British Public. Mr. Coles was innocent of 
the charge brought agaiust him, was convicted in the 
face of evidence; and as there was no one to screen 
Coles, poor Coles— Coles down again I— was shovelled 
into a black hole, which was, ^ro. a Coles cellar. 
After sixteen months of Haytian bonds, and being kept 
in durance by Haytian Black Q-uards, the energy of the 
British F. 0. obtained for the unfortunate prisoner a free 
pardon I But no further redress, except the offer of £500, 
which Coles couldn’t be “ cokes’d” into accepting. Now 
this matter of Hayti and Colts is a very black affair. 
What is going to be done ? Do we leave Coles and 
scuttle P Surely so gross a wrong" perpetrated in Hayti 
ought to have been put right in Hayti-seven. 


Tb:b most Litioioxts Peesom ok Eecoeb.— The man 
who had all his invitations properly stamped at Somerset 
House, and then brought an action against his hosts for 
breach of agreement if a dinner happened to he put off. 

MUMPSIMUS I ” 



Reminiscence of a celebrated and highly popiilar picture, 
adapted to the painful circumstance announced last week by 
Truth; namely, that the Chorister Boys at a certain Cathedrm 
haye aU got the Mumps. 


VOL. xorn. 
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HIS FIRST APPEARANCE AT THE CAFE DES AMBASSADEURS. 



When I wrote Aux Italiens long: ago 
(And Trovatore rhymed with piir« 
gatory) 

I little thought Paris one day should 
know 

The hard in an Amhassador’s full 
glory. 

Ah I I shall miss the Oriental show 
Of Ind— but that is scarce apleasant 
story, 

And, after all, I fancy that my Charis 
Had always, more or less, a touch of 
Paris. 

“ Lucile^^ for instance I Well, I Ve 
wandered far 

From my old Wanderer days ; tant 
mieux^ perchance. ^ 

Better to be a diplomatic star 
Than a poetic shade. Beloved 
France, 

To ape i^yjeunesse doree will not jar 
Upon my spirit, which is all ro- 
mance : [finical, 

I love the blend of the sublime and 
Of chivalry, choioelcookery, and the 
cynical. 

Chambeklaik— d'ed I dub him once 
a scold, r wrong— 

A leaner, later Casca f I was 
Is ofi to Canada, and Balbo bold 
(I called him bilious once, but 
^twas in song) 

Is with us now, I hope the league 
may hold. 

Who now dubs Joseph— though of 
course he ’s strong— 

“The secret despot of a Cabintt, 
That dare not disregard his faintest 
threat?” 

Forgive the thought, C-ascxLius ! 

Whether Joe ^ [more 

Ha^put his foot in it, and bowed still 
Your “large Olympian forehead,” 
I don’t know; [bore 

But I can see that it must be a 
To have your diplomats run wild. 

WitI other purpose to a nearer 
shore ; [win, 

And soon I hope your confidence to 
And prove no ass, though in the 
Lxoes’ skin ! 


The “Wild West” finished up 
rather tamely. Lord Lorne and 
others, with, wepresumo, the Honour- 
able Bttfealo Bill Cony, palavered 
about an International Arbitration 
Court. If the Hon, and Eev. Bill— 
“Eeverend” because, as he tells us, 
he once performed the part of a clergy- 
man and married a couple, pronounc- 
ing a formula which, being a close 
parody on the words of the solemn 
rite, need not be repeated here, though 
they evidently struck him as a bright 
idea.— has anything to do with it, we 
shall hear of the rules of this now 
Court (not Earl’s Court) being at 
once codi-fied. 


OWEN MEKEDITE, ALIAS LORD ] 

Lord X- 

Lovjbs Metamorphoses I sang of late, 

“ My Unglenaverilled Olenaveril ” 
Puzzled the Public’s unpoetio pate. 

Wit, like mjr sire’s imaginary Vril, 

Is thaumaturgio, I have served the State 
In various ways with elegance and skill; 
But mp “last Metamorphosis,” I opine, 

Oat ol G-lenaveril’s wholly takes the shine. 


LYTTON, TRANSLATED INTO FRENCH. 
sings 

From “OwEH Meredith,” of Servian song, [this! 

Translator (who said through the French?) to 
The course, like my Serb falcon’s fiight, is long. 

The proletariat possiblv maj hiss. 

I scorn the anserine Oladstonian throng, 

; Whose mouthpiece is the Gaily Dews, I wis 
That nickname shows a polish and a fibre 
Of wit well worthy my prodigious Sire. 


Ebstitutioh -with Eestgnatioh. 
— M. Wiisoh gave tip 40,000 francs’ 
worth of postage. Will M. Q-Rkvr 
give up the post altogether? 

AiroTHER Motto for AuGHSTTrs 
Drdriolands, — He does not say, 
“Peace with Honour,” hut “Piece 
with Merritt.” 

“The Eohgh Element last 
week, was— the Sea. 
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Born at Stockhol'fn^ Odoler 6, 1821, Married Eerr Otto 
Goldschmidt, Felruary 5, 1852. Died, Eommler 2, 1887. 

“ She neyer lost her interest in the two chief objects of her 
life, music and charity.” — Times. 

Mxrsic and Charity I Of all things mortal, 

What sweeteners of onr lives may match .these twain ? 
What draweth hearts nearer the heavenly portal 
Than mercy’s impulse, melody’s moving strain ? 

Well chosen, singer sweet I 
Great gif tSj and the large love of giving meet, 

Well harmonised in Jennt Lnsrn’s career ; 

These made her life delight, these make her memory dear. 

Punch, of well-fitting phrases ready minter. 

Christened his favourite forty years ago ; 

Hailed as “ The Nightingale that Sings in Winter,” * 
The Swedish songstress whom the voice of woe 
Moved ever, as her own 
Moved the applauding multitude ; alone, 

Amidst the stars of Opera’s tuneful quire. 

To succour ever prompt as potent to inspire ! 

“ Dear Jeitnt Lind ! ” So then his song addressed her 
Who still is “ Jenny Lind,” and still is dear. 

Though Genius praised, and Fashion’s crowd caressed her, 
She sank not, like some stars, below her sphere 
Into those darkening mists 
Whose taint the true and tender heart resists. 

Her nature fame was powerless to soil, [spoil. 

Whom splendour hardened not, and puffery could not 

How the crowd rushed and crushed, and cheered and 
Forty years syne, to hang upon her song I [clamoured, 
01 La SonnamhuWs heroine enamoured, 

Thrilled by the finte-like trillings sweet as strong 
Of their dear Nightingale. ^ 

Amina, Lucia, Alice, each they ’d hail 
With fervent plaudits, in whose Slush and stir 
Love of her silvery song was blent with love of her. 

And each well earned ! The crowd would press and jostle 
To hear their favourite warbler, from whose throat, 
Clear as the lark, and mellow as the throstle, 

The limpid melody would soar and float. 

• Now like a shattered lute, 

The Nightingale who sang in winter ’s mute ; 

But long remembered that pure life shall be. 

To Music dedicate and vowed to Charity. 

* See Punch, Yol. XVI., p. 16. 



THE L/VBOUR MARKET.^^ 

First Fast Counivynxm, ‘^Sha.ll yeaou Voote for the Dis’tablishment o’ 

TH* CHcr’oHr* 

Bm'nd Ditto {firmly), ‘*No ; tear I ’on’t, Bo’ I Work’s soass enow as 

»X IS— BUT IP WE WAS TO HEV ALL THEM PARSONS TU’NNED OUT, AN’ GOIN’ 

’bout PiiOUGHtN’, an’ Hedoin’, an’ Mowin’, an’ Hirvestin’, we should be 
wuss off than we are now 1 ” 


“THE BEAEING OF IT LIES IN THE APPLICATION.” 

“ Spare no efforts to maintain the magnificent inheritance which 
has descended from your forefathers,” said Mr, Chamberlain, when 
bidding a temporary good-bye to Birmingham. .... 

Well, ifc is a magnificent inheritance, and most certainly it is our 
duty, as well as our interest, to maintain it. But how ? Magnificent 
as it is, it has certain incumbrances ; memories of wrongs unredressed, 
actualities of mismanagement unremoved. To maintain these is not 
to improve the inheritance, and enable us to hand it down bettf^r 
worth maintaining by those who will inherit it from us. As stewards 
of the splendid patrimony of empire, we must not only keep it 
together, butproperly— that is, justly and sagaciously— administer it, 
which, indeed, is the only sure and safe way of maintaining it. The 
accumulated mortgage of our ancestors’ errors and misdeeds is, un- 
fortunately, but inevitably, a part of our “ inheritance.” To pay it 
off may seem a burdensome duty, but a duty it is, in the resolute 
doing, not the haughty ignoring or cowardly shirking, of which we 
shall be at least as truly “ maintaining our inheritance,” as by stroke 
of sword, or statute of coercion. Verb, sap. 

We see a book advertised by Messrs. Kegan^ Paul & Co., called 
Tertium Quid, Ask an Eton Boy, about Chnstmas time, or when 


THE FISHERS. 

[Some way after Kingsley,) 

The Fishers went sailing North, South, East, and West, 
And they raised lots oi rows ere the sun went down. 
Each fancied the foreigners’ waters the best. 

And wished in those waters to let his nets down. 

And Commissions must work and Statesmen must weep, 
And weary with trying the peace for to keep. 

Whilst the Public heart is groaning. 

The Smack-owners rush to Lord Salisbury’s side, 

And genial Joseph’s to Canada gone ; 

And the end of this selfishness, temper, and prid‘d, 

Will be a great big all-round fight ere all ’s done, 
Unless men will try their hot tempers to keep, 

And establish some rule of fair-play on the deep, 

For which honest hearts are all moaning. 


you can “ owe him one ” for that. 

What ’s in a Name?— T he person who ought to write a weird 
Christmas story is, evidently, the Author of Bootle^ Baby, That 
Imp I &o., John Strange Winter. 

Motto for the New Lord Aut Keyser aut nuUusP 


Political Sepulture.— The Senior Member for Northampton 
lately told his constituents that :— 

“ The Conservatives were digging their own graves, and it was about the 
only good and sensible thing they possibly could do.” 

But if they wanted an interment, the Home-Rulers could supply 
them with a Sexton ready and willing to save them that trouble. 

“The Scarcity of Hares.”— I t is so stated. But it’s only a 
bald statement. 

Letts’ Diaries.— There are two sorts of Letts : The Out^Letts for 
1887, and the In-Letts for 1888. Letts get ’em. 
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SHOWS VIEWS. 

By Victor WThO-goes^EverywTiere, 

Last week was remarkable for a number of Matinies. There were 
two, each with a new Play, at the Yaudeville, in preparation 
apparently for the disappearance of Sophia, The Author of one of the 

pieces was, I ianoY, Mr. Joiois 

(the name fixed itself on my 

tiHBv ^ — QT/ L L s memory), but I am not guite 

il about the others. I 

jHHH I ^ ^ rather think the first play 

was written in collaboration 
I* possibly by Messrs. Brown i 

I ' ' I Bobinson to complete the i 

I |i L inimortal trio. However, the 

I [ !' I morning performance par ex- 

i\ ^ 1 i the production 

/ / ll'/ m ill ^ original poetical 

Iv /UHL IVi ^ called 

' ' 'i - ' by Ono. Graves, at 
iII I HSHH ^ .JH^^#,Brury Lane. This was redly 

nlB^HPr- I '•'/ ‘ /' ' interesting occasion, 

I MBHl' i 1 ^^ taken back to 

111 'IflHH?' •: ' |^||||^HHpB.c. 1420, and I must admit 

g S ^ ^ wa^ rather^taken 

many other mattes of a 
yet more recent date. I sup- 
posed this was local colouring, and when 1 saw the “ Banq[uetting 
Hall in the Palace,” I felt sure that the Egyptian Court represented 
belonged to the Nineteenth Century, and could be easily 
discovered (either by season ticket or on payment of a shilling) in 
Sydenham. The Author supplies a note in the official programme, 
in which she informs the World that Amun-Mxkera Nitoceis was 
“ handsome among women, and brave among men, and governed for 
her husband with great splendour and much justice, though she is 
rebuked by several of the ancient historians for her cruelty and 
sensuality,” and no doubt these facts have suggested the five long 
Acts of the more or less poetical play. What story there is shows how 
the adopted son of and apprentice to an Embalmerj after being left 
to die in the Palace of Nitocris for refusing to join in an unpatriotic 
toast, escapes, and twelve weeks later is lured back once more to the 
Boyal realms to reject the suddenly-kindled love of the Egyptian 
Claeen in favour of the a^ection of a Grecian orphan called Soris, 
who happens to be staying on a visit with her swarthy Majesty. 
Then Soris gets half-poisoned and entirely stabbed, and Nitocris and 
the Embalmer’s Apprentice repair to a “stretch of desert in the 
neighbourhood of tne Pyramids,” to be drowned in an inundation 
which is much talked about but never seen. As the Embalmer's 
Apprentice, Mr. J , H. Barnes fostered the impression that he was 
either a very slow and dull pupil, or that the art of embalming had 
taken him a middle-aged lifetime to thoroughly acquire. In the last 
act he looked like a portly Eriar of Orders Grey sadly in need of the 
fast rising Nile. Mr. Robert Pateman was good as a nigger 
Quasimodo^ who apparently had nothing in particular to do save to 
murder Miss Alk a Mttrrat when that popular ' tragedienne^ s 

^ 91 ^ sorrows became monotonous and required 
. T=i 7 w cnxtailment in the interests of the audience. 

I I 1 M^* .J^RNANDEZ too was useful as Chief of 

^Sl ‘ the Magi, and Mr. Bernard Gouxd’s per- 

^ Jw -'f"' wL fo^anoe would have been more pleasing 
Ajl had he really died at the end of the Second 

instead of living to see the final fall of 
^ the curtain. But this last was rather, the 


JDULv onia xasu was rarner ,tne 
M Author’s than the actor’s fault. Personally 
^f/ I should have been better satisfied had everv 

r . tvnts. Xt.. J A.1- - 171? . 1 1 1 . V 


one died at the end of the First Act, hut I 
Min Front. ^ exacting. On Wed- 

„ , - , _ nesday, after the “principals” had been 

called and received more or less applause, there was a cry for the 
Authoress^ when to my surprise a lady in a semi-masculine costume 
and seemmgly m her “teens,” made her way before the curtain. 
This was young Clo,”— a most charming person to judge from her 
personal appearance. There was a farther “call” when a gentle- 
man of much maturer years was seen bowing. I do not know if he 

^Westionably a much older 
11^3 an elderly Cno.^^ Ages ago a wonderful piece 

caUed N%tocr%s was played at Dfury Lane for a few nights mth 
moderate success. In it was represented an inundation, that, if it 
did not precisely resemble Ihe watens of™ the rising Nile, at any rate 
was a capitel realisation of green-coloured musfin sprinkled with 
spangles. Lam afraid^, that young “Ceo’s” poetical play will not 
keep the stage much longer than its predecessor. 


It was my good fortune to be present at the opening of the 
Manchester Exhibition (which Jfr. Funch very appropriately 
christened the “ Gem of the Jubilee,”) and on Thursday last I again 
paid it a visit with about sixty-five thousand other persons. In spite of 
the hurricane of the preceding Monday, the building was in an 
excellent condition, and the reproduction of the old part of the 
ancient city had weathered the storm as if it had been intended to 
remain for a thousand years instead of half-a-dozen months. I was 
much struck with the extreme good-nature of a Lancashire crowd. 
In the afternoon a severe shower of rain, which I fancy must have 
come down from Town by the 1010 Express from Euston (a train 
I which maintained the tradition of the L. & N. W. R. by 
I arriving to the minute) drove aU the pleasure -seekers from the 
I grounds into the building, and for a moment there was an “ugly 
block.” Immediately the police and the other officials organised a 
I stream right and left, and when it was found that there were many 
schools amongst the sight-seers, a cry of “Make way for the 
children I ” secured the safety of the little ones. The picture galleries 
were as popular as ever, and I observed that the^ crowd generally 
gathered in dense masses near the paintings with historical events as 
their subjects. The arrival of the Princess of Wales at Gravesend 
was particularly favoured, and some regret was expressed that the 
Bencners of the Middle Temple had required the return of the 
portrait by Hold of their Royal Treasurer. The splendid display 
of the works of Mr. Watts did not attract much attention, one lady 
observing that it was “ a pity that they had nqt been finished,” and 
their opposite neighbours by Mr. Burne-Jones, were also a 
little above the heads (in more senses than one) of the average 
shilling public. But Landseer, Millais, Poynter and Holman 
Hunt had thousands of earnest admirers, and there were always 
enthusiastic groups in front of “ jTAc Derby Bay and “JKamd- 

f ate SandsJ^ It was delightful to walk through the galleries 
evoted to this unique, this magnificent collection of purely 
native Art, only saddened by the reflection that such an oppor- 
tunity would never offer itself again. The machinery, from another 
point of view, was nearly as interesting. I have been present at 
many Exhibitions, but have never seen anything to equal the display 
of “ works in operation.” Both visitors and “ hands ” seemed to be 
equally in earnest ; the first to watch, and the second to work. Then 
the music was excellent, as, indeed, it was obliged to be to satisfy 
the requirements of Manchester connoisseurs, who are not to be put 
ofic with second-rate bands. Lastly, the illuminated fountains were 
absolutely f ahy-like with their colours reflected from below the water- 
line. And this reminds me there was also something else fairy-like— 
the table d^hSte dinner served in the Conservatory, which seemed 
(with its many courses, of the daintiest proportions) to be exactly 
suited to the wants of Titania and (if he took the hint printed on 
ihBmenu, and “requiring extra quantities of any of the dishes.” 
asked for more) of the robuster Oberon, The captious might certainly 
have objected that the dessert would have been more satisfactory 
had nut-crackers been supplied with the walnuts. I asked for a 
pair, but was told by my waiter that he could get me none. No 
doubt this little defect will be remedied when the contractor fulfils 
his intention of catering next year at the Brussels Exhibition. But 
this is a detail. For the rest, the Manchester celebration of the 
Fiftieth Year of Her Majesty’s reign has been worthy of the occa- 
sion ; and my second visit has fully confirmed the opinion (that was 
expressed in May last) that the leading town of Lancashire has 
produced the Gem of the Jubilee. 

JAW-HOLDING. 

At the dinner of the Nottingham Mechanics’ Institution, the other 
night, Mr. Phelps, the American Minis- , 
ter, advocated the establishment of a ^ 

Professorship of Silence in schools and . ' ; !i 

colleges. Good! There is too much ' ,i * 

latitude given to jabberers and ebat- cunisri'^'!' 

terers in the present day. Politicians — ' ‘i|! ' 

do nothing but prate, and the talking j I ’ 

man nowadays has taken the place of I jliiii' 

the working man. We might begin our i lii' jl ^ 

reform in the House of Commons. The " I 

Sergeant-at-Arms might appoint a , '(l • ^ 

beadle to bridle the tongues of the - — 

everlasting talkers, and an official with ^ 

a large extinguisher should make them harmless after they had 

bored the House for five minutes. 


To SEVEim Correspondents.— “ Fox the Cluaker.” It is not 
true that the birthday of this excellent man is celebrated in Ms 
native place by an annual “meet.” Fox was occasionally hunted, 
but though a Quaker, it is not on record that he ever quaked. Our 
Correspondents’ mistake axises probably from Fox having been a 
man of pax. But in this case Ms memory would be honoured by all 
card-players. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Thebe is no better form of book, providing always the print be 
clear and distinct, than the volume which is adapted practically in 

price and size to the pocket. 
One man’s pocket is more capa- 
cious than another’s, as one 
man’s purse is longer than 
another’s, and the latter can 
purchase a volume more ex- 
pensively got up than the small, 
useful, charnadng travelling 
companions that Mr, Funch 
has at this moment actually in 
view while others are in his 
mind’s eye, Horatio. The 
Handy - Volume JShakspeare 
(Beabbijbt, Aghew, & Co.), 
which in every way is the 
model of a pocket-volume, the 
model par excellence^ is a 
member of a family all in one 
case, a perfect Christmas pre- 
sent. But if one volume is 
lost, the set is spoilt, and the 
misslng book cannot, in the 
Handy Yols. ordinary course of bookselling 

nature, be replaced. Conse(iuently only a very careful and metho- 
dical person can venture upon travelHng about with one of these 
volumes as his pocket- companion. A little Shakespeare is a 
dangerous thing. And this is why the small books belonging to 
CasselPs National Library, price threepence apiece, ought to find 
favour in the eyes of those who can read in a cab, in a coach, in a 
train, or even walking. As to a man running and reading the 
thing’s almost impossible, and whoever saw a man on horseback 
reading a book, except in an old print of Doctor Syntax ? As the 
snail carries his shell about with him, so every Englishman can 
carry his own Cassell, and get rid of it too— which is more than the 
snail can— and can lose it— and can replace it for the small sum of 
threepence, or if secondhand (for being in limp covers they soon become 
“ secondhand ” in appearance) for considerably less. With a volume 
from this library carried always in the tail-pocket of his coat— the 
very place to carry a short tale — ^no one need ever be idle, and every 
spare moment, as long as he is wearing the coat, can be well occupied. 
These bits of books are our modern Curiosities of Literature, 

Nor must we forget the Dickeks series of Messrs. Rotjtledge, who 
have just brought out a dainty little edition of the Cricket on the 
Hearth, This is a lasting work got up in a lasting manner. And 
so whether the tale be long, or short, pointed or not, every man for a 
small sum, in some instances a very small sum, can be his own tale- 
bearer: only the tale isn’t his, it is somebody else’s, but his by 
purchase. 

Among the handiest of handy books must be included the Pocket 
Diaries for 1888, numbered, respectively, one, two, three^-^f which 
Ho. 3 is “A 1,”— brought out by Johh Walker & Co. of Parringdon 
House, and admirably adapted to all walkers, who can now bring 
them out for themselves every day in the new year. One novelty 
there is in Walker & Co.’s division of pages, and this is that two 
are set apart for “Addresses”— not political ones, of course— and 
two others for “ Yisits (such an idea could only have struck a 
Walker who wanted an object for his walk)— these being subdivided 
into columns headed “ iVawe,” “ Deception Day,'^ “ Visit Received,^^ 
“ Vint Returned,^* which m itself is quite a little manual, or 
Walker's Dictionary, of politeness. To “ Cash ” is devoted a great 
deal too much space ; but, of course, if there is sufidcient cash to fill 
it, so much the better. If we might suggest a “ rider ” to Walker, 
it would be that, as many persons, who pay nothing else, are often 
most assiduous in “ paying their addresses ” and in “paying visits,” 
an equal space might be given to business as represented by “ Cash,” 
and to pleasure as represented by the two other items. The pencil 
is a triumph of ingenuity, and the binding of Ho. 3 proves the truth 
of the old adage, that there is nothing lfl:e leather, specially when 
the leather is Eussian. 


Htjmiettt.— T he Pall Mall Gazette, in its account of the conse- 
cration of T^ro Cathedral, stated how— 

The Archbishop of Cantebbtjby and the Bishop of Tauno received the 
Prince of Wales at the Phillpotts porch, and conducted His Eoyal Highness 
to a footstool placed for him in the choir. Every available inch of space was 
crowded.” 

Poor Eoyal Highness 1 only a “footstool” to sit upon. He was 
His Eoyal Lowness on this occasion. If, however, for “footstool” 
we read “faldstool,” His Eoyal Highness’s apparently uncomfortable 
position becomes intelligible. 


MORE REALISM. 

Dear Mr. Puhch, 

Will you not help us to make a stand even now against the 
encroachments of realism in the pronunciation of Latin ? My evening 
paper has been full of it lately. Why, 

Sir, it is well known that the Britons 
understood the Romans, and the Romans 
the Britons, and if the Romans had said 
their repetition in the absurd foreign 
fashion that a few modern-side pedants 
advocate, is it likely that the Britons 
would have understood them, much less 
that they would have had so much re- 
spect for them as to admit their garri- 
sons, and their Mayors, and their Cor- 
orations, and what not for four or five 
undred years ? And if our early ancestors had spoken Latin in this 
eminently unmanly un-English fashion, why should we naturally 
and instinctively pronounce it in our own way now, as if there were 
no natural piety linking the chapters of our rough island story 
together? 

The Cambridge Augustan Johnnies (Dr. Saedts at least, being a 
Johnian, may excuse the term) set great store upon the fact that all 
over the Continent the language is pronounced in the foreign manner. 
Why, Sir, it is well known that the Horse tongue in Iceland, being 
icerlated, has remained nearly unchanged since its introduction iu 
the ninth century. And England is an island ; therefore the Latin 
tongue, introduced by the Roman colonists, must have remained 
unchanged also. For my own part, I own I have no patience with 
this degradation of the hallowed traditions of our school-days to the 
level of languages which can be got up in Ollendorff and fluently 
pattered by couriers and waiters. “ Wenny, weedy, weaky.” Hood 
gracious I Is that the language of a conquering, masterful race ? 
The matter does not admit of serious argument. 

Yours, wondering what next. One oe the Old School. 



^The Last of the Go-he-caks.— The Times for November 1, in 
giving a list of the Masters of Foxhounds, mentioned the Rev. E. M. 
REYKOLLSas “the only clergyman who can append M.F.H. to his 
name.” Of course this does not mean that no other clergyman 
“ can” do so, or the Clergy would indeed be an uneducated set, but 
that the Eev. E. M. Eetnolds is the only successor of the Eev. Jack 
Eitssell who has the right to append M.F.H. to his name. How 
often does his pack meet? Is it Reynolds's Weekly? If the 
hounds are a trine mixed, it may be known as Reynolds's Miscellany, 


Cattain Stokes, who peremptorily ordered Mr. O’Brien ofl to 
prison, seems to be the sort of a man that Charles Dickens described 
as a “Harbitrary Gent.” Ouite a despotic Turk. As the 
Nationalists call the Castle Oficials “ Bashi-Bazouka,” let them 
alLude to the gallant Captain and Magistrate as “ Stokes Bey.” 


International Arbi- 
tration. — Should difficul- 
ties ever arrive at this 
peaceable solution — (so 
Hkely I — ahem I — but 



International Punch. 


always a Bright Dream)— 
then there could not be a 
name of better omen for a 
representative of British 
Interests than “ Lyon 
Playfair.” 


Trafalgar Square may 
be “the finest site in the 
world,” but the Mob in 
it isn’t. 


A EOW IH THE OALLEEY. 

What does it all mean ? “Pitch ’em 
overl” cries Sir Colttts- Lindsay of 
his “ salaried assistants,” and perhaps 
Sir CouTTS would like to pitch Messrs. 
CoMYNs Carr and C. E. HallIi all 
over, and make them come out un- 
commonly black after the process. But 
apparently the “ salaried assistants” 
have thrown over their munificent patron 
of the Arts, and turned themselves out. 
But this is “no new thing,” for when- 
ever we have had the pleasure of meet- 
ing Mr. Carr or Mr. HallI;, they have 
always been uncommonly well turned 
out, and not a speck on either of them. 
Evidently the Carr has been upset, and 
HALLf: has walked off, showing himself 
a “Halle Slower.” The two “salaried 
assistants” will not go to swell the 
ranks of the “Unemployed,” and, in 
order to prevent the re-entrance of the 
“salaried assistants,” Sir Coutts now 
keeps guard at the Gallery door, armed 
with a Pike. 


^Summary of the Endacott-Cass 
Affair.— A Miss-take. 
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HAVING A GOOD TIME. 

Mamma, yeey late, Emily. Has anybody taken yott down to Supper?” 

Fair FibuUmU {who has a fine healthy ajfypetUe), ** Oh yes, Mamma—sbveral People ! ” 


ALL THE DIEEERENCE. 

Ho, no ! A natural alarm, but needless I 
*Tis true subversive dolts in these sad 
times 

Do call on you to flourish and to feed less, 
And hint that pomp and turtle soup are 
crimes. 

The sour fanatics I [their attics. 
Scribblers who’d set the .world straight from 
But they will never dare —the dastards, !N o I— 
To stop the Lord Mayor’s Show. 

Your fright, my Lord, ’s a pardonable error. 

The Proclamation can’t apply to you. 

Ho one, I ’m sure, can take you for a Terror, 
Bed, white, or any other tint or hue. 

Are you “ disorderly ” ? [lie ; 

Ho ; you within legality’s trim-kept border 
From touching you even almighty Law 
Would shrink with utter awe. 

True you perambulate the streets.” What 
^ noddy 

Objects ? You do not “ break into a run,” 
And as to “terrorising ” anybody, 

Ho one could hint at that, except in fun. 

* ‘ Hooting and yelling ” 

Are not your vocal habits. Warren ’s belling 
The Cat of Anarchy ; he ’ll tell you that. 

You are not quite that Cat. 

Its claws are showing, and they may want 
clipping, 

And shindy in the streets is just a pest ; 
But Law, though lately once or twice found 
tripping. 

Won’t interfere with the calm Civic nest. 
Matthews seems heedless, 


And “shoves his oar in” in a style most 
needless ; 

But even he would hardly raise his clutch 
The sacred Hintn to touch. 

Ho, a good rule may have a good exception. 

You’re popular, pass oa! Rowdies aud rafE 
Heed raps. Let him in civism adept, shun 
The spouter’s bawling, and the Bobby’s stafl. 
Mad mobs in Town 

Are a vile nuisance that must be put down ; 
Bat you’re not a “Procession,” don’t you 
know, — 

You are— a “ Show” I 


" CHAELES OUB EEIBND.” 

Bravo, Sir Charles Warren ! The 
roughs may consider you a Rabid Warren, 
but what does that matter to you, or to us, or 
to any lover of order, peace, and quietness in 
this vast Metropolis ? You ’re not a weasel to 
be caught napping, and your recent Procla- 
mation is admirable, if its provisions be only 
justly and exactly carried out. Your arrange- 
ments too— talking of provisions— for housing 
the houseless, seem to be remarkably judicious. 
Mr, Punch trusts that the Processions which 
you mention, and “ the wandering bands per- 
ambulating the streets,” which you are going 
to consider as disorderly, will be taken to 
include those disturbers of our Sund^ duiet, 
calling themselves Members of the Salvation 
Army, who, it is to be ho^ed, in every district 
wherever their presence is not welcome to a 
majority of the respectable residents, will be 
summarily dispersed and their noise stopped. 


On working days let perambulating bands 
come out for air and exercise, only let them 
take care that their “ air ” be always in tune. 
That schools and olub^ should have their 
bands is au excellent thing. But there are 
six days in the week for noise, and the Sal- 
vationists can let us have our Sunday in 
peace. Mr, Punch is all for freedom of 
speech, and so he speaks out freely. He is 
all for the liberty of the subject, but the 
subject must remember that he is a subject, 
aud Mr, Punch takes the liberty to remind 
him of it. At the meeting of real working 
men of business to protest against these 
meetings in Trafalgar Square, Mr. Frederick 
Gordon spoke up for his Metropole-itan in- 
terests in Grand style. The Home Secre- 
tary, it is to be hoped, carefully pondered the 
speeches of these practical gentlemen. Mr. 
Attenborough, too,— “ 0, my prophetic soul, 
my uncle I ’’—gave distinct evidence of the 
injuiy done to trade in and about Trafal- 
gar Square, The Rev. Mr. Kixro moved a 
resolution, and Mr. Biddulph seconded it, 

Saying ditto 

To Mr. Kitto. 

And Mr, Punch once more expresses his hope 
that the first Act of next Session will be one 
to regulate meetings and processions in and 
about London, whereby orderly citizens may 
enjoy their rights undisturbed. Trafalgar 
Square and all our great thoroughfares should 
be “proclaimed districts,” as regards the 
loafers, roughs, and rowdies Vhose object is 
plunder, and whose end is— or, at least, should 
be— punishment, 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGE.^^ 


Old Frmid. “Hullo, Dick! How are you? I wish you’d 
COMB AND Dine with mb to-nioht. But now you’re a Lord, I 
SUPPOSE I mustn’t call you Dick any longer, or even ask you 
TO Dinner ? ” 

Nohle Fwrl {who has just cotM into his Title), “ Lord be slowed ! 
Lend me a Tiver, and you may call me what you like — ^and 
I ’ll Dine with you into the bargain ! ” 


SCA.ELETmA AT TRTJRO. 

The HJsthetic ArcLbisliop Benson has an eye for colour. At 
Truro, the Twies report says, ** he wore his scarlet rooe and train, 
which, as he moved from place to place in the Cathedral ^very 
restless of him, by the way— “was upborne by two little acolytes 
clad in scarlet cassocks and dainty surplices of lawn, and wearing: 
tiny scarlet caps upon their heads.” The Archbishop is the big: 
scarlet, and the tiny acolytes might be called the^ scarletim. .^d to 
think that years ago this sudden outbreak of archiepiscopal brilliancy 
would have been inveighed against as trilling with the ScarlCT 
Lady.” H.R.H. made an excellent speech on the occasion, and, with 
the ef ect of colour still in his memory, he could not resist remindmg 
the jesthetio Dr, Benson that “ seven years and a half ago ’’—nothing 
like being exact— “he (H.R.H.) was enabled to lay the foundation 
stone of this Cathedral with Masonic honours.” “Archbishop m 
scarlet, forsooth I scarlet tiny acolytes I ” (such was evidently the 
rebuke conveyed in H.R.H.’s speech) — “you should just s^ Me as 
Most Worshipful G-rand Master, with my Wardens, Deacons, 
Chaplains, and Tylers I Why, in comparison with that blaze o| 
splendour, you and your scarlet are nowhere. However, L^ies and 
(Gentlemen, I came here on this occasion, not ‘ to oblige B^son, 
but to visit this ancient Duchy in my popular character of Duke of 
CoHNWAiL. Au revoir,^’* 


Monsignoe Persico, Truth says, stayed with Arohbi^op Cr^b, 
and dined with the witty and popular Father James Healy, P.P. 
of Little Bray. Well, Monsignor Persico must have heard a great 
deal of croke-ing, but let us hope he has got some reme^es for 
healy-ing the wounds of the distressful country from Mr, Funch $ 
good friend, Father Jambs, of Little Bray, and precious little bray 
aWt him. 


A MYSTERIOUS PAPER. 

The near approach of Christmas, with its fireside stories, has 
suggested the following list of ij^uestions for examination that may 
be put to himself by any intending raconteur.^ As he may be sure 
that if he can taclde them satisfactorily he wiU be able effectually 
to enchain any family circle he may come across during the coming 
festive season, he may be safely recommended to go at them in all 
confidence :— 

1. What is a “spook”? Have you ever met one in society? 
Define “telepathy.” Can you send a “ telepathigram ” ? If so, do 
you think it would cost more than a halfpenny a word ? 

2. Write a short biographical notice of Messrs. Myers and 
Gurney. State which of the two you would rather be, and give, if 
you can, your reasons for your answer. 

3. Furnish a brief abstract, that must^ not exceed 300 pages, of 
their joint work. Phantasms of the Living, What would be the 
present price of the two volumes on Mudie’s Second-hand List ? 

4. A certain Mr. Brown knew a Captain Jones, who knew a 
Major Robinson, who one night sitting at Mess at a hill- station in 
the Central Provinces of India, thought he saw a figure on the 
verandah and felt a sudden dig in the side as if soniebody had 
pushed him with his elbow. He had been mixing his wines rather 
freely, but turning to his neighbour, he said, “ I am almost sure 
something has happened to my Uncle James.” He subsequently 
wrote a dozen letters to England on the subject, ’but could never get 
any answer; and to this day, though his Uncle James is known to be 
alive and quite well, the matter remains a mystery. To what class 
of “inconsequent warnings” could you refer this experience ? 

6. At Bansbury House, Buckinghamshire, a phantom omnibus full 
inside and out of headless passengers, drives three times round the 
central grass-plot on the eve of the^ day on which the heir orders a 
new dress-coat. Account for this, if you can, and compare it with 
the reported apparition of the famous luminous elephant said to be 
visible to the Lairds of Glenhuish whenever the amount of their 
hutcher’s-hook reaches the sum of £20. 

6. Detail the circumstances that are said to explain the curious 
conduct of the celebrated little old man in the hag wig and faded blue 
velvet coat, that haunts the principal guest bedchamber at Token- 
house Manor. To what is he supposed to refer when after mourn- 
fully shaking his head three times he says, “It’s the mustard that 
did it I ” Examine this, and give some reasons to account for the fact 
that he invariably; disappears in the linen cupboard. 

7. Give the various popular versions of the secret which imparted 
at Rheums Castle to (1) the heir, on his attaining his majority, (2) the 
family butler, and (3) a select circle of intimate friends who may have 
chanced to attend on the occasion regarding the matter as an excel- 
lent joke, instantly turns their hair white^ causes them to look thirty 
years older, and makes them talk in wbisperSj and wear an expres- 
sion of melancholy terror for the rest of their lives. 

8. The hall of a well-known modern villa at Brixton is haunted 
by the spectre of a coal-heaver, who carries his head under 
his arm ; and, whenever it is opened, he is visible on the mat, just 
inside the front door. Tradesmen, therefore, calling with their 
accounts, rush away, terror-stricken, without waiting for payment, 
and visitors coming to five o’clock tea are carried off in violent 
hysterics to the nearest chemist’s. As the landlord cannot induce 
any bailiffs to cross the threshold, the tenant who is, notwithstand- 
ing their ghastty condition, quite cheerful on the premises, is several 
quarters in arrear with his rent. State, under the circumstances, 
what proceedings, if any, you would take to “ lay ” the ghost. 

9. It is well known that the celebrated gallery at Bingham Place, 
Somersetshire, is haunted, after midnight, by the apparition of a 
knight in full armour, who heralds his approach by the clanking of 
chains and cannon-balls, and who, after ninging about the boots and 
hot- water cans standing at the doors of the various guest-chambers, 
tumbles head-over-heels down-stairs, shrieking the refrain of a 
thirteenth century hunting-chorus, and having thoroughly awakened 
everybody sleeping on the premises, finally disappears with a loud 
unearthly wail, in the butler’s pantry. State what you think would 
be the probable result of waiting for the appearance of this spectre, 
and then suddenly hitting it hard over the knees with a cricket-bat. 

10. Give the story of the well-known “haunted house” in Bel- 
grave Square. How would the unconscious tenant who had taken it 
furnished be likely to account for the punctual appearance, at half- 
past nine every evening, among his guests in the hack drawing-room, 
of the eyeless baronet, in a dressing-gown, dragdng the two elderly 
females by the hair of their heads about iu a deadly struggle, aud, 
after continuing it for three-quarters of an hour, ultimat^ vanish- 
ing, as if exhausted, apparently into the grand piano ? Would you 
advise him to take his guests into his confidence, and apologise for the 
intrusion, or pretend to notice nothing unusual in the phenomenon, 
and simply ignore it P Examine the situation, and conclude your 
paper by desSiug with it in the shape of a short essay on “the 
position of the Ghost considered in relation to Society.” 
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INTERIORS AND EXTERIORS. No. 53. 



Ojpen carriages pass y containing Aldermen in tall hats and fur-coats* 

Critical Crowd* Brush, yer 'ats! There’s a nose I Oh, ain’t he 
bin ’avin’ a go at the sherry afore he started, neither I ’Ere comes 
old “ Sir Ben ’’—that ’s ’im in the white pot ’at ! 

{They cheer 8ir '^m-^withouty however y any clear notion why* 

Allegorical Cars pass. 

Crowd* Don’t they look chilly up there ! ’Old on to your globe, 
Six ! Don’t ketch cold in them tights, Miss I They ’ve run up agin 
somethink, that lot ’ave. See where.it ’s all bent in— eh ? 

Lord Mayor^s Coach passes* 

Crowd* ’Ooray ! That ’s ’im with the muff on. No, it ain’t, yer 
soft ’ed ! It’s ’im in the feathered ’at a-layin’ back, Whoy don’t 
yer let ’im set on yer lap, Q-uv’nor ? &c., &o. 

A hlock* Lady Mayoresses Coach stopping* 

Crowd* There ’s dresses ! They must ha’ cost a tidy penny I 

Agitator* Wrung out of the pockets of the poor working-man I 
dress ’em, I would! Why should sech as you and me keep the likes 
o’ them in laziness ? If we ’ad our rights, it ’s us as ’ud be riding in 
their places I 

Artisan {after a glance at him)* Dunno as the Show ’d be much the 
prettier to look at for thaty mate. 

After the Procession* 

Practical Pleasure-seeker {who has been pushed into a back roWy and 
seen nothing but the banner Sy to DueeHB and Wbetib, miraculously 
recovered)* Thank Heaven, they’re found! Children, let this be a 
lesson to you in f nture never to What ? Seen the Show beauti- 


fully, have you P {Boiling over*) Oh, very well—Yr^i till I get you 
home ! 

The Female P. Now, don’t say another word, John, — anyone but 
an idiot would have known that that cart would be turned down a 
back-street ! If I hadn’t insisted on getting out when I did, we 
should have missed the Show altogether. Policeman, is the Show 
ever coming ? Shall we get a good view from here ? 

Policeman* Capital view. Mum— if you don’t mind waiting till 
next November ! {Tableau* Curtain* 


The Ingratitude of Grandolph. 

Many terrible things have our patriots seen ; 

They have seen their dear Dizzy extending the sufihage, 
And versatile Gladstone a-wearing the Green, 

And Haecouei defending Home JEtule and the rough-rage ; 
And Disintegration approaching our realm, 

And Rads— so they fancy— inviting invaders ; 

But that which their souls must with woe most o’er whelm 
Is— Lord Randolph Chuechill a-ohaffing Fair Traders I 


satisy^ as our Schoolmaster had just breath enough to 
murmur when he escaped from out of the midst of a Socialist Meeting 
in Trafalgar Sqiuare. 

XJneoettjnatelt, the great enemy of the Teetotal Temperance 
Societies is— the British “ Public.” 
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MANNEES AND CUSTOMS OF THE CITY OF LONDON. 

{A Contribution towards a Future History ^ by Macaulay StigginSj G, (7.) 

The Loeb Matob was the first Priyy Cotmcillor created, and has 
remained so ever since that anspicions event. On the death of the 
Monarch, he presides at the meeting that is immediately summoned, 
and appoints the new Cabinet, generally from the members of the 

late Government, 
^ Q but on one memor- 

j&C'h fi-hle occasion he 

/ck appointed aU the 

N members of the 
Court of Aldermen 
’\ who had passed the 
Chair, and al- 
though they were 
^ afterwards induced 

noticed that dicing 

called* the Cabinet 
H of Absolute Wis- 

dom, after Alder- 

' ■ ■ 1 'i .' ■, *3, man Wood, the 

Prime Minister, 

who* was the First Lord of the Treasury who ever left more 
in it than he found there. His beautiful daughter, MiiiAj’was 
the reigning Toast of those hard-drinking days, and gave her 
well-known name to the magnificent City Barge that periodically 
conveys the City Fathers, together with the City Mothers, on their 
several important inspections of the Silver Thames, in the neighbour- 
hood of Richmond and.Twiekenham, The matters they have to discuss 
on these occasions are of so weighty a nature that they are compelled 
to have five or six horses to draw them. On one occasion, and one 
only, they managed to get as far as Oxford, an account of which 
celebrated voyage was written by the Lord Mayor’s Chaplain of the 
time, under the title of “ Alderman Wenables’ Woyage to Hoxford,” 
a copy of which is still preserved in the Bodleian, among their most 
cherished treasures, and can only be seen on special application, as 
fabulous sums have been ofEered by the Court of Aldermen for its 
destruction, it being the only copy that escaped when the whole 
edition was ordered to^ be bought up and destroyed. This unique 
volume is said^to contain such astounding revelations as must be seen 
to be believed, and would possibly not be believed even then. 

Before the newly-elected Lord Mayor is sworn in, he has to pro- 
duce a Certificate from a Wine Merchant, “residinge in ye Cittye,” 
and a Freeman of the Vintners’ Company, that he has placed in the 
capacious Cellar at the Mansion House, provided for that purpose, 
ten Tims, or one thousand dozen of good wine, for the year’s con- 
sumption, and whatever is left, if any^ is distributed among the 
Royal Hospitals, the quantity being carefully recorded by the learned 
Recorder, which record is placed under the control of the equally 
learned Comptroller, and remains for all time, as a witness to the 
hberality or stinginess of the Right Honourable the Lord Mayor of 
that particular year. 

The Sheriffs are the most ancient oflS.cers of the Corporation, having 
been first elected in the reign of King NEBircHADiSEZZAja. A singtdar 
custom still prevails, originating, it is said, in their association with 
t^ grass-eating monarch. They are entitled, by virtue of their 
omce, to the first six bundles of sparrow-grass — as it was originally 
spsltj and is ^11 called by Members of the Corporation — that are 
brought into Covent Garden Market: and his Grace the Duke of 
Bedpobd is always courteously invited to partake of it, at a sump- 
]^ous banquet caUed “ the Grass Festival.” ( Vide Blow, cap. 23 of 
Bell’s ed.) 

The City Marshal was formerly a personage of great importance, 
bemg in met of the same rank as a Field Marshal, the only mfference 
being that one acted in the City and the other in the Field, whence 
their nam^. The City Marshal was the City Champion, and always 
rode mto Guildhall, fully armed, on Lord Mayor’s Day, at the com- 
mencement of the Banquet, and, throwing down a glove, dared anv- 
one to mortal combat who disputed the rights of the Lord Mayor I 
If one accepted his challenge, he quaffed a flagon of sack to his I 
Lordship s health, and then cleverly and gracefully backed out of 
the HaU. It is recorded that on one occasion his challenge was 
accepted by a gallmt Common Councilman who had been fulfilling 
the inmortant duties of Wine-taster, and who, when called upon to 
name time and place for the deadly encounter, said, in the memo- 
rable words of the ^reat ^eeed, ‘‘Here and now!” which so 
I astonished t^ Champion that he pleaded sudden indisposition, and 
withdrew. The custom has since been discontinued. The gallant 
Common Councilman was made Deputy of the Ward of Port-soaken. 


In ancient times the Lord Mayor, as every one knows, had a Fool 
all to himself, and he was the only Fool permitted in the City. The 
appointment was open to all by competitive examination. On the 
occasion of a Lord Mayor making a Fool of himself the office was 
abolished by the Common Council from motives of economy. In 
memory of this ancient privilege the Lord Mayor once in the season 
has a fool—a gooseberry fool— all to himself. 


A NAPPY HOLIDAY. 

Any Time in AugusL—Just been reading capital article in Nine- 
teenth Century^ by Dr. James Mttir Howie, on the “Nerve Rest- 
Cure,” which says — “ For those who cannot get a sufficient holiday, 
the best substitute is an occasional day in 
bed.” Why not several days in bed ? In 
fact one’s whole summer holiday ? “ Better 
than climbing toilsome mountains,” he re- 
marks. Quite so— and much better than 
toilsome trip to Ramsgate with one’s whole 
family in tow. (Think of the Old Woman inHjHKL ill 

who lived in a Shoe. She had all her 
family in toe. Laugh feebly at my own 

joke. Really my nerves must be very bad. ) '' p! A 

Best feature of new holiday plan, however, 

is its cheapness. Was quite at a loss how " « . 

to afford our annual trip till Howie came Going Nap. 

to rescue with his “(y) early to bed” cure. Announce to family 

that I intend following Dr. Howie’s advice. Family seems too 

stupefied to s^ anything. 

AY-ernwy.— Family has found its voice. Protests unanimously and 
quite fiercely against new holiday plan. Wife “ sure I can afford 
trip to sea-side.” If not, where does my money go to P Argument 
forcible, but unpleasant. 

First Day.— Holiday begins. Sleep till 11 a.m. Sorumpshous ^ 
Should have slept longer, but two hurdy-gurdies stop outside, play- 
ing different airs. Not only murder the tunes, but “ murder skjep ” 
as well. Listen for ten minutes— nerves terribly shaky. Oughtn’t 
to get out of bed, Howie says, but must. See my eldest boy, Henry 
giving Italian fiends money I What does this unwonted generosity 
mean P 

4/^6moon.— Dinner in bed not a success. Everything underdone. 
Tell wife. She says, “ Cook and servants in bad tempers ; tbonght 
we were all going to Ramsgate, and they would have rest.” Rest 
i means clandestine kitchen parties. Feel angry— bad for nerves, but 
1 can’t help it. Sleep impossible, as bed full of crumbs. Wonder 
i Howie didn’t think of this. Send Henry for evening paper— per- 
haps it will soothe mo. 

it doesn’t. He brings back one three days old. Says shopman 
gave It him I Send him again, and shop closed for night. Nerves 
actually worse than ever. 

Second Day,— Had disturbed night, owing to lack of my usual 
exercise yesterday. Still must stick to Howie’s prescription. Ter- 
rific row in house. Wife comes up after breakfast (in tears) to say 
children, depri\^d of sea-side trip, are ungovernable ; pretend to be 
bulialoes and Cowboys in drawing-room / Already two valuable 
vases wrecked. Hang the children I Hang Colonel Cody too ! Still 
even paying for new vases cheaper than Ramsgate lodgings. Read 
morning paper. J ust dropping off to sleep over somebody’s important 
speech on Ireland, when 

Three hurdy-gurdies outside I Rush to window, open it, and hid 
men avaunt. They won’t avaunt. Say “they’ve been ordered to 
^ month by the young gent.” This must be 
Henry s Plan of Campaign.’’ Send for him, and find he has 
prudently gone out. Nothing for it but to stuff cotton-wool into 
Cotton- wool in ears for a whole hour shatters nerves. 

Third Day.— Much worse. Though I ’ve given strict orders that 
no letters or bills are to he sent up to my bed-room, find Tax- 
Collector s little Demand-Note ” wrapped in fold of morning 
' Perhaps, after all, Howie wrong. Hullo ! 
what s th^r Somebody on my window-sill I Burglars? No, 
can t be. How bad all this is for my nerves. Spring up in time to 
see Henry disappearing down rope-ladder, which he and his brothers 
Mve let aown trom roof. How horribly dangerous I Ring violently. 
Hear heavy thud in garden. Talk of “ Nerve Rest-Cure ” — rest of 
gone long ago, none left to be cured. 

Wife (in tears again— awfully bad for nerves this) says the thud 
was not Henry laUing; boys have pulled down part of chimney, 

steps-that> aU. She suggests thit 
perhaps, after all, this holiday plan in bed is not so good as^ 

Five hurdy-gurdies to-davl Maddening! Hired by Henry, 
“ day; we’ll see how he likes 

** wti. ?®* ^l-oo^dy, dress, and go down- 

stairs. Pitch Nineteenth Century into waste-paper basket. Feel 
nerves better after it. Decide on Ramsgate, as usual, and so ends 
my hohday m bed-my “ Sleepy Hollow day I 


^ or Kotures of any description, will 

there wiU be nTSwption accompanied by a Stamjed and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. iS tbil rule 



THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P- 

Feom a Dejected Lettee-'Weitee. 

D‘V-nsh-r$ Souse^ Saturday, 



Toby, 

I DAEESAT you will^ have 
beeu expecting for some time to 
hear from me, and it is quite 
true I owe you a letter. But 
the fact is, I’m sick of letter- 
writing, which, always a hore, 
has of late been invested with 
fresh terrors. The way I am 
being used up by our Conserva- 
tive friends is perhaps a little 
audacious. It certainly is quite 
embarrassing. Whenever any 
of their men get into a tight 
place, or embark upon a difficult 
enterprise, they write to me for 
a character, quite regardless of 
my personal predilections, and 
even of my actual pledges. You 
will have seen a good deal of 
this, including the latest produc- 
tion touching the Aberdeen University Election, where O-sch-et hopes to ride in 
on my back* 

But that was nothing to the letter they got me to write about the Glasgow 
University Rectorship. That was, unh^pily, not my first production on the 
subject. Months ago I was asked what I thought of R-s-b-et as Rector, and I 
let them have my opinion straight. A better fellow, take him all round, there 
isn’t in either House. Just the man to be Lord Rector of a Scotch University, 
if he cares to undertake the office. Since then, however, L-xt-et comes along, 
and with that stupendous ambition for personal distinction which I don’t under- 
stand, not satisfied with being Ambassador to Paris, wants to be Lord Rector of 
Glasgow University. Of course they come to me to back him up, — a peculiarly 
hot comer to put a fellow in. It happens not only that I have published my 
opinion about R-s-b-ey, but all the world knows what I think of L-tt-et. 
^ill, as the M-rk-ss says, we must keep out GL-BST-EfE from Downing Street ; 
and so we ’ll put in L-TT-3sr for Glasgow University. A hard pill to swallow, 
but I gulped at it, and the letter was written. But between you and me, Toby, 
I felt nearer being mean than I ever did in my life, and would go a long way 
round rather than look a Glasgow University lad in the face, 


seen me, I daresay, reluctantly brought up to the box on the table of the House, 
patted, pushed, placed in position, and made to mpport all kinds of things, 
which a few months or weeks earlier I honestly believe I loathed. As I write I 
see Ge-bst-ne nodding encouragingly as I proceed. I hear the rapturous 
cheers of the Radicals, delighted^ to find me won over. I am conscious of the 
chilliDg silence on the benches immediately behind, and I am roused to more 
desperate declaration by the satirical cheers of my friends on the benches 
opposite. I recall, as it were but yesterday, the effect H-ec-et’s cheer used to 
have upon me— the strong temptation to turn round, publicly chuck up the whole 
business, and go back to the expression of my opinion on the particular topic 
before Gb-bst-ete took me in hand. 

That’s all over now, at least in that particular development. But it’s the 
same old thing over again in altered circumstances. 

After I had consented to support Gb-bst-e^e’s last Land BiU, he sent me a 
letter, in which he said that, turning over the pages of T-EX-BB-Ef, 


he had come upon a passage which might well be engraved on my tombstone. 


I thought at the time it was, in chronological circum- 
stances, rather cool his preparing a tombstone for me. 
But that by the way. Here is the epitaph : — 

“ Sic vita erat ; facile omnes perferre ao pati ; 

Cum quibus erat cunque una, his sese dedere ; 

Eorum obsequi studiis ; adversus nemini, 

Nunquam prseponens se aliis. ” 

But that was, of course, before I bolted on the Home- 
Rule question. I fancy he has found another passage 
since. 

I know I’m not a person of any conspicuous ability. 
If I had not been horn a C-v-nb-sh I would never have 
been even a Ch-pb-et. But as things fell ont, I am like 
the boy in the middle of the balanced plank, at the end of 
which two others sit. According as I move to the right 
or to the left, one end of the plank goes np, and the other 
down. So the friends on either side constantly shonlder 
me one way or the other ; which is all very well for them, 
bnt rather a nuisance to me. 

It is part of this perpetual little game by which I am 
used for the convenience of others, that you get all the 
talk about my being Premier. I am not at aU sure that 
I should not be shouldered into that by-and-by, if it 
were not for Ge-bb-bph. I do not pretend to see further 
through a ladder than an ordinary passer-by ; but it is 
clear to me that you can never have a Government rival 
to the regular Liberals (observe, I do not say a Conserva- 
tive Government) without Ge-etb-bph. It is no secret 
that I have never hankered after Ge-ed-lph, neither 
liking him, nor believing in him. You know what Dr. 
J-HErs-E” said about C-bl-y C-bb-e. I don’t exactly, but 
it was something to the effect that “ as for Cibbee, if 
you take away from his conversation all that he should 
not have said, he is a poor creature.” That is a way of 
putting it curiously applicable to Ge-eb-bph. If yon 
take away from his political speeches all that he should 
not have said, he is a poor creature, a presumptuous 
rattle-trap, the gamin of Conservative politics. But if 
I undertake the titular headship of the Conservative 
Party, I shall have to deal with him, and that, as they 
say in a circular space of which I now see too little, is 
not good enough. 

That is my present opinion. But, bless us all I I may 
be talked round on this point, and used by a Party as I 
was when I made my first appearance in the House of 
Commons nearly thirty years ago, and, a mere stripling, 
was made the instrument of turning ont a powerful 
Goyernment. Yours dejectedly, 

H-ET-EGT-E”. 


SU8PIRIA. 

{By a JDisajpyointed Sportsmm , ) 

The plane’s broad plates of weather-beaten'gold 
Lie shrunk and sodden in the miry way, 

Never around the dappled trunk to play 
Again with tricksy beams, and breezes bold. 

Night swathes the sober light in thickening fold. 
Like a grey moth, webb’d in a prison grey, 

And the wan willow to the dying day 
Gleams like despair, unsolaced and untold. 

Now from the village tow’r the bells begin 
Their sad-sonl’d chiming, as a sullen boy 
Wails on in wantonness. Oh, to greet again 
Thames’s bright Strand, his theatre-studded joy. 
The postman’s frequent rap, the newsboy’s din, 

The constant cab, the ever-circling train. 


“Ie the So-cabbed Nieeteenth Centbey.”— When 
giving three Bishops a little touching up in Mr, Kkowbes’s 
Nineteenth Century, why does the pla^^M Professor 
always write ‘ ‘ d priorV^ instead of “ a priori f ” As no 
one would accuse Mr. Hxjxiey of falling into a **olerioal 
error/’ the explanation must he that he had nothing to 
do with it, or didn’t know any better, or his printer would 
have it so, or the Printer’s Devil possessed him, or Bathy- 
bins got loose and played the mischief witk the type. 
Perhaps it is we who are wrong, if so, we ask has it any- 
thing to do with the new accent which is to be used in 
the pronunciation of Latin ? A trifiing matter— but for a 
Professor so ‘‘acute” such an accent may be considered 
a “ grave” mistake. 


voB.^xcair. 
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Joe, i?he Imomplete Angler (to himself). ‘*I think I \l caich 'em with this ! " 

all yery well, when afar from the “ swim Angler singeth *■” 

With taoMe pnready, and plans rather dimf ’ war-dances, shy heavy stones, 

To go in for splashes and plunges. - n stentorian tones 

Though, whether Lord S-i-sh-et thought it so well partisan pubhc-honse wrangler. 

I am iiot qui^ assmed. How the papers did yell ’ . I frighten the fish with my shindy ^ Ho, no ! 

At my whirls, and my whisks, and wild lunges ! I will show there ^s‘'a fisherman^s tact about Job, 

But now, on the snot, with the fish all ahnnf r ^ ^fiasco f Ho, thankee ! 

The Waltonian r6U, there is not the least doubt t ^ Piscator could wish, 

Befits a diplomatist Angled/ ’ ^ style will enchant the Canadian fish, 

— ^ And utterly ravish the Yankee. 
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But now, as to bait ? Well, abem ! — ^yes, I fear, 

The Glaastonian minnow is popular here,— 

It’s a bait I abominate wholly. 

And yet — if I fish as I fancy — I feel 
I perhaps may go home with no fish in my creel,— 

And that would be most melancholy I 

I am sure my own patent assortment of fiies 
Ought to make any fish in the universe rise ; 

My spoon-bait is terribly killing 
In some Irish waters. But here, — ^weil, my hook 
Must be hidden with something from Hawarden’s old book, 
Though to use it I own I ’m unwilling. 

Ha ! ha I Yes, I have it. I Ve made up a bait 
That some will think Old, and that some will think Great, 
And all will deem Grand —if it nicks ’em. 

It ’s green— shot with orange ; the fins have a look 
Of a pair of big collars. Great Scott, what a hook ! 

Yes, this, I am certain, must fix ’em. 

It is — and it isn't— the very same bait 
That the Nottingham fellows— as anglers so great— 
Consider the pink of perfection. 

Why, WiLLi^ himself might well capture a dish 
With this bait ; did he use it, I ’m sure, not a fish 
Would so much as think of rejection. 

Now, my Starred-and-striped beauties ! Canadian pets ! 
Crossed- Irish, so doubtful of hooks and of nets I 
I drop it in— so ! Won’t it rummage ’em ? 

Some sneer at my angling. How savage they ’ll be 
When the secret of my great success they will see 
Is Gladstonian bait— a la Brummagem I 

\_Left winding and winking* 


By Geoegei— a first-rate speech was made by the 
new Patent Commander-in-Chief GEOEGBKANGEE, 'Dake 
of Cambbidge, at the dinner of Volunteer Sergeants, 
Justice Cotton,— Gun-Cotton on this occasion— in the 
Chair. “I have always stated,” said the Brave old 
Chief, “that the best wav to avoid war, is to be so 
strong that nobody would think of attacking you.” 
Hear! Hear! F* M* Punch likes this sort of strong 
language from Geoege Eangee, and hopes that His 
Eoyal Highness will be made Patent President of the 
International Arbitration Court. 



NOTICE! 


THE TOWN MOUSE’S TEIALS. 


In conseQLuenoe of the great success attending the sale of Mr. [Dr. Milnbe Fothbrgill has published a pamphlet on The Ffeets of Town 
laestone’s “ Chips,” the Grand Old Chief is in future to be known ^he PCwnan Body*'] 


Glaestone’s “ Chips,” the Grand Old Chief is in future to be known 
as “the Last of the Ochipaways!” But he refuses to bury the 
hatchet. “ 

New Version. 

O’Beien the thin his own breeches would wear, 

Aud have nothing to do with the Government pair. 

“ If my patriot legs they those pants would thrust in, 

They must do it themselves,” said O’Beien the thin. 

On the 22nd, the (Edipus Tyrannus is to be produced a.t Cam- 
bridge. One of the members of the A. D. C. wanted to bring out 
an old burlesctue on CBdipus at the Club Theatre ou the same night, 
hut Mr. J. W. Claeke of Trinity, General Manager aud University 
Entrepreneur y immediately objected that it would be irreverent to 
turn the awful story of (Edipus and Jocasia into a jest, “ For,” 
said hCj “you certainly cannot ‘joke as ta’ that.” The Master 
of Trinity has summoned the Fellows to consider what ought to be 
done to the other Fellow. 

A New Liee.— Mr. Joseph: Hatton, author of Clytie, and quite 
recently of The Gay Worldy a novel which has created a consider- 
I able sensation, is coming out as the biographer of “ Friend Toole.” 

I Author aud Actor have been about together a great deal lately ; in 
fact so much so, as to give rise to the report that Mr. J. L. Toole was 
dreadfully afraid of catching cold, as he was never seen anywhere 
without ms Hat on. 

The British Mission in Abyssinia seems to have got into difficul- 
ties. The Negus won’t listen to the dneeu’s English as contained 
in Hbe Majesty’s letter. This Negus evidently is not so sweet as 
usual : a little punch-iu’ his head would do him some good. At all 
events this Negus must be stirred up aud taken down pretty sharply. 


Life upon the JSuman Bodg.l 

0 Doctoe Milnee Fotheegill, it’s hard to hear you state, 

That people who must dwell in towns will all deteriorate : 

all live at too fast a rate, and ought to be more placid, 

Aud, like the Ichthyosaurus, we develop too much acid. 

Moreover the good Doctor, too, this sad assertion makes, 

The dweller in the country can enjoy his Banbury Cakes ; 

But here in town he warns each man his constitution ’s undone 
By fiour and fat, and so adieu to pleasant cakes in London. 

We ’re getting smaller, too, in size : our Mentor bids us go 
Aud pit ourselves ’gainst effigies we see when chez Tussaul ; 

Aud then he ventures on what seems a terrible assertion— 

He says we’ve ta’en a lower form, and calls it “ retroversion.” 

Oar nervous system ’s too much forced, lilce early hot-house peas- 
0 nr children are inferior to bumpkins, if yon please ; ^ 

In fact this pamphlet quite enough to give a man a fright is, 
With all its nasty prophecies of childish meningitis* 

Town life is most unnatural ; but, hang it, Doctor, you 
Know somebody must live in town, and so what shaU we do ? 
Why, just forget your catalogue of city-bred diseases, 

And let each fellow eat and drink exactly what he pleases I 


Mr. Champion (not one of the Seven of Christendom) writing to 
the Times in defence of the Socialists— and writing very effectively 
too— said, “ Of Oldland, who has been committed for trial, I know 
nothing, except that he is a total abstainer.” Is he? Then why 
didn’t he abstain from attending a disorderly meeting in Trafalgar 
Square ? 

Moral Government BEqxriRED.— We are always reading of 
Yice-Presidents everywhere. Are there no Yirtue-Presidents ? 
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SHOWS VIEWS. 

By Victor WTio-ffoes-BverywIiere, 

The Aralian Nights, at the G^lohe, is a piece chieijr remarkable 
for the performaiices of .Messrs# Ha-WTHBy and Pbnlby, and Miss 

Lottie YEirjsrE. The play is 
an adaptation from, the Ger- 
man. It has been * ‘ done into 
English” at least once before, 
when, under the joint author- 
ship of a lady and gentleman, 
a version was produced with 
the very appropriate title of 
The Skeleton. The Comedy 
in Newcastle Street, Strand, 
is more than a framework, 
for it has sinews, and re- 
sembles, to some extent flesh 
and blood. Miss Lottie Yeiote 
has not been seen to so much 
advantage since she embodied 
Betsy at the Criterion; and 
Mr. Pejs^ley, in his get-up, 
suggests that he has not 
altogether forgotten a charac- 
ter he played years ago in 
Our Club, The part now taken by Mr. Hawteey was, I believe, 
originally intended for Mr, Wyndham. The plot is of the usual 
character. A married man, in the absence of his wife, gets involved 
in a more or less innocent flirtation with some one else, and, to 
escape from this entanglement, on the return of his better half, has 
to larust to his power of invention as a substitute for a plain 
statement of facts. Mr. Hawteey, as the embarrassed husband, 
was guilty of verbal equivocation (to use a pleasant substitute for 
“lying”) with an earnestness that insured success. This is very like 
somebody’s piece called Truth at the Criterion. The Arabian 
Nights is a kmd of piece that will be the better for “ working up,” 
and indeed it is a joke which will be improved by repetition. Some 
of the lines are so daring, that only a male Getjndy could have 
written them. If the weU-known lady of the same name had heard 
them, I fancy they would have been erased by request. On the first 
night, however, all went well, and I can only trust that every 
succeeding audience will be equally appreciative, and not more 
exacting. 

I frankly^ admit that the Royal Westminster Aquarium has a 
terrible fascination for me. It is not the fact that years ago it was 
opened by the Duke of Edinbuegh, as a tribute to the memory of 
the late lamented Prince Consoet, that attracts me, nor do I think I 
that the recollection that the Survivors of the Balaclava Charge I 
take their annual dinner in commemoration of the battle of the 25th 
^ of October on the second-floor back favourably impresses me— no, I 
imagine that I am drawn towards it by the posters. Certainly the 
hoardings persuaded me to see La Belle Fatma and to assist at a 
with the Wolves. The other evening I was lured within its 
highly iUuminated walls by the announcement that those who were 
present in the stalls in front of the Central Stage at ten o’clock would 
see a Shaving Contest. Two barbers were to shave a number of 
members of the public for the stakes of £50 or £100 (I forget which) 
a side. I arrived in good time and was told (I fancied rather con- 
temptuously) that the contest was to come ofl in “the Balloon 
Room.” I made my way to this mysterious apartment, which proved 
to be a hall decorated with charts and maps and not too brilliantly 
lighted by one gas-jet. A small man, assisted by a smaller, stood in 
front of several chairs, behind which were ranged toilet necessaries. 
A mildly-spoken gentleman in evening dress and a neck scarf then 
addressed the audience (chiefly composed of persons in pot hats), and 
told them (so I understood him to say) that “ the Management” had | 
considered it better to have the entertainment in the Balloon Room ' 
mstead of the Central Stage as more appropriate. He then was loud 
in his admiration of a patent American razor, which was passed from i 
hand to hand for inspection amongst the audience. After a while 
some youths were induced to come up to be shaved, and were shaved 
by the small barber whose eyes had been covered with a bandage 
before the commencement of the operation. When the flrst youth 
was “ done,” the mildly-spoken gentleman observed that he had 
great pleasure in announcmg that the gentleman had been shaved by I 
Mr.^ So-and-so, (I forget the barber’s name) blindfolded, without i 
havmg been cut I This encouraging information was received with ! 
cheers, but I could not help fancying that the audience was not I 
subsequently quite so eager to assist by submission to the razor in 
contributing to the blindfolded barber’s triumph. Then the miliy- 
spoken gentleman announced that the contest would not come ofit, for 
some reason that was not quite clear to me. Hereupon a rather 
aggressive person claimed .to be shaved— and shaved lie was, also 
another person of an older growth than the first applicants. The 



Rather a Close Shave. 


aggressive person turned upon his co-shavist (if I may be allowed to 
coin a word) and feeling his chin declared him to be only half shaved. 
Then several other persons felt the man’s chin and expressed the 
same opinion. Then there was a “ scene,” which I understood the 
mildly-spoken gentleman to declare to be “an unseemly altercation,” 
and officers of the institution in uniform were introduced. The 
aggressive person continued his aggressiveness, and claimed to be 
the Champion Shaver of a large territory including ^ think) both the 
inhabited and uninhabited portions of the globe. Then a gentleman 
in morning dress, connected with the Management appeared, and we 
were all requested politely to leave. I followed with the crowd, for 
I had an idea (no doubt it was a foolish fancy) that if I had not I 
should have been “ chucked out.” I spent the rest of the evening in 
admiring a lady who claimed to be one of the strongest women, if not 
the very strongest woman in the world, and wondering why, before 
having a cannon fired off, from the support of her shoulder, she 
should think it necessary to wave the British flag and appear in the 
costume of Beitannia. 

The Lord Mayor’s Procession was also a “ Show,” and a very 
important Show of the week. It has been so fully described that it 
requires only a passing notice. The cars on their return were more 
pleasing than on their first appearance, for when seen with the 
horses’ heads turned westwards the poor creatures, engaged to grace 
our London holiday, were shivering in the heavy downpour. Even 
Father Thames (who should have been in his element) seemed 
dissatisfied. When dismissed at the Royal Courts, and told they 
might make the best of their way home, the thinly-clad representa- 
tives of Music, Prosperity, and Commerce, were allowed to assume 
shawls and wraps, and other protections from the weather. Why 
before starting were they not all supplied with umbrellas ? It is 
true that Beitaekia would have looked a little incongruous with a 
parapluie , — I put this in French in honour of the Brave Beige Mi 
Lor EE Keysbe,— but, on the other hand, she did not seem much 
like England without one. The Show was like all its predecessors, 
inasmuch as it served once more as an excuse for a subsequent 
luncheon party in pleasant company, and again afforded the populace 
a glimpse of the Loeb Mayoe and Corporation in their not very 
firequently assumed characters of the wealthy Unemployed. 


Strictly Private. 

(From Mr, Secretary B’-lf^r.) 

Stokes I Stokes ! 

No more of your jokes, 

In sending O’Seiek to gaol. 

For what we ’re to do. 

With all through you— 
Is a puzzle ; you ’ ve shown trop de 
zUe, 


More Keminiscences. 

We ’ye scarcely done with 
Our bright Mister Feith, 
When out comes a dollop 
By T. Dolly Teollope. 


Proeessoes oe the “Decora- 
tive ” Arts.— General Caefabel 
and Madame LiMOUsnsr. 


A^ Bdely Gentleman.— The Moral out of the Hurly-Burleigh 
affair is this, When an Editor commissions one of his “ salaried assis- 
tants,” ^ as Sir Coutts-Linlsay might term them, to report the 
proceedings of such a meeting as that held in Trafalgar Square, 
he should apply to the Chief Commissioner of Police for a passe- 
partout, which would serve as a trump card to be played when in 
doubt; It was rather hard on the doughty Soudan Correspondent, 
who is every inch a soldier— round the waist included— to be 
Soudanly * ‘ run in,” It is one thing to be taken up by the Proprietors 
of the Daily Telegraph, and quite another to be taken up by the 
Police, Still as Mr, Weller Senior persisted in asking, “ Why 
worn’t there an Alley bi ? ” so we cannot help regretting that Mr. 
Bennett Btteleigh had not been furnished with proper credentials. 


Itather Hixed. 

Pugilist Enthusiast (to Musical Ditto), I’m glad they gave Sul- 
livan a bouquet. 

Musical Ditto [on the wrong tack). He deserves it. I see they ’ve 
put his^ Pinafore on again. 

Pugilistic Enthusiast [puzzled]. Hie pinafore I What’s that for P 

Musical Ditto, To give him breathing time, I suppose, before he 
makes his next hit. Ta^ Ta ! 

[^Exit Musical Ditto without further explanatim. 


Me. Walter Besant wrote to the Times last Saturday to de^ 
having signed a petition in favour of the Chicago Anarchists, He 
admitted that he had received such a petition, to which he had not 
returned any answer. Mr. Besant, in his dealings with “ all sorts 
and conditions,” should remember that “silence gives consent”— an 
aphorism (is this all right, Mr. M:oeley?) naturally attributed to 
Tacitus. 
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BOOKING OFFICE. 


every great Genius. At this, Mr, Punch will put Ms finger to 
Ms nose, and meditate wlietlier he too has not Ms share m the 


Monarchs I Have Met, by Beatty EorGSTON''(CHAPMA:N- & damnosey hcereditas, A footnote to the article quotes G. be Pasc^ 
ttatt. ). is a title which recalls the old story in Smith’s Irish as stating that, ‘‘ Ceomw^ proposed to seB Maud to the Jews to 
Diamonds, and reproduced in another form 2,000,000 sterling a year.” Then why didn’t he do it r Because the 
^ l>y Cha.eIiEs Levee, of the little crossing- Jews wouldn’t buy it, I suppose. If they had, at tms preset time 
^ Qs i ' i M ill 1 i sweeper who ran home to his mother and the English Government would have been dealing tou the U -ttOTH- 

4 “ ! recounted how he had met William the sohilds, the O’Lbvts, and so forth, and on the Natmnal nag, the 

Fotjeth. “Mother, sure I’ve met the Harp of Erin would have become the Jews’ Harp. That Shaxspe^e 

King this mornin’I An’ he spoke to was a Jew, and that Ms real name was Moses, is a theory which the 

mel I ” “ Didhenow? Bless MsMajestyl notes of the new edition of Shahspeaeb, now being brougM out by 

^ Messrs. Hbhet Inviira and Feahk Marshall, will probably go 


yez, Patsy ? ” “ What did he say to me, is some way towards establishing, 
it ? Sure- he said. * Get out of the wav. ve Yoi 


fll it ? Sure, he said, * Get out of the way, ye 
I dirty little blackguard!’” Not that the 
jr Monarchs were so rude to Mr. Beatty 
W Kingston, whose entertaining society was 
7 riV ^^i^fe'sassSg^-. rather thrust on the Monarchs by Ms em- 

ployers than sought by the Royal Personages themselves. If Mr. 


OLE Owir Baeoh be Book Worms. 


THEOEY AND PEACTIGE. 

Brief Tragi^Gomedy for the Times. 


Kingston was entertaining in one sense, so were ^e Monarchs m ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Philosophic PhUan^ 

I can call to mind Pichwich, These pages must oe not only First Philosophic Philanthropist {putting Times), WelL, 

read, but well digested. The writer congratulates himself on “not I’m sure nothing could be more satisfactory, and it s all meariy set 
having let anything escape him : ” and certainly nothing eatable or down here. Not a single soul in the Metropolis need pass tne nignt 
drinkable seems to have done so. He seems to be always smacking in the streets. Here’s the whole thing set out, chapter and verse, 
his lips over reminiscences of the savory and the succulent — “ Savory It seems the Police take the matter in hand, aim there s a decent 
and More” should be Ms motto— and it is sad to record that apparently night’s lodging provided for every single tramp who s in want oi it. 
—but I trust I am mistaken in my deduction— he glories in iced Second Philosophic Philanthropist Just so. U± coiwse one 
champagne, wMch is rank heresy, and an abomination to the true knows there’s no end of exaggerated claptrap talked about tne 
epicure. His stories are told in an amusing, rough-and-ready, matter. The thing ’s as simple as can be. They re draited on to 
barrack-like, swaggery-Germany-soldiery style ; andne^ n^est m^e the Casual Wards, where there is clean, 

pour un sapeur. He witnesses the ceremony of anointing the King tively comfortable accommodation ; and the system works perieotiy, 
of Hungary, and describes the function as the Primate “ pilmg ’’ his and is capitally orgamsed. t 

Majesty, as if the latter were having his locks Macassar’d, and the First Philosophic Philanthropist {warmly), 

Archbishop were the hair-dresser. Mr. Beatty Kingston, according [Are left mutually congratulating each other on the ampLe pro- 
to the Book of B. K., or “the B. of B. K.,” seems to have been visionmade hy the Authorities for the nightly shelter of the 

homeless Metropolitan poor as the scene closes in. 


generally entertained in the “most sumptuous manner” wherever rhumfn>(sss -tricw 

he went in Germany and Hungary— he is very German, and always lL--^Fxterior of a Casual Ward, Time 9 p.m. Thirty Shiver- 

very Hung’ry — and writes of his sojourn in these countries with a Creatures in charge of Practical Policeman, discovered 

full heart. Then, in the second volume, he finds himself in Rome, waiting outside in the wind and rain, 

where there was “ nothing fit to fat “ food Pi^^st Shivering Creature, I say, Bobby, d’you tMnk we shaU git 

Mble, a^tlie wme . , p froze, aad am that drippin’ there ain’t a hloomm’ 

B. of B. K. causes many a mouth to water, his wretched plight m ^e , 

second wiU draw tears from the eyes of the least syinpathetic. He Policeman {who has already been to three other Casual 

complains, -indeed, it is Ms Mst and Wards with his ^^charges,^^ hut hasfoundthem all full). You wait a 

^J^Imprims, there was not a bit of clear ice to be had m the Eternal perhaps we sLu have luck here. {The Master appears,) 

City. Whatever hqmd was copied at all had to be inserted m ^ Tester Master, have you got any room ? 

salt snow.” What a cruel hardshiu for any man to bear, e^eciaUy No; fxdl aswe canhold. [Surveying the shivering <n'owd,) 

a rollickingepicurewhorevelsin“Roederer StecAeof Alpine p[o„TaanyareVou? Twenty or thirty I Hum— well, I might squeeze 
coldness.” However, there was a good deal for him to swaUow m ^Tv^^^lick ’Im out. » *5 

Rome, pd for lack of better food, he seems to 7 .“■ [First Shivering Creature and four others^ are passed into a damp 

jjjth aU^.^^< 5 rity of a dutiful Special mth auap^^ dose, stone-paved room, crowded with human beings, some 

The book finishes with less solid of which are lying on a few wooden benches, the majority 

fumed golden tobacco, preserve-tasting, hot cofieedri^mg,^^^^ •gdng huddled in heaps upon the floor, , , , , . 

restmg account of Lessees, and also First Shivering Creaturef IT oV, Call this a night’s lodgmgP 

Altogether, these are the volumes of a Yoluhle Yoyager, containing auod’s apSlis to it I ISinJiS down in a corner, and huddles 

theammmgtalesofaTaMtayeTrayeUer, who c^^^^^^ . _ 


complains-indeed. it is his &st and Youymt a 

^ere was not a bit of clear loe to be had in the minute : nerhans we shall haye luok here. {The Master t^pears.) 


hour, with no one on the spot to interrupt or contradict Mm. 


hmself to sleep with the rest, . ^rr n j • -ul 

Master (concluding his address PoZiceman). Well, good-night 


vr.* Master \conciuaing ms aaaress w jruvwtirnwn], _ tt oaj., 

to yon. . Yo^.hest game would be Wappmg, I should say-not, 


was brought out early this year, but at the time of its first appearance 
I did not see it. If still unpublished, it is to be hoped that it will not 
remain so for long. His account of Evans’s in the days of Paddy 
Geeen must revive in not a few of us whose memory is stiU 
“ green,” the reminiscences of many a cheery evening, thou^ 
Mr. Pascoe seems only to have visited Evans’s when it was enlarged, 


VShuts door on Policeman and his “ charges,^^ who try Wapping, 
■from which place, being ^\fulW^ they are directed m turns 
to several other Wards in different parts of the Metropolis, but 
after trudging about for hours and funding no room any- 
where, "they eventually draw up outside a Casual Ward in the 
Bermondsey district at 1 a.m. . ^ . 

Practical Policeman [coming to the point), W^ell, as I can 


Mr. Pasoob seems only to haye yisited Eyas’s when itwas eniarpcL ^ anywheres, I must leaye you to shift for 

and not in the good stufiy old days, when Pabdx Gbeen hims^ took “ nor, as seems, anywne », penstoely. 

the chah. The author says that Mr. ^ Sec^ Shivering Creature. WeU, mates, there ain’t then nuffink 

Bonification of a stout, cheery, open-hearted, kinMy English land- f ;+ w the “ Sauare ” agin ; sol’mhofi. 

lord,” Not “English, you know”-- Paddy Geben could not XStraaales aimlessly westward, followed at intervals by other 

well be that, though he might, I admit, personify the chara(^e^ «- /s&vering Creatures as Curtain descends on ‘^capitally 


O' — 1 — Shiverincf Creatures uo Ktwiwivi* 

Anyone wishing to learn as much as he can possibly carry away oraanised^^ Tableau, 

with him at a sitting should get Mr. Pascoe’s book, and if it is not organma laoieau, 

published, I only wish he way get it. x-. . wr -rv nr-j 

In the Dublin Review (B-dens and Oates) for tMs quarter, there ]^ogx Appeopeutb Bvddbncb.— Mistress Maegaeet Mid- 
is a most interesting review of the various Jewish and anti- Jewish MontMy nurse, who brought au action against the Irish 

hooks, wMch within the last two years have made a considerable star Secretary for slander, had determined to produce in Court several 
ou the Continent, especially in France. The Ancient Hebrew Race jj^ost respectable wet-nusses to character, 
are, it appears^ to possess the earth, — ^ultimately* In aU persons with , 

Ky;2rt&ZCet-i^yrsay*Stena^^ tons. Ohaito aot tS^Zt^nu’' 

CS^wZsh lood. lik ChristLans wiU be inelmed MjsaPHmPS. A oatobrng tatle^, ^d which sounds like a contmn- 
to grant the artfulness of the race, traditionally. The Jews claim ation of Sxchangefor a Sole, % Miss LmsKiix. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Ear Ladyship . " Vik so glad you abb oomino to ora Conoeet in the Schoolboom to-night, PiiinE I Mr.ss Davey the obeat 
Contralto prom London, is coming to help ds, you know ! ” i 

Old Servant. “Yes, my Lady, we was a sating in the Servants’ ’All as we pelt very nAN.xroDS arodt ’er. They don’t 

APPRECIATE ANYTHING REALLY FtTST-RATB DOWN ’ERB. NoW YOD AND MlSS HeMMAE ALWAYS TAKES RBADTIPCTL, MY LADY 1 ’’ 


THE SCHOOLMASTER OF THE FUTURE. 

Skilled Mechanic of Old School loguikir : — 

It ’s a nice pretty state of affairs, if you look 
at the business all round ! 

If someone don’t alter it somehow, Old Eng- 
land must come to the ground. 

I’ve thought it all out a good bit, for it 
touches us home, don’t you see ; 

It puzzles the swells, so, no doubt, it ’s too 
much of a twister for me. 

But I look at the thing from a side which 
they can’t' have their eye on, — not 
close, — 

A fair forty year at the bench ought to give 
one the tip, I suppose. 

If me and my mates and the masters, the 
Book and the Bench, could combine 

To take the job fairly in hand, I suppose we 
could strike out a line. 

Odd luck if we couldn’t, at least; but we 
don't pull together, you see : 

PuH devil pull baker ’s the game,— it ’s a mad 
one, as most will agree. 

The Book and the Bench ! There ’s the nip. 
And a fellow will see -if he ’ll look— 

That although the three B’s are good value, a 
man cannot live by the Book. 

True, Bench without Book maybe blindish, 
but Book without Bench may be worse, 

To read penny papers won’t feed you, if you 
haven’t pence in your purse. 

Men can’t live on cackle not nohow, the 
bulk of ’em that is to say ; 


A few gassy spouts can, of course ; for they 
prate, don’t you see, and we pay ; 

But that rule will not work all round, thanks 
he !— a skilled hand, a sharp eye 
Are the artisan’s proper rig-out ; and as for 
the rest of it, why 

Mr. Schoolmaster there does his best with his 
’ologies, ’isms, and things, 

But if a man’s lot is to trudge, it is small use 
a-fitting him wings. 

JSo, I’m not against learning, not me ; hut 
life s battle means gumption and tools, 
That m for the general ruck, and the saps 
who deny it are fools. 

I remembered my father, old Millwright, 
in days as no more will be seen. 

When a man put his soul in his work, a 
mechanic was not a machine. 

It would take lots o’ “technical” teaching 
to bring onr lads up to his trim, 

Or make onr mere chippers and filers a match 
for such workmen as him. 

He had been through the mill, a rare grind, 
for apprenticeship then meant it’s 
name. 

I have known him take ten quid a week, only 
wish I could earn half the same. 

Times altered ? Of course ; so have systems, 
and not for the better some ways. 

I’ve read, for I can read, you know, of the 
wild old apprentices’ days, 
when the shout of “ Clubs I Clubs I ” roused 
the town, aud political feelings ran 
high, _ 

And the stiff Spanish courtiers went weak in 
the hams at the ominous cry. 


Wild blades I-^but the youngsters could worhy 
knew their craft ; but yon pale, loosc- 
limbed lout, 

The sort of crammed hobbledehoy that the 
School-Board appears to turn out, 

Who can spell out Sedition in penn’orths, and 
howl it out hot in the Sq[uare, 

If you give him the “ Work ” that he yells 
for with so much wild blather and blare, 
What sort of a fist will he make of it P 
Which of the blustering band 
Has a really sound head on his shoulders, a 
really skilled craft to his hand P 

And Capital wrangles with Labour, each 
bating the other like snakes ; 

And the Foreigner creeps in and up, and the 
Board Agent comes and he takes 
Our boys, and he crams ’em with kibosh as 
makes ’em too big for their breeches ; 

But real true bread-winning knowledge— the 
stuff that the Bench only teaches— 

They don’t fiad set down in their books, with 
their ’isms and ’ometries— no ; 

But the nipper’s turned ont in the world, and 
then what shall he turn to P— where go ? 
Cheap clerking, or rule-of-thumb drudgery, 
bands, and black fiags, and that rot P 
They may give it what fine names they like, 
but it simply means going to pot I 
And the swells snarl and sneer, and the ; 
bobbies are bid to be sharp with their 
staves, 

And the dupes who get all the cracked heads 
are informed if they don’t they’ll be 
slaves. 
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Seems to me all a muddle all round. Half tte Masters are grinders and grabs, its six torses was stopt, 

And the men, wten not cynical churls, are too apt to be shirkers and blabs. respectabel looking gents, all of whom 1 was tola was 

I don’t see it ’s a lively look out for my mates, in the country or town, ^ Churchwaxdens and. 0 werseers of the werry h^®st 

With ‘ ‘ Standards” and School-rates stiU rising, and most other things going down, quality, all drest in their werry best close, and wearing 

butiful reel gold Badgers, went bang up to the btate 

Nice thing for the nippers too, ain’t it ? The boys may be stuffed at both ends, Coach and sed something werry kind to the 
Without “ teclmical” knowledge they’re wasters ; them as tells .’em this truth Mabe, and gave him something for hisself, at which he 
are their friends. , . seemed werry much pleased, and said sumthink werry 

There ’aint no true “Apprentices” now; seven years of sound/tea-ching don’t Bice in reply, and then we all cheered so artily that 


But the masters and workers appear to be sweet upon freedom and ease ; 

Old ‘ ‘ Indentures ” are too long and tight, so they just shujBde on and slop through, 
And it’s diamond cut diamond all round, till Trade seems just a regular do. 

I was trained in a different school, and my motto ’s good work for good wage ; 
But the sweaters and spouters between ’em spoil that in this book-learned age. 


the 6 horses got impashent and insisted on going on. 
So on they went, and I seed ’em no more. 

There was a good deal of grumbling about the ram, 
and it suttenly did rain. I did try to pass it off as a mere 
passing shower, but that didn’t do after about two hours 
of it. Sum of the wet higneramusses wanted to make 


Lads knowing the pons asinorum, who can’t make a door or a sash ; boldly said as how as all the dera^ements lor tne 

Louts lolloping round on the loose, spouting fragments of Socialist stuff ; weather was always left to the Hed Waiter, and that 

Mobs of “ workmen,” played shuttlecock with by the ranter, the “red,” and the after giving my whole mind to the subject, I had decided 

rough ; . that, of the two, rain and peace and quietness was far 

True hands by the thousand left idle, poor mouths by the myriad unfilled, more better than sunshine and row, at which they all 

Because Wealth’s so hard upon Labour, and Labour’s so often unskilled; larfed, but it put a stop to all the grumblmg, sol 

These are rummy “results!” See this lad, now; he’s pale ; he’s well-packed, reckoned that was one to me. 

I suppose Perhaps the most saddest specktacle as was seen by 

With the stuff that your “ Standards” require; well, his schoolmg must come any one pare of eyes on that orful wet day, was the 
to a close * poor gennelmen of the Lord Mare s^ ousehold a pickmg 

To stuff him, ank lots of his like, rate-collectors must put on the screw. their dellicate way through the middle of the muddy 

Well when you have done with the nipper, the question comes, what can he do r road with their butiful wands of olhce, and striving in 
Will his bag of books stand him in stead, when he ought to have tools in his bag ? wain to keep their lovely pink silk stockings from being 
Are vour “Standards” quite up to the mark, if they lead to the Black or Red soiled by the wulger mud. What their feehngs must 
Flag ? have been how few can no, specially when they ±9?°;^ 

Oh,^bother your ’isms and ’ologies ! Excellent things in their way ; theirselves the sport of the ribbald jester. I didn t 

But bread- winning wants something else, and the ’isms without it won’t paV* think as the frantic efforts of the hundereds of chil^en 


Yes— “ Technical Knowledge” they call it— means practical gumption and skill, to sing “ Hool Britanmer^^ was werry muon neipea oy 
Or used to when I was a vounffster : it may be a sort of a pill, ... the aceumpanyment of the passing Band playing werry 


Or used to when I was a youngster ; it may he a sort of a piU, 

But if you ’U stand aside and let me teach the lad something^ useful, my friend. 
Old England may yet hold her own, which some think a desirable end ! 


ROBERT 


LORD MAYOR^S 


the aceumpanyment of the passing Band playing werry 
lewdly, “ W^evry Fine and Large hnt then, in 
coarse, tastes differ. . 

The Bankwet was werry much as usual ; that is to say, ' 
about the werry grandest thing in the world; hut I 
cannot report the speeches, coz we was all on us all turned 
out of the All directly as they begun, more ’s the pitty, ' 


■ OUij 01 xae iiu uireciiiy as uuwy ucguu, xuui^ o uu.o 

DETBEMnTOtohayeagood long gaze at what I was told was to he a reglar hnt I was privUiged to hear some of the shouting and 
stunning Lord Mayor’s Show^suoh m &ey hg^m j® sure whether it’s right eyen of Com- 

' iHo lovely seat in ms boarded Church Yard, oppersite refreshment of the xhausted body, and yet I heard one 

Newgate, and near the Hold Bayley, so there was on ’em say to a reel fine tall 
m plenty to cheer us hup afore the Show cum, and arsked him the werry nateral question, whether they had 

' I™ plenty to emuse ns. Of course the bestfuuof all their dinner afore or after the gestes? Both, and a 

, tijff T was to watch the poore chaps in the crowd below us little snack after breakfast, and a quite lite supper when 

11 ■)'! ■' * Ij s. a being sorowged and shoved and pushed about, it was all over.” Praps the xaggemtion wasnt wepy 

I ' |l ' . , •while ■we sat in our hootiful crimson seats just like great, hut still there was xaggeration, and xaggeration 

I&- so many hemenent sweUs in the theatre, a looking is the Wafer’s cuss! 

’fcr— . common fellers beneath ’em. , It rained as I wentto my xeser wed place in thefren^y 

T don’t think uuon the hole, if I had my choice, that I wond choose to church-yard, it rained as I went to the Bankwettmg 
he a Perliceman’ on Lord Mare’s Day. Onyto think of the difirence hetwist All, and it rained as I sort nyr nnpshal oouoh at about 
thoTo nnd bus ! They begins hurly, we begins late ; they is, aperientiy, on their one o’clock, Hay. Hem., wid it reodled to fond 
poor feet aU day lo^, we merely spends a hour or two in the heyemng on them the words of the Boyal Hanthem, Long to ram over 
useful itremes; they has to snatch a hit of luite plane food and drink My- ns! ______ Kobeet. 

hows and anywheres, while we — ^but no ! I draws a whale ^he thrilling 

contrast; there’s snm things as is best left to the emadgmation, speshally ^ Line for Brov 7 ning. 

such things as them things. And when^ at length they seeks their tired homes. Wirn ’-n wri+A an pnic for the asre 

npon'the hole, thej libberality of mankind is not a increesing helement, more ’s — 

the pitty I . . ^ ^ . m -a + t Tf ^ CffAjercE eoe the Socialists.— Parhament Hm and 

What a percession it] was when at full len^h it came.^ last I it begun mth adjoining Hampstead Heath to be turned 

the flags and the principle officers of no less than 8 City Washupfool Companies. ^ People’s Park for ever. Five hundred acres in 
And wMch of the Officers was it as first ^^t my gaze, and held it nxmlyr congregate and speechify. How delightful 

Need I say it was the Beedles in their butiful Cbkes of .office. There was a Hampstead I 

quiet dignerty, not to say a degree of subbhmmity m their de^ener, as quite ^ — 

affected me, and I at once confess, amost arowsed mvlienvy. Wat a termma- ohvioualv 

tion to my great career I But keep quiet my throbbmg buzzom, and pass on. , 7^^ , 

Of the four hootiful Cars drawn by 6 strong horses, I gives my wote wittiout no Rascaxity would break the peace, 

hezitation to the Epping Forest one. It was xactlf like life, specify the g^ts Would insolently do and toe : 

a uretending to carry partridges on their fistes, which was all probbubly washed Its motto is ‘ ‘ Square the Police,” 

off by the rain. , . x.' x And ours must be “ Police the Square.” 

The late Lord Mare was in werry good time, and pssed by amid ^shouts, 

Sd SWMCs OB OBTOK.-Tohe appointed one of the Britiah 

thM^ame one of the principle ewents of the journey, for the Cairidge and all Delegates at the Conferenee on the Sugar Ctnestion. 


Its motto is “ ^uare the Police,” 

And ours must,be “ Polioe the Square.” 
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“HTSTANTANEOUS PHOTOGRAPHY » IH IRELAND, WITH “ INSTANTANEOHS RESULTS” 

TA T f A 'f'U a -wwi * 




[A. Letter to the Tima recommended Instantaneous Photography for the purposes of dotectioa and eridence at proclaimed mootings ] 


NEGATIYE EESULTS. 

Prom tM Pia/ry of an Irish, Znstantemeous Photographic Detective. 

Amved in Dablin. Consider the first thing to do is to 
get the goodwill of the Authorities. Make for the Castle. Stopped 
by a Smtmel. Focus him in two positions, and rush past him before 
he has time to reoovm hi^elf. Hurry along corridors, and through 
paMages md ahte.ehambers, knooting over domestics and Equerry, 
and two Private Secretaries, and fi,nally burst in upon the Tioeroy. 
Fmd tom at breakfast. Instantlf focus him. Take him in the act 
a piece of hot kidney in his mouth, while Lady Loirooir- 
DBRET stands in the background pourmg out a cup of tea. He shifts 
tos pqsitiom unto down his knife and fork, and stares at me in mute 
surprise. Lady LoirooNn^T also pauses with the teapot, and regards 
me with astonishment. The pose is graceful. I at once focus them 
agaim. A couple of loveto pictues 1 They seem even more astonished. 

tfet I thought it as well to look in at 
^ Castle, and see that things were going on all right.” 
They nng the beU, and give me into custody. M^ge, however, to 
convey to tto pMpleat toe Police Station that, acting on a sugges- 
tion made by Mr. W. H. Mailock in a letter to toe 2Vmes, I W 
come oyer in toe intosts of toe Government, and didn’t t-binV there 
135??^+ “^trod^oing myseK familiarly at head-quarters. 
Add that I think Bayous knows what I ’m up to. This seems to 
iaEuenco tliGiii* Am let out with a. cautions 

* * * * * m 

! 2iKesrfoy.--Determine next to look up toe Lord Mayor of Dublin 
and. see how he is getting on. Make for his ofScial residence, hurry 
upstairs, and present myself. By way of introduction, say 


abeady b^n to the “ Castle.” J amps up at this, and shouting out 
the divd ye have! ’ seizes the poker and makes for me. I whip 
Jum- . Succeed in taking him in five 
positions, jl) Yellmg at me and jumping: over a chair. (2) Throw- 
(3) Tumbling over a table in pursuL 
(4) BouMing out after me on to the landing. (5) Kicking me down- 

EsSpe witE.^mv 3?ancy they ^11 come out well. 

rr. 5,° ^popular meeting at Ballvmoonin. 

oomsite toTlw H Place.orowded. Flatform 

opposite the Town Hall, with speakers on ifc. Capital subject. 

Proceed to take an instantaneous photograph, when somebody cries 

®‘‘”® H ® wito a shower of 

r severs,! of them. Hit over the head. Apwal to 

Horse plunges and kicks out at my camera. Manage with a little 

pelted out of Ballymooniu, and rush to station taking occasional 
instantaneous photographs of rabid pursuers as I fly. 

^ * # lit # ^1 

proriaimed meeting of the Land League at 
whm Manage to get inside room, and foons the Chauman, 
when somebody asks me what’s my bnsiness there at alL” Explain 
^® an JMtantaneous photograph of the pro- 
of + w Chairman takes off hii coAt, and jumps 

apain. Shouts out to me, “isitafrilM 

wV&t TO”^ I® j -^^indow 

f oVa A made at me. Seize camera, aud hurriedly 

take pictures of souffle in seventeen positions. Am ultima^y 
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STARTLING ! 

Ee {faptimmly), “Akd kow that’s all settled, Daelihg, what kind of Engage- 
ment Ring would you like ? ” 

SU , “Oh, Gold this time, I hope, Deadest ! I 'm quite siok of wearing Imitation 
Engagement Rings ! ! ” [Tableau! 

hurled out of window. Camera thrown after me Neyer mind. Have secured several 
excellent pictures of legs, arms, flying chairs, and shillelaghs. Limp off as fast as I can, to 
develop them. 

Friday . — Turn up at Glencreagh to witness an eviction on Lord Doixibannin’s proper^. 
One hundred and fifty Police and two squadrons of Cavalry engaged in supporting Bailiffs. 
Farm vigorously defended by infuriated natives. Propose to take an instantaneous pnoto- 
graph of interior of premises. Approach window with camera. Am instantly covered with 
boiling meal, and felled by a crowbar. Endeavonr to focus my assailant. Pursues me to 
garden-gate. Turn on him with camera. Sends me flying over the wall. Pifll myself 
together, and creep off, not altogether disappointed. Find I have succeeded in taking a very 
fair negative of a pitchfork, 

' . •Hi * * 4K tN! ^ ^ 

I ^pcn t 

I Saturday .— for Tullamore, meaning to finish up with an instantaneous photo- 
graph of O’Bbibn. . Call on Governor of Gaol and explain that I should like to take his 
prisoner, “clothes >nd all, just as he,’ is, having a meal, if possible, so as to satisfy the 


outside public as to his general condition 
fl.nil appearance.” Bids me mind my own 
business, and endeavours to slam the door 
in my face. Tell him I shall certainly 
photograph his attitude in the matter. 
Focus him. Makes a rush at me, kicks me 
into the street, and smashes my camera. 
So can’t even take the sole of his boot. 
Pity. It would have made a pleasing and 
striking picture. However, on the whole, 
not a bad week’s work. But must rest now 
for repairs. Am looking for ward^with^ con- 
fidence to next. 

THE DUSTMAN AND THE 
BAEGE-OWNER. 

{A River Carroll.) 

“ Mr. Akehs Douglas assured Baron Henry 
DE Worms that a system had arisen of London 
barges, laden with tin kettles, old iron, pots, 
crockery, and even iron bedsteads, emptying this 
refuse into the sea near the Isle of Shei)pey, and 
that the Whitstable oyster-beds were in conse- 
quence being ruined.” — Daily Taper. 

The Dustman and the Barge-owner 
Were very fast allies ; 

They wept like watering-pots to see 
Such rubbish-heaps arise,! t-. 

Including irou bedsteads, and « 

Pans of enormous size. 

“ If any householder m Town 
Told me to move this ’ere, 

Do you suppose,” the Dustman said, 

“ That I should get it clear ? ” 

“I doubt it,” said the Barge-owuer, 

“ Unless they gave you beer I 

“But I ’ve some barges on the Thames ; 
So here’s a jolly spree — 

We ’ll take this lot of tins and pots, 
Also the crockeree ; 

And when we ’re out of sight ofjand, 
We ’ll drop ’em in the sea I ” 

The Dustman and the Barge-owner 
They loaded barges four. 

And when they got to Whitstable 
They anchored near the shore ; 

The Barge-owner said nothing but 
“ Why should we voyage more ? ” 

“But, wait a hit I ” an Oyster cried, 
Turning quite blue with dread ; 

You surely would not empty here 
’ Y our refuse on my head ! 

I do not want a bedstead, though 
This is an Oyster-bed.” 

“ The time has come,” the Barge-owner 
Remarked unto his mate. 

“ To talk of Barking outfall, and 
Our Yestry’s last debate, 

. And whether pots or liquid slush 
The Oysters most do hate.” 


“ It seems a shame,” the Dustman said, 
“ To spoil the Oyster breed, 
Considering that, when nice and fat, 
They ’re very good indeed, 

Eaten with bread-and-butter, brown, 
And flowing bowls of mead,” 

“ I we^ for them, I do, I ’m sure,” 
The Barge-owner replied ; 

Then sorted out the nastiest things 
His rubbish-ship supplied, 

And, winking to his dismal friend, 

He chucked them o’er the side I 

“ 0 Oysters dear I ” the Dustman cried, 
“ Our business we have done. 

I hope you ’ll find the bedsteads fit.” 

But answer oame there none ; 

And this was scarcely odd, because 
They ’d perished every one ! 
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THE SHRIMP CURE. j 

{By Fegwell Bey.) 

SiE,— My title is Oriental ; hut I am a British subject. I address 
you as an expert. This is the time of Cures ^you h^e the Grrape 


give these 

notes from my note-book, which is that of a physician who has had 
great experience aU over the world, and especially iu the East End 
of Europe, in order that rich and poor, prince and peasant, may 
read, and happily find that true balsam, which wiE so far purge 
his complaints, that he may become whole and well, and a comfort 
to his family circle, and the pride of his country. Yes, Sir, come 
to Pegwell Bev for a cure, and P. B. exclaims, “In the name 
of the Profit 1 Shrimps ! 

A few explanatory words about my installation in the locality. I 
wanted a Sanatorium. An unfinished row of villas about a mile- 
and-a-half distant that had long been on the hands of a local specu- 
lative builder struck me as the very thing. I took the whole terrace 
forthwith, speedily instituted a bathing machine fitted up as an 
ambulance to meet the down-train, and here I am in three months 
literally turning patients away. I may as well add that to enable 
me to procure a fresh and constant supply of shrimps for the neces- 
sities of my establishment, I have managed to secure the services of 
a Eetired Smuggler, who says he knows the coast, and thinks with 
a lawn tennis net cut up into pieces, and the assistance of one or two 
donkey-boys, or even patients, he can undertake to keep me supplied. 
But to revert to my experiences. 

bTo, 1. I commence with one of my first cases. I wish to be truthful. 
It was not a successful one at first. A. B., set 45, of nervo-bilious 
temperament, complained that his nights were fearful ; no sleep, pains 
everywhere, an uneasy sensation as of billiard-balls being poured 
down his back, a horror of society, and distaste for pastry. I had 
him placed in the establishment, and began by giving him three 
pints of shrimps every four hours. Eor the first twenty-four hours 
he improved wonderfully, he increased in weight and strength, and 
his appetite was greater— no other food than shrimps is allowed; 
but on the second day I found him with a temperature of 206® Fah- 
renheit, a pulse of 270, respirations 76 in the minute, and in fact in 
a critical state. I remained with the patient, I sent for my electric 
lamp and other instruments. I made an examination — a careful 
scientific examination— and I found that he had eaten the /iea<^s 
and tai/s. What was to be done ? I called in the Retired Smuggler, 
and asked his advice. He immediately suggested warm greengage 
jam. ^ After many anxious hours, this had the effect of completely 
soothing the system, and my patient breathed again. What relief I 
Having learnt by experience, I sat with that patient days and days, 
saw each shrimp ' carefully peeled and dipped in weak solution of 
carbolic acid— the result was wonderful. All his hair came off, he 
looked twenty years older, and completely lost the use of his legs, 
hut he is now able to pursue the laborious occupation of an Art 
Critic with pleasure to himself and gratification and edification to 
his numerous readers. 


Ho. 2. The case of a womau in an active stage of consumption is also 
remarkable. She consumed everything, from a periwinkle to a Peri- 
! gord pie. In other respects appetite normal. Received her into the 
^ establishment— fed her on shrimp-sauce, in quart pots. She came 
hack like the rebound of a watch-spring. She only remained three 
days— said she was quite well, and suddenly left, unfortunately 
without giving her adless, and so her account remains unpaid. I 
do not think she will return. The Retired Smuggler is of the same 
opinion. . , - 

Ho. 3. My next case presents singular features of mterest. My 
patient in this instance was an aged Duke, whose symptoms were 
unique and peculiar. He had deafening noises in his head, like the 
explosion of heavy foot artillery, coupled with a continual sensation 
of descending rapidly, as in a diving-heU out of order, accompanied 
by sudden and unexpected seizures in the spine, as if he were violently 
run into in the back by; an omnibus-pole. His sight was also affected, 
magnificent displays of fireworks taking place between him and his 
morning paper whenever he attempted to look at the leader. I saw 
at a glance that there was congestion in the case, and at once ordered 
a massage bath of hot potted shrimps. This was followed at first by 
the exhibition of some feverish symptoms, but, by a persistent 
recourse to it uninterruptedly for six consecutive months, they 
gradually disappeared, and I consider him now in a much improved 
condition. It is true that his faculties appear to have left him, and 
that he addresses me as “ King of the Coloboo Islands,” and, when- 
ever he gets a chance, puts things on the sly across the railway lines 
to upset the trains, and eats his newspaper ; but I fancy the noises 
in ins head have disappeared. I have lately sent him out iu charge 
of the Retired Smuggler, who assures me that, beyond bonneting a 
middle-aged lady on a donkey with the shrimping-net,^ beginning a 
war- dance in a neighbouring public-house, and pushing a short- 
sighted naturalist who was collecting ' zoophytes at the end of the 
pier into the water, there has been nothing at all to distinguish his 
behaviour from that of any ordinary nobleman making a short stay 
at the sea-side. I have him now watched, for I think it as well, by 
six attendants night and day, but I consider him quite my show- 
case. The more I look at him the more it is brought home to me 
what wonders the shrimps have done for him. 

I could, of course, continue my extracts, but my space is limited, 
and I mnst stop here. I think, however, I have revealed enough of 
the new treatment to induce any waverer to no longer hesitate, but 
to get it at once, and put himself or herself unreservedly under the 
careful charge of your highly scientific and circumspect corre- 
spondent, Pegwell Bev. 

“MI LOR MAIRE.” 

Tub new Belgian Lord Mayor of London, Monsieur PonY- 
doee db Keysee, is, it is said, a proficient in several languages, 
“ English as she is spoke,” being one of 
them. Let us rename him “Polyglot 
/ « \ DE Keysee.” Every dog must have his 

Mayor, and a 

Jill 1^- — precious bad one Poor Polyglot had for 
making a show of himself on the Ninth. 
It is rather hard on any Lord Mayor, Mi Lor 
" Maire le Brave Beige not excepted, that the 
ninth should follow so close upon tho heels 
November. But if a British 
liOrd Mayor must take his chance of the 
weather, even so must the Brave Belgian 




Who in apito of all temptation 
To belong to bis own nation, 
Bid become an Englisbrnan ! 
Yes ! an English Alderman ! 


Even as our latest Lord Mayor, he cannot ex- 
A ^ exempt from the penalties which 

a British climate enforces from all citizens 
of London. During the twelve months reign of Polyglot it is probable 
that the tune of The Boast Beef of Old fjngland will not be heard 
at Civic festivities, but instead, a new Waltz will be performed 
entitled Brussels Sprouts, which, as a matter of course,— third or 
fourth course,— will be a favourite dish at the Munching House, 


Yeey Polite.— a certain Civic dignitary who enjoyed the guild- 
hall Feast on the Ninth, felt uncommonly unwell the next day. Out 
of compliment to the Hew Loed Mayoe’s nationality, the worthy 
citizen, in answer to kind inquiries, sent to say that he was only 
suffering from Mai de Maire. 

In Good Hands.— “ Electric lighting,” it is said, “is still in its 
inf anoy for which fact we could not have better authority than 
its Hxtesby,— we mean the Past-President of the Society of Engineers. 


QCy" EOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will Tje no exception, ^ ^ ^ 
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PAPERS FROM PUMP-HANDLE COURT. 

A EecolUction of the Long Vacation, 

During- the Long Yacation (now happily over) I have been present 
at'my ehamhers a great deal more frequently tnan some of the men 
with whom I share my rooms. In fact, I may say that I have been 
constantly the sole occupant of the entire set. Chuczbob, the well- 
known authority on International Law, 
has spBut September and October in 
the Highlands, and my other friends 
have been on the Continent. Even 
PoRTiNGTON, my excellent and admir- 
able clerk, has taken a fortnight’s rest 
at Eastend-on-Mud (a pleasant water- 
ing-place not many miles from Town), 
where I fancjr he spent his well-earned 
holiday in trying to get up a libel action 
against the Sanitary Board. It is just 
to say that my presence at Pump- 
Handle Court has not been entirely 
necessitated by my forensic labours. 
The fact is, that Jowler, a very dear 
friend of mine, who has some mysterious 
supervisor ship (sanctioned by an eccen- 
tric will) over an Institution connected 
with the Vegetarian I Movement, was 
recently called away, by his duties as 
a trustee, to AustrEuia, to look after a 
number of sheep somehow affected and inconvenienced by the increase 
of rabbits in that favourite colony. Being thus for a season expa- 
triated, he asked me to look after the Institution connected with the 
Vegetarian Movement, in his place during his absence. 

“ You will really find the work simple enough,” he said on bidding 
me farewell. “ You hold my power of attorney, and aU you have to 
do is not to quarrel with the Committee of Inspection, who, as you 
know, can play the very dickens with us.” 

** But what have the Committee of Inspection to do with the 
place ? ” I asked rather anxiously, as I never like to accept respon- 
sibility, so to speak, with my eyes blindfolded. 

Oh, you wiU soon find out,” replied Jowler. “ You will pick it 
up as you go along. I shall soon be back— perhaps in six months.” 

The Institution connected with the Vegetarian Movement was 
within easy distance of my chambers, so I came to the conclusion 
that I could combine the vague superintendence it apparently re- 
quired with my ordinary legal engagements. I found, on a visit to 
the Institution about a fortnight after Jowler had left, that all 
seemed to be right, and the head employi assured me that if my 
services were needed, he would send round to me. 

“Fortunately since Mr. Jowler’ s departure. Sir,” said the head 
oynploye^ “ we have seen nothing of the Committee of Inspection.” 

He lowered his voice to a tone of the deepest awe as he spoke of 
the mysterious body. 

“lam very glad to have seen you, Sir,” he continued ; “ the fact 
is, there may be a number of things I should like to consult you 
about, and I was loth to worry you.” 

“ Oh, not in the least,” I replied, airily ; “ consult me at any time ; 
only too glad to give you every assistance in my power.” 

Upon this, I took my leave, saying as I did, to show that I really 
knew what I was about, that whoever had broken the hall-lamp, 
which I noticed was damaged, should have been made to pay for it. 

On my return to my chambers, I found Portington in a great 
state of excitement. He had actually got a brief for me ! A real 
brief marked with a real fee and endorsed by a real firm of Solicitors I 
I was actually retained I Mordaunt Jones, Brown and Snobkins ! 
Perhaps the best firm in the profession 1 I was delighted I 

“ PoRTiNGTON,” I observed when I had regained sufficient control 
over my feelings to speak calmly, “ I do not think you will find the 
names in my fee-book ? ” 

“I fancy not. Sir,” replied Portington; “they wanted Mr. 
Chuokbob, only I said he was in Scotland, and persuaded— I mean 
told them you were in, and would be glad to look through the papers 
instead.” 

“ Thank you, Portington,” I answered, as I took the bundle into 
my own special room ; “thank you, if they come for them, let me 
know.” 

“ Certainly, Sir ; Mordaunt Jones, Brown and Snobkins seemed 
most anxious to have them back.” 

Once alone I undid the tape and found the matter resolved itself 
into a most delicate point of international usage. I went to my book- 
shelf and hunted for authorities, and was soon deep in Mexican 
Maritime Law. I was searching in its statutes for one dealing with 
a ship detained by stress of weather in quarantine, when I (was 
disturbed by Portington ushering in the nead employe from the 
Institution connected with the Vegetarian Movement. 

“ Very sorry, Sir,” said my visitor, “ but we are in sad distress. 


We have just received twelve dozen cases of ginger-beer, when the 
Committee of Inspection particularly ordered that only soda-water 
should be supplied, and I really don’t know what we shall do.” 

“ Can they not be exchanged for the required liquid ? ” I asked, 
looking up from my work, a trifie annoyed at the interruption. 

“ I am afraid that is impossible, Sir. You see that the Committee 
of Inspection are so opposed to any alteration of procedure.” 

“Well, well, you must do the best you can,” I replied. “You 
see I am very much engaged at this moment,” 

The chief employ seeming greatly surprised at my lack of excite- 
ment, bowed, and withdrew. I was once more deep in my Mexican 
Maritime Law, when Portington put in his head. 

“Suppose that opinion isn’t ready yet, Sir? Mordaunt, 
Brown, Jones and Snobkins are waiting for it.” 

“ Ready directly. My compliments, and they can call for it in 
half an hour.” 

I had just got to the point where I thoug;ht I began to comprehend 
the Mexican method of dealing with a fraudulent bill of ^ lading, 
when I was again interrupted. A small boy forced himself in. 

“ Please you are to come round at once. The chess-boards are out 
of order, and want mending, and there is something wrong with the 
lift, between the kitchen and the dining-room, and ” 

“You had no right to intrude, sirrah I” I exclaimed, with 
haughty impatience. “ Begone I ” 

Murmuring something about the Committee of Inspection, “kicking 
up a shindy ” the urchin withdrew. Again I dived into Mexican Mari- 
time Law, and nearly got hold of the rules governing a sale of cargo for 
the benefit of ship-repairs. I had jotted down a hne or two upon the 
hrief-paper before me, when the door was again thrown open, and 
a gentleman of immense presence entered. 

“ I believe" you are Mr. Jowler’s substitute ?” he began, without 
removing his hat. I inclined my head and made a gesture with my 
pen which was intended to convey to him the joint ideas that he was 
to take a chair and not to disturb me until I was less preoccupied. 
He ignored my dumb-show. “And that being the case, it is my 
duty to call your attention to the unsatisfactory condition of the 
chimney-pots of your Institution, and to mention the fact that a 
pane of glass in the pantry has been broken, and is still un- 
repaired.” 

“ Really,” I replied, “lam exceedingly busy with a matter of the 
greatest importance, and I must ask you to be so very kind as to call 
again on an occasion when my time is more my own.” 

The gentleman rose with an air of astonishment so profound that 
it nearly approached an aspect of absolute terror. He gasped for a 
moment, and then asked, in a bone-freezing whisper — 

“ Do you understand that ! am a Member of the Committee of 
Inspection?” 

‘^I shall be delighted to make your acquaintance on spme future 
occasion,” I replied, with that easy courtesy that I hope is one of 
myjeharacteristics, and I opened the door for him to pass out. 

He got up aud with the same expression of profound astonishment 
left my chambers. Once more I dived into Mexican Maritime Law, 
and was only disturbed by a letter sent by hand from the Institution, 
which I did not open, hut threw carelessly on the desk before me. 
I had just got to the last point in my opinion when the door was 
again dashed open and Jowler himself rushed in. 

“ Why, my dear fellow, ” I began. 

“Ho time to explain,” he cried, “Australian visit deferred. 
Presentiment of evil. Come hack. What^about the Jnstitution ? ” 

I gave an account of my stewardship. 

“ And this is a letter I got a few minutes ago,” I said, when I had 
finished my story, handing the document to my friend who hurriedly 
opened it. 

“ Good gracious! ” he exclaimed, “why it is from a Member of 
the Committee of Inspection complaining of the haU-lamp 1 Oh ! 
what have you been doing ? ” 

“They are all there. Sir!” cried the urchin, returning at the 
moment out of breath from running, “and there’s a nice row 
at the Institution ! ” ^ 

“What the Committee of Inspection!” exclaimed Jowler, seizing 
his hat, “Oh, what have you been doing? Why the place will be 
ruined I ” And he hurried off followed by the urchin. 

The next morning I got a letter from Jowler, saying that he 
wotdd never forgive me, as, by my “ want of tact with the Committee 
of Inspection, I had ruined a widow and five small children,” and, to 
make matters worse, I have been subsequently informed, in a satirical 
communication signed “Mordaunt Brown, Jones and Snobkins,” 
that my opinion is not one they can conscientiously adopt with- 
out further advice, “as my knowledge of Mexican Law seems to be 
of a superficial description.” 

It is a painful expOiienoe, and none the less painful because I have 
to add it to a number of experiences of a not entirely dissimilar 
character. Brieeless, Junior. 

“The Grand Old Man” in December.— B’ ather Christmas, 
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LETTER-BAG OF TOBY. 

From Quiet Quaeters. 

By-the-Sea^ Saturday* 



'eae Toby, 

I HATE been intending to 
write to yon for some W’eeks past, 
but, really, life passes so quickly 
here, with such gentle rotation of 
days and nights, that a week is over 
before I realise that I have well 
entered npon it. Besides, I findj in 
practical experience, thatthe writing 
of a letter nsnally involves the 
receipt of one ; and, though I am 
not bound^ by any rale involving 
the necessity of reading, or even 
opening the letters that reach me, 
it is as well to avoid, as far as 
possible, little annoyances of that 
kind. 1 write to yon beoanse, in 
your case, I make an exception to 
the rale of my epistolary conduct, 
and really want to hear from you. 

, The occasion of this solicitude is, 
t^t I find cnanoe references in the local weekly paper (I never see a daily) to 
tneJjish Question, which seem to show that it is in a somewhat unusually 
perturbed state, I daresay if I could make up my mind to open the pile of 
letters that have been accumulating on my desk for the last month or so, I 
should be able to inform myself on the subject? But, if I once began that 
practice, whither W 9 uld it lead me ? I have found, in the course of my public 
me, that the last thing to do with a letter received through the post, is to open it. 
My correspondence, conducted in the main upon that principle, answers itself, 
and thus much labour, and possible friction, are saved. 

From the source of intelligence already alluded to, I gather hints that the 
Government are being firm” in Ireland, that evictions have been going on, 
that there have been conflicts between the police and the people, and that 
even some of my coUeagues in the Parliamentary Party have been arrested, 
une mr^aph goes so far as to mention the really interesting circumstance. 

^ ^ B:^isr, has been cast into gaol, where he sleeps on a plank bed, 

time to time to stand aside from the hurly-burly 
of active pohtic^ I suppose that what the paragraphist really means bvthe 

® oiit as an advocate of Home Enle for 

£legory, the error has hut temporary effect. If it 
ifa ™ ^ true to-morrow, or the day after, if only the Liberals 
have the lU-luck to be deprived of precedence in the opportunity. If I never 
^ed filler or msed voice agam< Home Rule would heWted to Irelanl by 
ciaJices to be in power when the moment is ripe. The 
would be a mere accident, of no great import to me 
Sto^go^^ people, whether it is the M-rk-ss or Gl-dsi-itb that^ kicks it 

tha??of though it may strike a superficial observer as odd 

to do it for me ? Amongst the few people with whom I come in oontaot here I 


pass for a curate of EvamgeHoal views, who, for private 
reasons, has quitted his family and congregation, and 
tneSj inenectuaUy they^ slily think, to disguise himself 
by dispensing with clerical garb. I encourage tbif a self- 
deception, ^d am left free to sit in the sun when there 
IS any — and there is really an astonishing amount on this 
Southern coast in November— and when it rains I put up 
my umbrella. Sometimes I hear on it the patter of dis- 
tant conflicts in Ireland, and open revolt in London. 
These echoes of wild disturbance only mahe the sweeter 
my retirement. I know that I am foolish to imperil 
my pastoral peace by inviting a communication from 
you which may confirm the vague reports I have alluded 
to. Stm, I am a little curious to know is it really true 
toat W-ii-M O’Be-h sleeps on a plank bed ; that 
W-IPE-B Bl-ot, wearied of the long repose of Egyptian 
affairs, has had his head broken by the Eoyal Irish Con- 
stabmary ; and that, with a refined cruelty which testifies 
to the innate fiendishness of the Saxon nature, the pre- 
siding Magistrate at Bow Street Police Court has ruth- 
lessly refused to commit for trial that truculent, 
dan^rons personage, Mr. S-hb-es, whom I remember in 
the Mouse as formerly Member for Hull ? 

Yours serenely, C. S. P-eh-ll. 

THE WAIL OF THE WIPE. 

( With apologies to the Foet) 

“It is stated that Mr. Swinbuenb’s new poem was cabled to 
New York.” 

H^ I wist, wailed the wire in sea *s hollow, 

That thousands of lines I should list, 

Pumped forth by a son of Apollo, 

I would not have lain here, not I, 

ITwixt Briton and Yankee a tie : 

No messages through me should fl.y. 

Had I wist. 

H^ I wist, they would make me swallow, 

Huge poems ail moonshine and mist, 

In addition to “ speeches” all hollow ; 

They shouldn’t have cabled a thing, 

They shouldn’t have used me to wmg, 

Leagues of rhymes that the word-spinners sing, 
Had I wist. 


Yaluabib Opinion.— We understand that the Autho- 
rrties hay-e consulted Mr. Beieexess, Junior, Q.C., 
(Queer Counsel) on the right claimed by indifferent 
passers-by to stand between the police and the mob, in 
view of the Chief Commissioner’s statement that such 
passers-by cause the chief difficulty in quelling disturb- 
anoe; The learned Counsel has given a lucid opinion to 
tlie efieot that any mere sightseer maybe arrested and 
imprisoned, unless ho or she can prove the having come 
to the spot lor a riotous or other unlawful object. 


May in November. 

{At the Foyalty Theatre.) 

Pieces French they ’re playing, — 

Jane’s a pretty player,— 

Come with me a-MTaying, 

Gaily sings the Maybe. 

The Lesson foe the Day.— At Lowestoft Mr, Mun- 
T X wisely on certain fishery questions. 

With revard to outrages/’ said he, “in the North Sea, 
I counsel English fishermen to suffer wrong rather than 
ao wrong, as then they could demand the protection of 
gaustry by Government.” Why not get tho start 
of the Haetington and Goschen Travelling Co. (Limited), 
and deliver these excellent sentiments in Ireland ? 

“ The Grosvenor ‘Split,’ ” ought at once to he adopted 
by the Eestauxant of that establishment as a title for a 
special mixed drink. Let Sir Coutts patent it, 

‘‘ SPECiAt CoNSTABLiM.”— Those belonging to the Col- 
lection in the National Gallery. 
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WILL ILLUME. 

(Poe applied,) 

** Ma. "Walt Whitman lias just sent to Mr. Ernest Ehys, 
a preface and some new material for a second ‘ popular ’ volume 
of prose, to consist of * Democratic Yistas * and other pieces ” 

Athenaeum. 

Then I pacified Psyche, and kissed lier, 

And tempted her out of her gloom. 

With the latest Walt-Whitmanish “ Yista,” 

Which Democracy showed as our doom; 

I Our unwelcome but obvious doom. 

* And I said, “ How ’s it written, sweet Sister ? ” 

“ Is it bosh ? Will it be a big boom ? ” 

She replied, “ ^Twill illume, ’twill illume. 

It is bosh, but quidnuncs ’twill illume I ” 

Mr. PoE, and not Mr. Funch^s Poet, is responsible for this 
Cockney rhyme, 

“ Christmas is Comino I” — “ Tell me not in Christmas 
Humbers,” that Christmas is coming. ^ We wish the good 
old gentleman would not announce his intended arrival 
so long beforehand. Everybody knows, that, like one of 
his own Christmas books, ne is “bound to appear” at a 
certain fixed date. Among the first of the heralds on the 
bookstalls is the Christmas Number of the Fenny Ulus’- 
trated^ price threepence, and well worth the money. Mr. 
Latey, Junior, arranges a Christmas Literary and Artistic 
Banquet, and every plate has a plateful of Christmas 
fare. The picture entitled “ Spoons ” and representing 
two persons in evening-dress slipping downstairs — “ such 
a getting downstairs in a sitting position, probably 
two amateur Tobogganists, is distinctly humorous. ^ The 
coloured illustration, called The Christmas Ball^^ will be 
a great favourite with boys. If the Early^ Bird still 
catches the worm, the Latey one who is first in the field 
with this Christmas number ought to pick up the three- 
pennies. , 

Literary. — ^It is announced that Mr. Snodgrass has 
* * thoroughly revised his translations from Heine.” W e 
expect next to hear that Mr. Tracy Tupman has 
“Englished” Catullus^ and that Mr. Winkle is pre- 
paring a new edition of the Book of Sports, 

Floral Appeal to November.— “ Fog-get-me-not I ” 






THE NE PLUS ULTRA. 

Jeames I. “ Yert danobrous Parties these Hunbmployed ! Wry, 

A BBGINNIN* TO DENOUNCE EUST' JeWimsIL “AO.'” 


THET ’re 



The Last op the Solo- 
MONSES.— The jSnal knock- 
down blow was given to 
poor Tupper’s ProverUal 
Philosophy by Mr. John 
Morley, who, in his ad- 
mirable discourse on Apho- 
risms, described it as a “too 
famous volume,” which 
“ had immense vogue, but 
it is so vapid, so wordy, so 
futile, as to have a place 
among tibe books that dis- 
pense with parody.” Alas I 
poor TupperI Mr. Punch 
bids thee adieu for ever I 


Will Mr. Lockyer turn 
his attention Eastwards, 
and inform us if the Cor- 
poration of the City of 
London is a “ Self-luminous 
Body ” ? If so, couldn’t it 
be utilised in a fog ? 


“SPECIAL” REASONS: 

Ort Why They were ** Sworn In,^^ 

Paterfamilias. “Because I think it’s my duty, as a law-abiding 
citizen, to set a good example.” , , 

Mister Tom {his son) . “ Because I must look after the old Hovernor, 

and see he doesn’t come to grief.” . ^ ^ xi. i* n 

Mr. Brown, Q.C. “Because I’m not going to let those tellows, 
Jones and Robinson, think that I shirk the responsibility.” 

Messrs. Jones, M.D., and Eohinson, It. A. “Because we dont 
mean to be outdone by that fellow Brown.” t .1 . , .1. 

The West-end Young Man. “Because, you know, I think, on the 
whole, it ’s the correct thing to do.” .r . i ^ 

The Primrose-League Young Man. Because I should very muco. 
like to have a real chance of giving a Social Democrat a good whack 
on the head.” . , , „ 

’ulrry. “ Because it ’s such a prime lark.” , „ 

The General Person. “ Because everybody seems to be doing it. 

Mem. by a Hater of Premature Ohristmassing.” 

“ Christmas comes but once a year 

But it lasts three months at a stretch, that ’s clear. 

I should like to pass the whole quarter in slumbers, 

To dodge the infliction of— Christmas Numbers I 

The Ghreat Oohinaway Chief says that he intends to continue 
selling his chips. But he has a log by him with which, as he has 
kept it for many years, he will not part on any account. 

ON A RECENT CASTING- VOTE. 

What I How did Lytton get into the chair I 
The usual way— he mounted by the Stair. 

I The Report on the Fire at the Exeter Theatre.— “ Slow, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

roH the library shelves of those whom “ Providence has not blessed ' 
with affluence,” and who cannot aJEord first editions or expenswe 
bindings, and for the working Journalist’s library, the most useml 
books, the most handy, though not belonging to the regular “ Handy 
Yolume Senes,” and the best adapted to the 
pockets of most men, specially of the class 
j L .. above mentioned, are those forming Morley's 

^ Universal Library ; published by Routledoe 

So]srs, which now number about fifty- 
five volumes. Btjtiee, ;Bacon, Cavendish, 
CoBBETT, Dante, Goethe, Goldsmith, 
Thomas-a-Kempis, Sophocles, .and Be 
Gtjincet, are all weR represented; and, 
following the fashion of the day, were I 
asked to provide “the young man just be- 
ginning active life ” with a list of the best 

perusal, I 

gtould have no hesitation in referring him to 
Morley^s Universal Library ; and I know of 
no more useful present at this Christmas time, or at any other 
time, than the neat and convenient oak cases, a guinea each, made 
on purpose to contain fifteen of the Moblet volumes. I trust they 
wRl go on from year to year, and so continue to deserve the title first 
j given them by Mr, Punchy of the “ More-and-Morely Series,” which 
fully expresses a constant supply to meet a growing demand. 

Long expected come at last 1 The Henbx Ievino and Pbank 
Maeshall Shahspearsy Yol. I., produced by Messrs. Blackie (one of 
which Pirm ought evidently to come out as Othello) as the Manager of 
the Lyceum always gets up his plays “regardless of expense.” The 
prefaces and introductions will delight everyone who acknowledges 
the force of the common-sense opinion, emphatically expressed inore 
than once in Mr, Punch's pages, that Shakspeaee if acted just 
“as he is wrote” wordd not suit the taste of an audience of the 
present day. The taste of the modern audience is corrupted by 
Sensationalism and Materialism in every shape and form — and at 
some theatres Materialism in shape and form is one of the main 
attractions— and so impatient is it of anything like development of 
character by means of dialogue, that it would have most plays, no 
matter whether comedies or melodramas (there are no tragedies now, 
except Shakspeaee’ s), reduced as nearly as may be to mere ballets 
of action. For the maxim of our audiences in this last quarter of 
the “ so-called” Nineteenth Century, as regards the drama, is Facta 
non verba; before which imperious command those “who live to 
please,” and who “must please to Rve,” are compelled, be they 
authors or actors, to bow, and do their best, speaking as little as 
possible, so as not to give ofienoe. 

Break, break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue,” 

is the cry of any author nowadays who aims at writing a true 

Comedy, Mr. Ieving marks clearly enough all the passages usually 

omitted in representation, which of 

themselves would make a small volume, 

but we are not shown the arrangement 

of scenes necessitated by the exigences 

of the stage, or rather by the taste of 


the audience, and so in this respect the , ! 

plays remain pretty much as their "ftjj I 

author left them. Some stage- direc- 

tions have been introduced, but as Mr. ^ ' 

Peank Marshall denies that this is 

in any sense an ‘ * acting edition”— -while jr ^ 

Mr. Ieveno in his preface rather seems tt* .l v i. t « i 

to imply that in some sense it is so,- i „ ' 

I should be inclined to describe the ^ 

work as “a contribution in aid of an acting edition,” and I am 
delighted to add, a most valuable contribution it is, at least so far. 
Fx uno disce omnes, and if the other volumes are omy on a par with 
this first instalment, Ieving and Marshall’s— it wouldn’t do to put 
Marshall first in the Pirm, because it would at once suggest “ and 
Snelgeove” to follow — or this Henet and Prank’s edition of 
Shakspeaee wiU be one of the most perfect and the most serviceable 
to the ordinary reader that has as yet been given to the public. 
In order to illustrate the Messrs. Blackib’s judicious liberality, 
Mr. Marshall tells us that, with the view of making the work more 
complete by the introduction of certain explanations, “they (Messrs. 
Blackie) entirely recast all the notes to Richard the Second, though 
they (the notes, not Messrs. Blackie) had been already stereotyped.” 
Oh, that Theatiical Managers would be as wise in their generations 
as were even these poor publishers, and when they gee that a piece, 
Shakspeare’s or anybody else’s, is in an unsatisfactory state for 
representation, at once “ recast it entirely, in spite of all the old 
‘ * stereotyped ” tie-wig objections. Mr. Iri ing in his preface makes 
a sort of apology for the luxurious extrav gance of modern stage 
decoration. There is no necessity for th's. The Stage refiects the 


fashion of the day, and that fashion is Materialism. Mr. Marshall’s 
critical remarks on The Comedy of Errors, Lovers Labour Lost, 
Romeo and Juliet, and Henry the Sixth, Part I,, are admirable, 
difficult subjects being most delicately handled. He has no note on 
the appearance of an “Abbess,” and on a scene ‘‘in front of a 
Priory,” in the first of these plays, of which the action takes place 
about 300 B.c. ; but I suppose that, though seldom risking anything in 
a case of importance, he on this occasion consulted the Dyce, and 
concluded that there was some “a 
priory ” argument in favour of the ex- 
istence of Abbesses three hundred years 
before they were invented. A genius 
I like Shakspeaee is above time and place. 

' Mr. Marshall is of opinion (in a foot- 
note, and I think he has here put his foot J 

in it) that Shakspeaee never descended /h!!/ 

to sycophancy for the sake of pleasing his vn / /r ' Hi 

royal patroness. I shall be curious to see ^ / )jm 
what he has to say on this subject when ' / 

he comes to tackle the characteristic ^ / 

speech given to Cmwwier in the last scene ^ Ho bears him like a portly 
of Henry the Eighth, Mr. Marshall gentleman.” 

dealing with Joan of Arc, in Henry the d-* Act I., Sc. 4. 

Sixth, notices how Shakspeaee halts between two opinions, but 
decides as a courtier and a man of business would have done. The 
courtier remembers that Joan was not the only heroic virgin who 
had cheered her troops on to victory, but that the masculine Q,ueen 
Bess had also mounted a cock-horse, like the lady of Banbury Cross, 
and had encouraged her soldiers with brave words at Tilbury 
Port. Where the full-fiavoured British (iueen had succeeded, 
evidently the humble Gallic peasant maid must fail, at least, on the 
stage. If Qloriana was to be the pride of Old England, La Pucelle 


must be held up to Gloriana's subjects as a vile impostor, and a witch. 
Shakspeaee would not allow sentiment to interfere with business. 
Most of Mr. Gordon Browne’s illustrations are charmingly designed 
and executed, and the prefaces, introductions to Shakspeaee’s family 
(managed by P.A.M., Master of the Ceremonies), and critical re- 
marks, ought to satisfy the most exacting of Shakspearian students. 

Prince Lucifer (Macmillan & Co.) by Alfred Austin. 1 do not 
wish to make an ostentatious— or rather, in this instance, Austin- 
tatious— display of my unpoetio nature, but I cannot understand 
why Alfred the Less chose this name of Lucifer for his hero. The 
title, for advertising purposes, certainly arrests the eye. Of course, 
as Alfred the Less would say, in his light Lucifer manner— 

I Lucifer,” I own to liking ; | Names aro nothing, if not striking. 

I And Lucifer is nothing to speak of, if not intended to serve|a striking 
I purpose. A second title might perhaps have assisted the public to 
an explanation,^ Lucifer ; or. The Love Match, Prince iMcifer 
suggests something naughty, and worse— or naughty in werse— for 
there is nothing to assure us beforehand that Mr. Axtstin’s “Prince 
of Darkness is a gentleman ” who wouldn’t shock our religious 
or moral sentiments on any account, not even on his own. But 
though the book could not, perhaps, be recommended by Mr. 
PoDSNAP to the “Young Person,” yet I should carefully consider 
the intelligent capacity of the Young Person before presenting her 
mth such a specimen of “light and misleading” literature as 
Prince Lucifer, to judge it only from its title, might Austinsibly be. 
It contains some of Mr. Austin’s best work, and when, in this foggy 
weather, I call for “Light I More light!” I shall be perfectly 
satisfied if they bring me Mr. Austin’s new patent Lucifer, 

Your Own Baron de Book Worms. 

Albert Hall Concert, Wed., Nov. 16. 

With Patti, and Santley, and Lloyd, 

The attraction was great, and it drew 

An audience muchly annoyed 

%iog they could scarcely see through. 

B& House it was choke-full ... of fog, 

Which kept a good many away. 

Too bad, for a “ dead-heaa” is Pbg,-*- 
Comes in free. Mister Fog doesnH pay. 

A Confessor’s Costume.— Dnder a system of prison discipline 
admtting of no distinction of prisoners, Mr, W. O^Brien, confined 
in Tullamore Gaol, complains that he has been deprived of the clothes 
wmoh he Diefers to the prison uniform. Some sympathy is due to a 
misguided gentleman divested of decent habiliments; but the 
grievance which he has injudiciously brought upon himself is one 
for which he wiH sooner or later, at least if ne pleases, be enabled to 
obtain redress. 


& B, V. 


Says Watkin, “ This, Porbes, 
Makes us open our orbs I ” 


“Your orbs,” Porbes replies, 
“ And your pockets likewise.” 
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OUR DEBATING CLUB. 

With tlie fall of the leaf, and the first touch of fog in the atmo- 
sphere, it has been the time-honoured practice of the “G-argoyle” 
Club, eyer since its establishment eighteen months, ago, to resume 
the sittings, temporarily suspended during the Summer, The 
“ Gargoyles’^ are, 1 should explain, an assembly of earnest, thought- 
ful young men, who arrange to meet upon one eyening in the week 
for purposes of mental friction, and the discussion of the social 
questions of the day. We have a President, an Honorary Secretary, 
a ballot-box, a balance-sheet, a printer’s bill, and, in short, every- 
thing handsome about us. It is the custom to consume tobacco, in 
some form, during our meetings— except in the case of a member 
who is actually upon his legs addressing the house, when etiquette, 
and indeed convenience, require him to abstain for the time being. 
It is, perhaps, this rule which restricts several of us (including the 
writer) from expressing our sentiments in any sustained form. Por 
myself, indeed, 1 am the victim of a difB.dence at present unconquer- 
able ; it costs me an inconceivable efiort to say even as much as 
“hear-hear,” and accordingly I listen and learn, making copious 
notes for f ature edification, and coming away on each occasion with 
a strong fiavour of tobacco, and the consciousness that, intellectually 
speaking, the evening has been by no means wasted. These notes I 
am now enabled, by the express sanction of a majority of the mem- 
bers (who considered it only right that some suggestive crumbs from 
our feasts of reason should be conceded to the outer world) to com- 
municate through the medium of Mr, Funch, We could, perhaps, 
have preferred a journal with a higher reputation for seriousness, 
but the truth is that the daily papers declined, by common consent, 
to report our proceedings, on the plea that they were “not of 
sufEoient public interest ; ” and we therefore decided to waive the 
obvious disadvantages of association with a paper of whose tone we 
do not always or entirely approve, in consideration of placing our- 
selves in touch with a section of the public who are too little apt to 
give any serious attention to improving topics. 

The Editor, somewhat autocratically, has reserved the right of 
condensation and selection, although it has been pomted out to him 
that— without adding a single extra sheet to his number— ample 
space could be afforded for a full report (which I would undertake 
to furnish) of our debates were the simple expedient adopted of 
temporarily discontinuing the Cartoon in our favour. Popular as we 
cannot but think such a step would be, we gravely fear that it will 
not be taken— unless some pressure is brought to bear from outside. 
It is something, perhaps, even to have gained as much as we have ; 
something that, amidst the shrill squeak and frivolous chuckle of 
Punchy will be heard from time to time the deeper, graver notes of 
the Gargoyle Club. We are not enemies of fun ; we only^ think 
that there may be many, like ourselves, who consider it possible to 
have too much of it. The Editor, we are glad to adimt at once, 
seems quite to recognise the sincerity of our desire to raise the tone 
of his periodical, and is willing to allow us to try the experiment— 
though he expresses a doubt whether these contributions will have 
quite the effect we anticipate. We shall see. In the meantime, I 
must preface my first notes, taken last Session, by a short sketch of 

PiNCENET, OUB. PbESIDENT. 

PiNOENEX possesses a mind, perh^s the most comprehensive in all 
Paddington. I have known him— 1 wish I could say intimately— 
now for over nine months, and I can confidently assert that I have 
never yet heard him confess to ignorance of any department of 
human knowledge, of any branch of modern thought I In intel- 
lectual stature he towers miles above us all, and weekly increases 
that altitude under our very eyes by drinking two bottles of some j 
sparkling beverage composed of phosphates. He is coldly tolerant 
of the world’s failings, and is understood to confine himself to a fish 
diet. He speaks little, but that little falls with immense weight. 
PiNOENEX is not genial, or, indeed social of manner— he suffers us, 
but not gladly— listening to each speaker with conscientious atten- 
tion, as if it was always possible that he might utter something 
not immeasurably below contempt before he sat down. He has a 
little bell by which he warns the wanderer, and paralyses the prolix, 
and his preliminary caress of this bell is a rebuke in itself. It would 
be too much to say that Pincbnbt is popular amongst his fellow 
Gargoyles; he neither courts nor desires popularity. Indeed, he 
ranges somewhat too much apart, and goes home alone by the 
Underground the moment his duties are concluded. But he is 
greatly respected, and if we feel, as we sometimes do feel, that his 
standard is rather too high and exacting, at other times the con- 
sciousness acts upon us as a decided incentive. 

OuB Yice-Peesident. 


He is at present articled to a solicitor, but he is more calculated to 
shine at the Bar, where fervour has a freer scope than in an office. 
He melts and thrills us by turns, speaking without preparation and 
without notes, for which he apologises in carefully constructed sen- 
tences. Altogether, Habtupp is one of our most distinguished 
Gargoyles. I may add that he lives at Hotting BGll with his mother. 

Our Honoeaet Secbetabt. 

Mr. Feedeeick Fadell, is one of our most energetic and useful 
members. He is the only one (except perhaps PrNCE]srET) who 
possesses anything like a working acquaintance with all the rules. 
He is a Barrister-at-Law, and finds his thimbers very useful for 
preparing minutes and sending out notices relative to the business of 
the Club. Fadell is no great orator, though he can speak with some 
fiuency to a point of order. What he reallj/ enjoys is superintending 
an election by ballot. During our debates he steals about with an 
air of mystery, conducting long conversations in a whisper with such 
members as he wishes to induce to j oin in the discussion. His whole 
existence is bound up in the Gargoyle Club, and he is deeply alive to 
the responsibilities of his position. 

With these preliminary introductions, the Public must be perforce 
contented for the present. I hope, however, on future occasions, to 
be permitted to give some further idea of the work we are doing, and 
more especially of the manner in which it is performed— though the 
ruthless compression to which, as I have hinted above, I have reason 
to believe my notes will he subjected, may deprive them of much of 
their interest and value. 


SO SEASONABLE, YOU KNOW. 

Sib,— I read a letter in the JSt, James's Gazette^ signed “ Page 
Hodps.” The gentleman stood for somewhere, and may be standing 
stiU, were such a contradiction in terms between “standing still” 
and “Hopps” reconcileable. Is he an Irreconcileable ? 1 am no 
politician, and don’t want to be, spe- 
cially just now. But such a name as 
“Page Hopps” must stand for some- 
thing, and what struck me as a sort of 
Christmassy idea was, what a cheery, sug- 
gestive name “Page Hopps” really is! 

What a picture it conjures up of a true 
old-fashioned Christmas jollification, where 
all distinctions are obliterated, the Masses 
join with the Classes, and the Misses go 
with the Kisses, under the sprig of mistle- 
toe. “ Page Hopps I ” What a delightful 
household! Page hops, Butler skips. 

Footman jumps, Cook capers, Housemaid 
dances, Scullerymaid slides, while 
Master plays the yiolm, 

Aad Missus the guitar. 

We are a merry family, 

We are! We are! We are!! 

I drink his health, the health of P. Hopps, Hop ! Hop I Hooray ! 
in beer, of course. This comes hopping you’re well. 



Spring Banh^ Out of Bounds, 


Yours ever, 

A. Hoppidah. 


“ Kemembee Mitchelstown I ” 
A: 

But 


And do not join a mob. 
if you do, you’re likely 


to 


Get “ one ” upon your nob. 


To the Unemployed. 

If not to get knocked down, 

And squelched, you greatly care, 
Remember, then, both Mitchels- 
town, 

And eke Trafalgar Square I 


Sports and Anecdotes of Bygone Bays, By C. T. S, B. Reynaed- 
SON. Without four initials Reynard’s son ought to know by this 
time as much about sport as sly old Reynard himself. IHusiratcd, 
too, in colours, but not with his own brush. 


The Powers that Be, 

Against “ One Man Power,” the cry is now raised, 

By moralists noted for meekness. 

Perchance the new protest were more to be praised, 

If directed against “ one man weakness,” 

The partisan man is so given to glower. 

At his bigger, or luckier, brother man, 

One fears that this railing against “ one-man power,” 
Means craving the power iox— another man. 


Haettjpp, our Yice-President, is of a very different mental calibre 
and disposition. He is of a warm and enthusiastic temperament, and 
endowed with a lava-like fiow of eloquence. Haetupp is sho’v^, 
but, as he would be the first to admit himself, a trifie superficial. 


Chiee Item ih a Gladstonian Menu.—** A Chop and Chips.’ 


A Peeebct Pahdemobium.— Demon-stration in Trafalgar Square, 



THE ‘ PONDS ASINORUM” AGAIN! 


Caihjf , "Oh! tee thinks Seven- and-Sixpbnob too mhoh, do tee, ioe comin’ ale the way up to ’Ampstbad ! Well— 

’em I stops till I ’M PAID, THAT ’S ALL ! " I WELL 


EXTRA SPECIAL. 

As many married men have recently been swcrn in as supplemen- 
tary mioernen, md m ladies are usually entirely ignorant of law. it 

p tb;® 'tS'tntory regulations of the 

duties of Special Constables. Here tbiey are : — 

1. Special Constables will occasionally be expected to spend several 
Smatio7 ^ card-room of the Club in search of 

OBcasionaUy require them to pay a visit to 
farm for a fortnight, or even three weeks, to study tor themselves 
*v® ?*'<®^tng of the French Judicature Act. 

"fi™t to be present at the 

?c L they mil be expected to take 

ta,ve an opportunity of 

ooMdentially exchangmg notes with their fellow-constables. ^ 

required not to dine at home, but. for 

Sated ii^^bfes?"^ *® 

5. Every Special Constable (if not already in possession of one1 
b^s^^e^^^^*^ “ latch-key, under a penalty of £20— payable 

pnLft (and th^e offence, when proved, will 

Inecill fw w ^®“®^ servitude for an indefinite period) for a 
any^e,tocSo^hir^T ^ hts movements to 

mJi bSX m Wrton Jmilt *^® 

extraordinary occasions, when it is necessarv that he 

Celtw&uu¥o<^1tdofSEi^a^n^^ 

'to have his shale of the»p& 


PEOMENADITO. 

I ATTENDED the Opening Night of the Promenade Concerts at Her 
Majesty s on Saturday week. A crowded house ; everybody in the 
best of hninours. Mile. Ellt Wabnots trilled her most brilliant 
variations,” Miss Ilorencb St. John carried off the lioness’s share 
of applause and bouquets. There was a new " Vocal valse,” entitled 
ZauffAtnff Beauties" m which a chorus of “ladies in costume” 
lavited us to buy what the programme waggishly described as 

Sweet violets for the meek, tra, la, la, la, la, 

Fond ivory for the weak, ha, ha, ha, ha, ho I 

The programme, by the way, contained one or two other similar 
eccentnmties. Miss^ ^ JonK was announced as inquiring iu a 
song of BEBcnEND s, Why do your big tears fears fall, Dad(& ? 
hardly a fair question to be addressed to any parent. Fortunately 

enigmatical form, but the 
gifted author of Bamy^ insist ou correcting his own proofs next 

time. Then we had a descriptive Piece for Orchestra.’ 
Bulgarian Patrol, in which the melody began faintly, and came 
nearer and nearer with the clank of metal, till it gradually died away 
<iistance. Oh, wot a novelty I ” as I heard a street- 
other day ^ncerning the ^‘panorammor of the 
^ ^ dubious public. But the 
public at Her Majesty’s applauded the Bulgarian Patrol as im- 
partially as they did his Turkish forerunner. 

{Signed) A. BouTiao Joistes. 


nATcf® ^ <3^oue from our gaze, 

Ticket. But, anyhow, the Juvenile. Phe- 

rest. Don’t 


^ CEaTAiN Imustbxous Suoteebe.— mo shall 
The Patient. This is the sad Moral, 
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^ARRY ON LAW AND ORDER! 

Dear Charlie, 

Ascuse shaky scribble ; I ’m ■writmg this letter in bed. 

"Went down to the Sgnare, mate, —last Sunday, —and got a rare clump on the ’ed. 

Beastly shame, and no error, my pippin ! Me cop 
it 1 It ’ s too j oily rum. 

"When a reglar Primroser gits toko, one w'onders'wot 
next there will come. 

It wos all Bobby’s blunder, in course ; Mister Btjr- 
LEiGH and me was * ‘ mistook,” 

I went jest for a lark, nothink else, and wos quietly 
slinging my.’ook, 

Wen a bit of a rush came around me, a truncheon 
dropped smack on my nob, 

And ’ere I ham, tucked up in bed, with a jug of ’ot 
spruce on the ’ob. 

’Ard lines, ain’t it, Charlie, old hoyster? A 
barney ’s a barney, dear hoy, 

And you know that a squeege and a skylark is wot 
I did always enjoy. 

A street-rush is somethink splendacious to fellers of 
sperrit like me. 

But dints and diakkylum plaster will spile the best 
sport, dontcher see. 

Don’t you fancy the “ Hunemployed,” bunkum has 
nobbled me ; not sech a mug I 
And as for O’Brieit and his breeches, I ’m glad the fool’s fairly in jug. 

No, no. Law and Border ’s my motter, but wen a spree ’s on ’ijLRY ’s there ; 
And I thought, like a lot of the Swells, I should find one that day in the Square. 

Lord Mayor’s Day with a scrimmage chucked in is a hopening too temptin’ to 
miss. 

More pertikler wen all in “the Cause”— Law and Border, I mean, mate- 
like this. 

I despises the Poor and the Spouters ; to see their ’eds jolly well broke 
Is fan, but a bash on one’s own— well, there, somehow it spiles the whole joke* 

The Perlice wos too dashed hinderscriminate, that’s where it wos, my dear boy; 
Wich they couldn’t take me for a Paddy or ’umbugging “ Out of Employ.” 
Wen that cop got his hand on my collar he ought to ’aye knowed like a shot, 

By the Astrykan only, that 1 wasn’t one o’ the Sooherlist lot. 

I ’ate ’em, dear Charlie, I ’ate ’em I They wants to stop piling the pelf, 

Wen that is wot eyery dashed one of us wants to be piling hisself . 

No, Wealth is wot must be kep up and perteoted, woteyer goes wrong; 

And to talk of abolishing Millionnaires, Charlie, is coming it strong. 



I can’t git the ’ang of his lingo ; his patter’s all picter 
somehow. 

And wot he quite means by that Calf, mate, I dxinno no 
more than a cow. 

But the Scapegoat, that ’s him^ I suppose, and he looks 
it ; it’s rough, as he says ; 

No marbles, no lodging, no grub, and that sort o’ thing 
kep up for days I 

But the Scapegoats must not kick up shindies, and stop 
up our streets and our squares. 

That’s amoral. Perhaps there is grabbers as wants to 
swag more than their shares. 

I ain’t nuts on sweaters myself, and I do ’ate a blood- 
sucking screw. 

Who sponges and never stands Sam, and whose motto’s 
“ all cop, and no blue.” 

Still, this ’ere blooming Hanarohy, Charley, won’t do at 
no figger, dear boy. 

A bit of a rorty romp round in the open a chap can 
enjoy, 

But brickbats and hoyster-knives? Walker! Noton 
in that scene, mate, not me I 

And a bash on the nob with a batton is not my idea of a 
spree. 

To bonnet a lot of old blokes and make [petticoats squeal 
is good biz, 

But a Crusher’s ’ard knuckles a crunching yer scrag P 
No, I ’m blowed if that is I 

Let ’em swarm “ in their thousands” — ^the mugs!— and 
their black and red dags let ’em carry ; 

But wen they are next on the job they will ’aye to look 
wide-oh ! for ’Arrt. 


Cuttings and Slips.— The following were extracted 
from the Manchester Evening News^ Noy. 14 : — 
J^ESPECTABLE Woman WANTS WASHINa, at Altrincham. 

J^ESPECTABLE Widow WANTS WASBINC for Tuesday. 

The first one is not in a hurry ; the second is, and 
names the day. Then or neyer. At first we thought it 
! was a new form of adyertising Somebody’s Soap, 


TO HIS MISTEESS. 


They are like prize Chrysanthemums, Charlie; for, if you want them^ 
don’tcher see, 

You must nip ofi some thousands of buds to let one or two swell and grow free. 
Jest you turn a lot loose in yer garden, and that ain’t the way as they’ll grow ; 
But if ’undreds weren’t sacrificed daily to one, you would not get no Show. 


That ’s Life in a nutshell, my hloater ! All wants to he fust, but they can’t ; 
Most on us is wasters ; the game of the snide un ’s to he a Prize Plant. 

Then you’re mugged up to-rights and made much of, but, oh, you must be a 
big ass, 

If you fancies as daisies is dealt with like horchids, and grown under glass I 


Ask Q-entleman Joe. Me knows better, he ’s finding it out more and more, 

And his Radical rot about “ ransom ” won’t turn up agen ; it don’t score. 

“ Law and Border’s ” the tip I can tell yer. I ’m on to it fairly for one, 

And there ’s ony one thing I finds fault with ; they do rayther buimick up Fun ! 


If heyerythink’s on the CI.T., and a Peeler is always at ’and — 

And that ’s Law and Border you bet, as beknown to the rich and the grand— 
It’s O.K. for the ’olders of ochre, who, if they ’ye a mind for a spree, 

Can always palm-oil Mr, Peeler, and do it upon the d.T. 


From a Distracted Qramma/rimi with To Be ” in his Bonnet 

With you, 0 Superlatiye Maiden, 

There can no Comparison be ; 

And though Grammar makes “You” Second 
Person, 

You are first of>R Persons to me. 

At Present my life is Imperfect 
(Not Irregular, nota hen6)^ 

But with you for Auxiliary, dearest, 

Bow Perfect our Future might be. 

Considering my Antecedents, 

Your Relatives can but Agree ; 

And since I ’m Defective in Number, 

You cannot Decline me, you see. 

I sigh ; hut by mere Interjections 
My Case cannot infiuenced be : 

Then grant the Conjunction I plead for, 

And so with your Subject agree. 


But bus, Charlie, bus ? I likes Border, and likeways I ’m partial to Law, 
Wen it means keeping my swim all clear, and a muzzling my henemy’s jaw. 
Wy, nothink could easy be nicerer, then, don’tcher see, dear old pal ; 

But supposing that game interferes with my larks, or my lush, or my gal ? 

Local Hopshtm, for instance, or Betting Laws, Prize Fight pervention, and such, 
That some mealy-mouthed mugs axe so sweet on ; if they cop us, life ain’t wuth 
much. 

Contrydicting myself ? Oh, well, Charlie, I ’ye sech a blarmed paiu in my ’ed, 
And hfe looks a queer sort of mix wen you boss the whole bizness from bed. 

Dah the Dosser, who knows the Square welL ’aying slep'in it night arter night, 
Sez the Golden Calf safely railed in by the Law is a ’eavenly sight. 

Aoos Border is ’Eayen’s first Law, and, in conserkense, Law Earth’s first 
border; 

The Calf^may.sit safely hinside, whilst Scapegoats is kep hout^of the border. 


Among the books with which the Prison Authorities 
should have supplied Mr. O’Brien ought to have been a 
copy of “The Breeches Bible.” When he comes out, 
wnl he commence a suit against the Government ? 


AMERICAN CHORUS. 

We ’ll state what we think of your Brummagem Joe. 
He ’s “ so English you know,”— yes, “ so En^ish, you 
know.” 


“ The‘'Slbepir Awakened I ” New Cantata, dedicated 
to the Bfeht Hon, Henry Matthews, the Not-Yet- 
Quite-at-Home Secretary. 
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PROBABLE PICTURES FOR CHRISTMAS NUMBERS 

BY SIB J. B. MILLAIS, B.A. 


KEPT IN; . 

OB, THE LEAGHEB BELBAOUEREI). 


{Suggested ig this eminetU ' ' Sporting omA Dra/mxtvi " Artist’s ' ‘ Portia ’’ now being esAiMled on aU ^ Right-thinhing Badieal reguests informosHon, 


! bookstalls. 


giWP 




LABY HACBETH. SHYLOCK ; or, Tlie Masher of Venice, 

*'Or Anybody Else. Doesn’t matter, “Companion Picture to my * Portia.’ 
Quite a J. E. M.“ A very brilliant J. E. M.” 

THE WOES OE THE WATEE CONSUMEE. 

Dea:r Me. Punch,— What G^reek philosopher was it who held that Water was* the beginning 
and essence of all things ? Oar modern Sanitarians appear to agree with him. At any rate, 
if they do not look upon water as the great essence, they declare it to be the prime essential, 
and present fearsome pictures of the results of any deficiency in its plentifulness and purity. 

But, Sir, between the Landlord who won’t put it on, and the Water Company who will 
cut It oiE, what is a poor Tenant to do ? In one day I read, first, that Mr. William Christie 
IS summoned by the Sanitary Inspector o± St. Saviour’s, Southwark, for obstinately refusing 
to pro^de a suitable water-supply to twelve houses in Park Street, Southwark ; secondly, 
that the East London Waterworks Company is summoned by a Mr. Ernest Bransembb for 
cnttmg on the water at his house in Boundary Passage, Shoreditch, without lawful excuse. 
Looks encouraging, doesn’t it? True, Mr. Kebbbll, the Company’s Solicitor, assured Mr. 
hlANNAX that the Company was really in the right, and that the man had suffered from the 
tault ot Jus Landlord. Perhaps so. in this ease. Anyhow it seems to be admitted that the man 
Buttered, and s^ered unjustly. In this case, too, the Company (said its Solicitor) had been 
very ffood, had paid the man and settled the matter. Mr, Hannax is reported to have 
A which see^ almost to imply a mild surprise. Surprised at the “ goodness ” 

of a Water Company! ! !^ Well, it is a painful fact that the prevailing faith in the pro- 
W^er works IS much of the complexion of Sam Weller' the “ Waterworks ’’ of 
Companies, as a rule, are not guite so ready to “turn it on 
^ lachrymose and deceptive Job Trotter. 

The Company do not fear the Magistrate’s decision,” saidMr.KEBBELL, loftily. “It is the 
tnal hy newspapws wkchfoUows, which is so objectionable.” Doubtless : from the Company’s 
point 01 view. Whether the Consumer shares that opinion may be Questioned perhaps 
T -Punch, my own confidence in the ‘^natiye worth ” of Water’ (Wpmies and 

I^mords, Leinr a plant of dow wowth, which, indeed, has hardly yet appeared above 
jfrotmd, I sho^d like to oaH attention to the dilemma which the “ tnh ’’-loving, fever- 
V fall into between the two. If this savours of that ^noxious 

practace, trial by newspapers,” I am sorry ; but really. Sir, the Tenant has his “ trials,” 
*5® “objectionable” indeei and which, I fear, without 
publicity afforded by the ^ss, neither the lustioe of Landlords, nor the “goodness ” of Water 
Compaiaes could he implicitly trusted to reneve him from. At least, such is the flT pariniv<^ of 

Tours truly, AftPABlcs. 


Hast thou seen that lordly castle, . 

The home of Mr. Ptnb ; 

How round its patriot portals 
The Peelers prowl and whine ? 

I ^pose those brutal butchers, 

Without the slightest fail, 

Would stretch the M.P. on the rack, 

And afterwards impale ? 

Ain Unfeeling Unionist answers Mm — 
Well do I know that castle, 

The home of Mr. Pine ; 

But of the Peelers with their rack 
There ’s not a single sign. 

The Eight-thinJcing Radical expresses stcrjprise at 
the intelligence — 

Indeed I But at some high casement 
Sorely you saw him stand, 

Or out from a towering rampart 
Waving a mailed hand? 

The Unfeeling Unionist rejoins — 

I did see Mm at the casement, 

And he wore no armour at all. 

But the Postman helps him haul the mail 
Over his castle wall I 

The EighHhinking Eadieal proceeds with his 
questionings — 

And sawest thou on the turret 
How he paced to and fro. 

All glorious in gold and purple, 

Like a Knight of long ago ? 

The Unfeeling Unionist replies — 

He had a modern frock-coat on, 

Which wasn’t much of a fit ; 

And I think a Knight would have stopped j 
to fight, 

And not run away from a writ. 

The EigM4hinhing Radical plies him once 
again — 

But do the:^ not thirst, those Peelers, 

To tear him limb from limb ; 

And level his antiaue castle, 

If once they could get at him P 

The Unfeeling Unionist ends the colloquy — 

That would not result from his capture ; 

You seem to have been misled I 
It would merely entail a month in gaol. 

Or perhaps, like O’Brien, in bed. 

In the Standard's report of Mr. Laboit- 
chbrb’s after-dinner speech to the members 
of the Eleusis Club, the warier of the two 
Northampton Members observed, “ that we 
lived in critical times, when it was abso- 
lutely necessary that Radicals should hang 
together.” Mr. Labotjchbre speaks trip- 
pmgly, but he is not often to be caught 
tripping. The Conservative Standard 
missed an opportunity. 

Latest Addition to Fairy Land.— M! r. 
Irish Secretary Balpoitr must be all over 
the country at once. For this he rectuires 
Seven (Land)-League boots. 

The Real “ Empire op the Hittites.” 
—The prevailing passion for pugilists. 


A spoRTiNa tandem-driving Doctor of our 
acquaintance calls his leader the Moss 
frontiSo 
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ALMOST TOO GOOD TO BE TEUE. 

Dear' Mb. Pcii5fCH, 

As an impeotmioTLS Peer, whose entire existence consists of 
one long struggle to provide for the necessities of a large family, need 
I say that my eye chanced upon the subjoined advertisement with a 
sense of relief and hopefulness that words almost fail to express,? I 
qtuote it for your perusal. Here it is 

W HAT TO DO WITH YOUR SONS. — Journalism.— Mr. DAVID 
ANDERSON, 222, Strand, W.C., Author of Scenes in the 
&c., from 1879, a principal Leader Writer, Special Correspondent, and Critic 
of the Daily Telegraphy INSTRUCTS a limited number of YOUNG- MEN 
in the practical and literary branches of Journalism. Prospectus free. 

An ordhxary trained Journalist earns from £300 to £1000 a year. 

That, Jfr. Pw«cA, is the question I have been asking myself for 
! ever so long— “ What on earth om I to do with my sons ? And this 
hfr. David Andebsok, with a message that seems almost too good to be 
true, comes like the radiant genius on to the scene, and says, Send 
them to me, your Grace, and! ^11 soon'put ’em in the way of making 
from £300 to £1000 a year. What do yon think of that ? ” What do 
I think of it ? Well, all I can say is that it sounds to me like an 
Anderson's Fairy Tale ! 

"Why, there’s my elder son, the Marquis, just opened a market 
gardening business at Tooting in a small way, and though he drives 
his cart up to Covent Garden twice a week himself, I know he ’s not 
mahiug a good thing of it. PLANiAaENEi, my second, I’m not 
ashamed to own itj shoulders a butcher’s tray ; Bertram is a linen- 
draper’s assistant m the Tottenham Court Eoad ; and Algernon is, 
faute de mieuXy loafing about railway stations, following cabs, in the 
hope of picking up a stray sixpence now and then for carrying the 
luggage upstairs when they arrive at their destinations. Poor boy ! 
I h£l always meant him to have a Commission in the Guards, but 
hard limes have rendered that project impossible— and he has oome 
to this ! 

With one hundred and seventy farms on my hands, the whole of 
my property mortgaged, my house in Belgrave S 9 .uare given up, and 
my establishment confined to a couple of floors m a back street in 


Islington, the family has, I need hardly say, to accept its altered 
fortunes with equanimity. But, if Mr, David Anderson is to he 
trusted, surely a brighter prospect opens before us I How he 
manages his instruotions **in the practical and literary branches of 
journalism,” is tome a mystery. How does he teach his “ limited 
number ” of pupils to report— say, an inaudible speech ? Then there 
is their practical training for a crowd. Does he lead them at the 
present moment, to Trafalgar Square^ and teach them, in the event 
of a collision with the police, to continue their labours up a lamp- 
post ? Again, how about initiating them into the work of a corre- 
spondent mounted on the field of battle ? Would their experience on 
a hired cab-horse let loose in the midst of a procession of the Unem- 
ployed afford the many useful experiences in this direction ? Then, how 
about the leader- writing ? I do not say that the journalist, like the 
poet, need necessarily be born one, yet for all that, the art of literary 
composition is not one that can be readily acquired by anybody. 

Take my own case. I have written a lever du rideau in the shape 
of a farce, a light thing that plays only an hour and three-quarters, 
and though I have submitted it to seventeen managers in succession, 
I have never been able to induce one of them to try it even at a 
matinee, I have also written a pantomime and left it, endorsed with 
my title at the stage-door of a leading Metropolitan Theatre, from 
which however, notwithstanding that I have made repeated applica- 
tions for it in person, I have never yet been able to succeed in 
getting it returned. But journalism is, I am aware, distinct from 
dramatic literature, and this inspires me with confidence. Indeed I 
shall lose no time in communicating with Mr. David Anderson and 
placing my four sons unreservedly iu his hands. Even if they did 
not as “ trained journalists” succeed in realising that brilliant level 
of £1000 per annum, with which his advertisement so alluringly 
concludes, they might possibly touch the figure half-way, and draw 
their modest five hundred a-pieoe. Need I say, my dear Mr, Punchy 
ii they did, how they would restore the fortunes of a falling house, 
and in so doing, gladden the heart of yours hopefully, 

A Duke in Difficulties, 

The Too- C omplete Letter-Writer.-— M. Wilson. 
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Ber. Thou knowest the scheme he long had pondered on, 
THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE. To go among his people, like themselves, 

I A n ^ ^ \ went through Bagdad^s streets the Caliph wise. 

{A Comas Story. ) Yea, I remember ; and the hour arrived, 

CsAPTEE I. When, having delegated his main pow’rs 

Mn Nomajt LtrcjOEK, the eminent astronomer, was walking in his garden. and the Excheqw^ charge 

Suddenly he was staggered hy a sharp blow on the head. Something feU at -fnrfl 

his feet. It was not his head. He picked it up. It was a meteoric stone. This • 

set him thinking. Tupm^n Skodgrass, Winkle, in his tram ; 

“ Here,” sail he, as he rubbed his newly-acquired phrenological development to experience m love 

with one hand and held the meteoric stone in the other, “is a solid, ponderable aidour of the boy ; 

I body, which lean handle, examine, and analyse, and it comes to me, ’^continued Snodgrass, the poet-treasurer of thought, 

the eminent scientist, extending his arms and looking round him, then directing ^^unexpressive song, . x at. 

his gaze upwards, his eye dilating with the grandeur of the discovery, — “it And Winkle, Nimrod s peer. These four set forth, 

oomis to me direct from the Cosmos ! ” 5“ to return the seventh day from hence ; 

But I that selfsame hour came hitherward, 

OSAPTER il. since have heard no news of Court at all. 

There was a chuckle from behind the neighbouring hedge, and, as the Philo- J5er. Thus then I briefly tell thee what hath pass’d, 
sopher returned to his sanctum to write a paper on the “ Spectra of Meteorites,” There came last week with ’plaining to the Court 

a small boy stepped cautiously out into the road, and hurried down the lane. A comely widow, who made oath that one 

“ Ooray ! ” muttered the small boy to himself ; “the old gent don’t know my Who sojourned as a lodger in her house 

name. What did he say about ‘ Crismas ’ ? ” And he vanished iuto space. Had promised marriage, but had gone away ; 

rtTrA-nmri-o TTT promise unfulfid’d. 

m -ni.-i -at. J. U J J XV Huided by her, the officcrs had gone 

The Philosopher, with aching head, sat down to write, and penned these To seize the culprit, and had found ’twas none 
words,— . ^,7 , ..T ^ ^ 77 • ^ • T ^ • But PiccoviociPS, whom she claim’d with tears. 

Cosmical space is filled with meteorites of all sizes ^ flying about with immense go he and those three lords were strait convey’d 

velocities in all directions^ Unto the Court, and put to interrogatories, 

“ Good Heavens ! or, rather. Bad Heavens!” exclaimed 'a simple-minded When this preliminary was advanced : — 
visitor, to whom he read this statement, “ why, * Cosmical space’ must be un- The Duke had lodging in Bardella’s house— 

commonly like a proclaimed district in Ireland, or Trafalgar Square during a So is the widow named ; and on a day 

Socialist riot.” Came these lords, usher’d by Bardrlla’s son. 

The Philosopher perceived that he was not in the presence of a sympathetic Unto his chamber, but on the threshold stay’d 

mind, and regretted having invited the visitor to lunch. Still as Lot’s wife, in mere astonishment. 

Chapter IT. there their staid and reverend leader stood, 

Aeter lunch, Mr. Noman Luckier resumed his work. The simple-minded The^buxom 
friend followed him into his study, seated himself in the most comfortable chair, Thfia^hadThrv 

lit a cigar, and produced from hiV pocket a handy-volume edition of Fichwicll Tm lil 

Oddlv enough he commenced reading the concluding portion of Chapter 

XXXTIII, of that immortal work, which records how an dderly gentleman of ButtinAikf IlnVA 

scientific attainments suddenly observed certain extraordinary and wonderful a nd fb aa a-!-* bia^nJmTr 

phenomena, which he immediately concluded “it had been Reserved for him Avenled imlf^d ?h 

alone to discover, and which he should immortalise his name by chronicling for •Rons<S^ 

the benefit of posterity. PuU of this idea, the scientific gentleman seized the AnTalnUd 

pen” and began writing “sundry notes of these unparalleled appearances .... bSta 

which were to form the data of a voluminous treatise of great research and deep Kovi\nW 

learnmg, which should astonish all the atmospherical wiseacres that ever drew away. The Duke ayerr d 

breath iA any part of the civilised glohe Subsequently, after a sharp shock ^“h 

which “ stnnned him for a full quarter of an hour,” produced by Sam Weller's 

fist, the scientific gentleman retired to his library, and there composed a masterly he^hman, sho at once 

treatise which “ deHghted aU the Scientific ASsooiations beyond measure, and affection ran, 

caused him to be considered a light of science ever afterwards?’ ’ f • 

The simple-minded friend, having finished his cigar, replaced Pickunck in was found, he speoohloss with surpnso, 

to pocket, and, smiling gently, stole out of the studyon tiptoe, leaving Mr. J^Tis f hi 
Noman Luckier profoundly absorbed in his “ Preliminary Notes.” ^ xv _ 

The boy, whose name was not Cosmos, isstilLat largo,— and so is Cosmos, J but this Jin ulus 

very much so. s i ^ jg compassion for the widow’s case. 

■-rr— ■ .. , . Dodson and FoGG, Ms secouds in the realm, 

Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

A LITERART EIND turned on, sans intermission, 

Dear Mr. Punch, ’ Salt pity ’s main. The pooplo whisjpor change, 

A VERT intelligent threadbare man, evidently something of a scholar, whisper they are fam to make, 

has just put me in possession of a manuscript of incalculable importance. It is nobles huddle in uncertainty, 

a drama called PiccovicciuSy evidently of the Elizabethan era, tnough brought ^^he sheep that meet a cart, the dog behind, 
into hannony with modern diction and orthography by a later hand. A careful Rialto, ere I left this morning, 

perusal of this priceless survival makes it certain that Shaksreaee was not only hoarse- voiced makers of the books, whose leaves 

familiar with it, but that he drew very largely from it even to “ cribbing ” the 0. U.’s to ruin, vainly laid 

names of many of the characters bodily. This is not so remarkable, considering widow, 

the very shght right Shakspbare has, in the opinion of the best critics, to the , 'Tis not death ? 

authorship of his own plays, as the fact that Dickens also had studied Pecco- -oer. Nay, only banishment. Whoever breaks 
vicciust and founded upon it his Pickwick Papers, with au effrontery almost ^ made to wed, to exile goes, 

wormy of the Swan oi Avon himself. Here is a slightly-eddted selection from Will not the widow take a forfeiture ? 
the First Act, so your readers can judge for themselves. cannot be. There is no power in Jkentford 

Yonrs, bursting with importance, Roderick Tweddle. ^ decree established. 

P.8.— I have just founded a Picooviocius Society. The subscription is £2 2s., Besides, the very object of the law 

paid in advance. Members can read their own papers at any time, and have if ^^Prevent the payment of a price 

them printed, at a reduced price, in our “ Transactions.” For feelings wounded. The stern punishment 

Sorara ISOM Act l.-Momeo's Garden in Xent. Rombo, BusirABDo. 

Duke Picooviocros hatt broke the law, jRom. aien am I shent I 

iSomXtohfaf *^1^5+ th® Vlot thickens, and we are plunged into 
BamstedP Great Heaven I t^%TwoGentleLnofVeron^,Mamlet,AsW£dk^^^^ 

As eggs dissemble not their raonertv with a strong infusion of Dingiley 

Bom, But why, how, when and where What did the Poke f ^ urf tAe 
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THE LETTER-BAQ OF TOBY, M.P. 

From the Lord Mayor op Dublin. 


Mansion House, Duhlin, Saturday, 








' ^yy^ jl I The news from Ireland, 

\ all of which, finds its way 
ii ^iiB 'f! i((i into yonr daily papers, grows 

nil 1 8 t 1 ilii E W U landed gentry 

i illlillifi \ii 111 among the Iribh Members are 

b ' El themselves in their 

ijW \ '< M castles, and hanging them- 

j ^ selves outside the front-door 

\ I ^ ropes to deliver addresses 

'<1 r y)\\ constituents. The 
' ^ 1 % A) r^^nlar thing now is to hang 

^ ^ I M.P.’s on the outer 

^ .s, 2)oivC Aw, Cikidi^ y I ®«® aceouEts of 

<i‘o ^ ^ h proceedings in yonr 

jtt ^om£/Coii/n/,^y}l^ n London papers. I was, as you 
know, a Journalist before I 
was Lord Mayor; so, if you 
don’t mind, I ’ll send you a few jottings. If there is anything due for lineage, 
please remit it anonymously to the Land League Fund “ From A Sympathiser.” 

Foremost in this band of heroic patriots is the cMtelain of Butlerstown, 
Joseph G-ll-s B-gg-r, M.P., Butlerstown Castle, as everyone acquainted with 
Ireland knows, stands on the summit of a Danish rath, and was once the seat of 
an O’Toole, l^ow it is the den of Joseph G-ll-s. For some time he has been 
practising a fl.yiDg leap from the eastern to the western turret, a distance of fifty 
feet over a yawning abyss, amid the cavernous depths of which the petulant 
plummet has played in vain. It is thrilling, whether at early dawn, or what 
time the darkening wing of Mght begins to fiap, to hear a shrill cry of Hear, 
hear I ” to see a well-known figure cleaving the astonished air, and to behold 
J osEPH G-ll-s, erewhile upright on the eastern turret, prone on that which lifts 
its head nearer the setting sun. To he present on one of the oooasicns when 
Joey B. reads a Blue Book for three hours to a deputation shivering in the 
moat, is enough to convince the dullest Saxon of the hopelessness of enthralling 
! a nation which has given birth to such as he. As Joseph himself says, quoting, 
with slight variation, my own immortal verse,— 

I “ Whether on the turret high, 

Or in the moat not dry. 

What matter if for 1 1 eland dear we talk ! ” 

But the affairs at Butlerstown should not withdraw our gaze from a not leFS 
momentous event which recently hapj^ened in the neighbourhood of Cork city. 
Mr. P-rn-ll, as he has recently explained to yon, has not found it expedient or 
even necess-ary to take part in our recent public proceeding's in Ireland. But 
this ahtotentioa is to a certain extent illusory. It is no secret in our inner circles 
that our glorious Chief was hut the other day in close commuuicatiou with his 
constituents in the city of Cork. He arrived shortly after breakfast in a balloon 
which was skilfully brought to pause over the rising ground by Sunday’s Well. 
At the approach ot the balloon the trained intelligence of the Police fathomed 
the plot The Privy Council was immediately communicated with. Sworn 
information was laid, and the meeting was solemnly proclaimed by telegraph. 
In the meanwhile, Mr. P-rn-il had addressed the meeting at some length and 
met with an enthusiastic reception.' The Police massing in considerable numbers 
and beginning to bS-ton the electors, the Hon. Member poured a hag of ballast 
over them, and the balloon, gracefully rising, disappeared in the direction of 
Limerick. The proceedings then terminated. 

I expect that the success of this new departure, or perhaps I should say this 


unexpected arrival, will encourage our great Chief to pay 
a series of fiying visits to Ireland. His adventure was 
certainly happier and more suncessful than one which 
befell our esteemed friend Tim H-lt, and nearly brought 
to an untimely conclusion a life dear to us and of ines- 
timable value to Ireland. Tm was announced to take 
the chair at a mass meeting sumnaoned under the auspices 
of the local branch of the Land League of Longford. A 
room was taken, the word parsed round, and all prepa- 
rations made for a succe'^sfnl meeting. The Police, 
however, got wind of it, and of course the meeting was 
proclaimed. But Tim, as you may happen to know, is 
not tb e man to have hi s purpose li ghtl v set asid e. It was 
made known that Tim would make his speech and the 
Police might catch him if they could. You know, may 
be, the big factory in the thriving town of Longford — 
the one with a tall chimhly ? Well, the word was passed 
along again that the bhoys were to assemble about the 
factory. “ Would they bring a chair or a table,” they 
said, “for Tim to stand on?” “Ho,” said Tim, wiping 
his’spectacles, “ you leave it to me.” 

Meeting announced to take place at eight o’clock. On 
the very strike of the hour, a stentorian voice, not nn- 
familiar in the House of Commons, floated over the 
assembled multitude. “ Men of Longford,” it said, “ we 
are assembled here in the exercise of our privilege as 
free men.” First of all they could not tell where the 
voice came from. Looking up, behold I there was Tim 
planted inside the top of the tall chimhley, using it like 
a Bishop’s pnlpit. It was a capital idea, and worked 
admirably for half an hour, with the Police all throbbing 
and rsging round, and Tim eyeing them quite calmly, 
and^ all the crowd roaring and cheering, and throwing lip 
their hats, and B-lp-r getting it hot. Somehow, whether 
from trea.chery or accident no one knows and perhaps 
never will know, hut in the middle of one of his best sen- 
tences, Tim suddenly vanished from sight, and was a clear 
three minutes later picked np from among the cinders in 
the furnace below. The proceedings then terminated. 

There is a good deal more I could tell you, Toby, mv 
bhoy, if time permitted. I should like above all to tell 
vouof Major O’G-rm-n’s magnificent oration delivered 
from the main shaft of the sewer in Waterford, with his 
former constituents hanging on hi^ lips and the grate of 
the sewer. But I am just ofi myself to address a meeting 
of my fellow citizens. This too, is of course, proclaimed, 
and equally of course that makes no difference. I get on 
the top of the Lord Mayor’s coach, leaning on the Mace, 
and supported by the Sword-bearer. The horses move at 
walking pace, aud I address the crowd. It ’s wonderful 
what a lot one can take out of B-le-r that way. 

Yours faithfully, T. D. S-ll-v-n. 


AMEN! 

“In dee^st reverence and sincere love, the Beichstag is 
mindful of His Imperial and Royal Highness the Crown Prince. 
May God protect the dear life of our beloved Crown Prince, and 
preserve it for the welfare of the Fatherland .”— from 
the Beichstag to the Crown Brinee, 

“ So mote it be I ” That deep and reverent prayer 
In all true hearts finds echo everywhere ; 

Hot least in those that flush with British blood. 

Prince, a loved daughter from our Royal brood, 

In trouble as iu joy, is at your side, 

Sharing your sorrow as she shared your pride. 

Fur her dear sake, and for your own not less, 

We wish you, gallant soldier-chief, success 
In a dread straggle keener, sterner far 
Than those you laced in the fieron lists of war. 

We know— have you not proved it ?— that ’twill he 
Met with the same cool steadfast gallantry 
As marked your bearing in more martial strife. 

Punch joins in that warm prayer for “the dear life,” 
And echoes, from a far yet kindred strand, 

The pleading voices of the Fatherland I 


As among the best books for a young man who had to he 
the architect of his own fortunes, some one in Mrs. Ram’s 
bearing mentioned Thomas X Kempis. “ Oh yes,” ex- 
claimed the worthy lady, “ I know. He built a great 
part of Brighton which was named after him.” 

A Real “Orleans/’ Plum,— The forged letters. 
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MR. PUNCHES PARALLELS. No. 4. 



SIR W. Y. HARCOURT AS FALSTAm 

‘‘Thebe's no moee yalotte in that Qosoexn than in a Wild Dttck." .... “A plague o 
AIL OOWABDS STILL SAY 1 1 Eenry the Fourth, Part I., Act il, Scenes 2 and 4. 


Mrs. Rajh, at^lus time of year, takes a great interest in tke state of tke weather, and studies th« 
daily Meteorological chronicle. She says that she always reads the reports from Ben Nevis’s Obser- 
vatory. fohe hopes that, one of these fine days, this learned astronomer will be made a Knight. Sii 
UENJiAON Jnevis woiUd be, she considers, a very nice title. “Ofeonrse,” she adds, “indaing bv hii 
name, he must be a Jew. They 're such clever people. And, let me see, ain’t tiere a proverb, oi 
somethmg of that sort, about * the Jew of Ben Nevis ’ ? ” ^ * 


BISHOP AND PORT. 

My Dear Mr. Punch, 

In my Autobiography, 
which I am glad and proud to say, 
has met with your cordial appro- 
bation, I have recorded how the 
late lamented Bishop, Dr. Sum- 
ner, said to me, “ I have drunk a 
bottle of port wine every day since 
I was a boy.” Well, his son, the 
Archdeacon, is annoyed at this 
statement. Now, my memory is a 
very good one, and if I am wrong 
in one point so circumstantially 
narrated, why not in several, why 
not in all ? If the Bishop did not 
say this, to me, who didf Some- 
body said it, that I will swear. 
Who said it? If my memory 
fails me, is it not also likely that 
the Bishop’s memory was not 
particularly good, and conse- 
quently, that he was mistaken in 
thinking that he had drunk a 
bottle a day since his boyhood P I 
have little doubt that the Bishop 
only imagined it, and perhaps he 
was joking. Perhaps he was 
playing on the words “ bishop ” 
and “port.” “Bishop” was a 
hot drink, I fancy, made with 
port wine. I have no hesitation 
in comforting his Archidiaconal 
offspring by assuring him that, 
to the best of my knowledge and 
belief, his father, the Bishop, did 
not drink a bottle of port every 
day since his boyhood. He was 
a very fine old clergyman— I for- 
get whether he was exactly; portly 
or not, or whether he resided in 
Portman Square,— and I should 
say that first-rate port, such as 
the elixir vitm that made a hale 
centenarian of Sir Moses Monte- 
EioRE, taken frequently, would 
have tended to make him the 
genial prelate he was. Had he 
only gone into port once, that 
would not have sufficed to have 
produced such a Bishop, for “ One 
fiwallowdoes not make a Sumner.” 

Yours ever, 

W(ITHDEAW) P(OBT) FrITH. 

P.S.— The Archdeacon is satis- 
fied, and if he will only come 
round to see me and bring a bottle 
of the port the Bishop didn’t 
drink, why, on my word as an 
artist, VU draw the corh^ 


“ WffAT shall he have who Mile 
the Leer ? ” Why, something to 
eat, of course. At least this was, 
among others, the notion of the 
poor starving Cottars. And they 
have now given up venison-eating 
because the food is deer. 


Two French Presidents 
Rolled Into One.— M. OrJ^vy, 
on being told that he must re- 
sign, wept copiously. This showed 
a want of resignation. Curious 
sight, GrIivy and Tears I 


Sir Charles Warren has 
been presented with the freedom 
of the Leathersellers’ Guild. 
Capital motto for Policemen in a 
mo D, ‘ ‘ Nothing^ Hhe leather I 
Leather away I 
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EOBEET AT KILBUEN. 

I BTAB the cnreosity one day to arsk a lemed gennelman on whoni 
I was waiting, whether the poor fellers who lived in the world ever 
so many hundred years ago had got any Copnerashuns. He pretended 
not to understand me at fust, and said, with a larf , as he dared say 
as they was made much as we was ; that is to say, sum with large 
ones, and some with little ones ; but when I xplained what I reely 
meant, he told me as they had, speshally amung the Romans as lived 
in Ittaly. He was a werry amusing Gent, and when I arsked him 
what langwid^e the Romuus torked, he tried to gammon me as they 
all spoke Latin, ewen the little children and all, but in coarse I 
wasn’t quite such a hignoramus as to swaller that, as my son 
WnuAM, who isn’t by no means a fool, learnt Latin at Skool for 
three year and tells me as he carn’t speak it a bit. The lemed gent 
also told me as it was such a rum tung to speak that they hadn’t not 
no word for “ Yes I ” So that if a Gent of those long days had bin a 
dimng at the “Ship and Turtle”^ an bin a waited on by an Hed 
waiter, like me, and had said to him “ Woud you like arf-a-crown. 
Waiter ?” the pore feller woodn’t have been able to say, “ Yessir ! ” 
I was jest a leetle shocked at his torking such rubbish to me, it was 
hardly respekful, speshally as he had ony drunk one pint of Bollinger 
and one of our 63 Port, but its astonishing how heasily sum people’s 
beds is affected. I was in hopes as he wond have tried the expery- 
mint on me, but he didn’t, but went smiling away. 

I shood werry much have liked to have heard a good deal more 
about them werry old Copperashuns, and weather they was to be 
compared to that werry old ’un as I nose so well and respecs so ighly, 
for good deeds as well as good living. Take their werry last one as 
a sample. Earing of what was a going on down at Kilburn on Guy 
Fox day, and finding as the^ return train would bring me back in 
time for my perfeshnal dooties, I went there and found thowsands 
of peeple all met in a nice little new Park, that the old Lord Mapv 
was a coming down to fust of all crissen, and then throw open to the 
publick. And down he came accordingly in his full state Carridge, 
and his fall state Footmen, and his full state Sherryiffs, and their 
full state Carridges and Footmen, jest for all the world as if he was 
a going to make a call on a few Royal Princes and Books, insted of 
opening a new Park surrounded by numbers of the reel working- 
classefl. But he always has bin a reel gennelman, and never makes 
no difference atween rich and poor when he can do some good. I 
wasn’t quite near enuff to hear what he said when he made his 
speech, but a werry respectable reporter arterwards told me, that the 
L 9 RI) Mare had written a letter to Gueen ’Wictoria to ask if he 
might call the Park after her. And she had wrote to him in reply, 
“ Deer Handsxtm, as there ’s alreddy a Wictoria Park, you may oali 
this here one the Gween’s Park. Pleas to remember this 5th of 
Nowember, Yours trewly, W. R. I.” 

When the Lord Mare enounced this pleasing intelligence, thus 
simpler exprest, lorks how we did all cheer, and a little band that had 
bin hid in a little tent, struck up the hole of arf a werse of Ood Save 
the Queen, at which we all took off our hats, footmen and all, and 
braved the bitter blarst with our bare beds. Ah, that’s wot I calls 
trew loyalty, and long may it continue, not the cold bitter blarst, 
but the warm sweet loyalty, for I ’m sorry to say as the unusual 
xposure guv me a bad cold. 

I got back just in time for the Bank wet. The Lord Mare with 
his usual kindness had let the Chairman of the Committee, the 
sillibrated Mr. Woodbacon, the grate bookseller, take the Chair, and 
a remarkabul good un he made, setting so good a xample as regards I 
short speeches as made ewerybody follow suit. 

And now what was this hole proceeding all about ? This is what I 
learnt from what was said : — 

It wood seem then, that at Kilburn where it was wunce all green 
feelds, there has growed up a reglar crowd of working peeple with far 
more than their fair share of children and as the feelds has aU come for 
to be but over, the poor little children afoursaid have been obleeged 
to do their playing in the streets, and the nateralor rather unnateral 
consequence has follered, as that numbers of the poor little deers was 
run over and killed. So a nice little Park has been made for ’em all 
to play in, where they can injoy their fresh hair and releeve their 
poor Mother’s minds, and grow up red and strong and harty, instead 
of white and weak and wan. And the old Copperashun having put 
it all ship shape, and promist to keep it all in order for hever, arsfeed 
the Lord Mare to go doTO and open it, as he did, and in sitch full 
state that one of the natives said as it was like a lot of sunbeams 
suddenly cumming out on a dowdy day. So the Lord Mare finished 
his long list of good deeds by adding one more to ’em, and the 
Copperashun added one more Open Space to the many they has either 
secured or helped to secure. So wenever I hears a sneer at ’em I 
shall say, “ Please to remember that 6 th of November I ” 

Robert. 


Bartom’s Show burnt. Of course he will rise like an American 
phoenix from the ashes. He will advertise it as Bnrnum’s Show. 



'PRAVE ^ORTS.’^ 

“BV THE BYE, DEAR PROFESSOR, WHICH WOULD FOtT SAT— 

JsioqjSn-esis, or Abiogenes-isV^ 

Neither, mt dear Madam, if I could possibly help it 


Ah Important Summing-up. [By Our Own Special Beporter in the 
recent case of Somebody or Other v. Another Person of the name of 
Barley).— Mr. Justice Mathew regretted being compelled to decide 
against Barley on the question of “quantities.” Of course, there 
had been an error on the part of the highly respectable Corporation 
of Ramsgate, which might be characterised as a “ sin of commis- 
sion,” while the neglect of their clerk to enter their arrangement 
with Barley on the minutes was a “ sin of omission.” All the wit- 
nesses in this case must be believed, as they had, d proposoi Barley, 
taken their oats—he should say their oaths. Perhaps when the present 
statute came to be revised, Mr. Barley might act for the town, for 
which it appears he had done good service, and Barley would not 
have to hide under a bushel. It was clear that this sort of Barley 
was worth more than the present price of 28s. a quarter. Counsel on 
both sides had made an eloquent display of wheat— he begged 
pardon, he meant “ wit”— and if in this judgment he had to tread 
on anyone’s corn, he assured them that to do so went against the 
grain. As an of&cial. Barley would have the sack, but sack and^all 
could be taken up to another Court, and there, as a German speaking 
French would say. On heut Barley, about it stiE further. (The 
Jury thanked his Lordship, and all the parties left the Court much 
pleased, humming All about the Barley » 


“ They acted a Greek Play at Cambridge, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Ram to a friend, “ and fancy, it was written, as I am informed, by a 
young lady, Miss Sophie Klees. I suppose she is a student of 
Girton. How clever I I couldn’t write it, 1 ’m sure.” 


The “ Quart d'heure de Bahelaisf' if translated into Anglo- 
French, may he taken to express a bid time of it with the roughs in 
Trafalgar Square, Le., a mauvais quart d’heure de Babblc'—eh f 


THElWorks of Charles Dickens must have achieved ijreat popu- 
larity in South Eastern Europe, where there is au entire country 
called Boz-nia. 
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THE HEW SCHOOL, 

Schoolboy (aged 16). “ Good-bye, old Chappies ! Can’t waste any more 
time with you, * Good basiness ’ ! ” 

TOM BEOWN & CO/S SCHOOL DAYS. 

A OliTTijpse at the Commercial Education of the Futu/re, 

Twelve o^Clock struck, and the Fourth Form at Sfc.^ Dunstan’s 
left its class-room with a rush. The old hour of leaving olf the 
morning’s studies was still preserved. Yet, in conformity with the 
spirit of the times, the venerable foundation of St. Dunstan’s had 
recently witnessed great changes, The Governing Body had taken 
the matter in hand, and had gone to work with a will. The teach- 
ing of Greek and Latin had been entirely suppressed, polite litera- 
ture eliminated, and the whole curriculum ot the school arranged 
solely to the provision of that glaring want of the times, a sound 
commercial education. To efEeCt this, some radical changes had 
been necessary. The Eev. Jabez Plumkcn, D.D., Oxford Prizeman, 
through whose unwearied exertions, for the past hve-and-twenty 
years, St. Donstan’s had been gradually acquiring an increasing 
fame in the Class-lists of both Universities, had been forcibly ejected 
from the Head-Mastership, and his place hlled by a leading member 
of a well-known firm of advertising stock-jobbers, and the Assistant- 
Masters had all been selected on similar lines. 

“ Companjr -floating,” was taught by a late Promoter, who had had 
much experience in the creation ot many bubble concerns, and 
** Eigging the Market ” was entrusted to a Professor who was known, 
in his capacity as Accountant to a wholesale City Cheese Warehouse, 
to have contracted a thorough familiarity with this important subject 
of the new commercial education. Ever^pthing was done to losterl 
a spirit of keen speculative enterprise in the boys. The whole 
traditions of the school were changed. The old idea of honour had 
died out. How to over-reach each other by sharp practice was the 
one idea that animated every youthful breast from the senior in the 
Sixth to the junior in the Under Third. The tape was always work- 
ing at the Principal’s desk, The study-tables were covered with 
Stock and Mining Journals. Even the playground was turned into 
a Money Market. Cricket had been banished to make way for the 
more exciting game of “ Bulls and Bears,” and the Principal passing 
through occasionally, would sometimes stop and say, “ That ’s right, 
my boys, learn to do each other, and remember the motto of your 
School, * Monies maketh man.’ ” Posted up upon the gates, com- 
municated by telegraph hourly from the City, were every day to be 
found the latest prices. And it was to get a first look at thia that 
the Fourth Form had just left its class-room with a rush. 

^ A crowd of eager faces were anxiously scanning the latest quota- 
tions, and notes were being taken in a score of pocket-books, whipped 
out.for the purpose. Tom Beowet & Co.— he had earned this eohri- 
guet from his companions for his shrewd business capacity — did not, 
however, join the throng, but stood a little way off, looking on, and 
waiting for the excitement to abate. Gradually it calmed down, and 
the boys broke up into little knots and groups, discussing ithe state 
of the market. Then he spoke : — 

“ Look here, you fellows,” he said, “I’ve got a good thing on here, 
that, I lancy, ^1 be more worth your attention than even the latest 
prices.” He pulled a prospectus from his pocket. An interested 
crowd closed round him at onoe. “It’s ‘Old Mother Hogchns, 
Limited,’” he went on, reading from the paper before him, “This 
Company has been started for the purpose of acquiring at wholesale 


prices all the tarts, bull’s-eyes, apples, toffy, and ginger-beer, 
forming the present stock-in-trade of Old Mother NoaoiNS’s store, 
and for retailing the same at a figure, that will, after pajring the 

n ranteed interest on the fourpenny debenture shares, admit of the 
aration of a dividend of 14 per cent, on the ordinary paid-up 
share capital of the Company. 

A buzz of excited admiration went up from the throng. The Fourth 
Form at St.Dunstan’s had not for a long time had such a good thing 
put before it. 

“1 know,” continued Tom, producing a bundle of forms of appli- 
cation from bis pocket, “ that you fellows, would like to hear of it. 
Who ’ll go for it ? ” 

There was a loud responsive shout of “I I ” and a dozen hands were 
at once stretched towards the speaker. Business commenced, and 
sixpences, shillings, and half-crowns were pouring into Tom’s pockets 
faster than he could cram them there. He was making a very ^ood 
morning’s work of it. Presently, a dull, heavy-looking hoy joined 
the group. 

“Hullo, FlopperI” cried Tom. addressing this last arrival, “why 
don’t you put that ten hob your Uncle sent you into this thing ? I ’ll 
be bound he told you to turn it over. You won’t get such a chance 
every day.” 

“ What is it ? ” asked Floppee. 

A chorus of voices instantly joined in a brief explanation of the 
advantages of investing in “ Old Mother Noggins’ Limited.” 

“ By Jove I ” said Floppbe, “ I don’t know that I won’t.” 

“Not if I know it,” cried an authoritative voice, breaking in upon 
the scene. It was Snagsby, the “ Sharper ” who spoke. There was a 
general look in his direction, and a disposition to make way for 
him as he approached. He had been mixed up disadvantageously 
in a recent “ corner ” in marbles, and had from time to time floated 
several concerns that had never paid any dividends, and was gene- 
rally regarded as a “queer” customer iu consequence. It was for 
this reason that he had been nicknamed the “ Sharper.” 

“ And what do you want him to do with his money P ” asked Tom, 
stepping forward in a defiant attitude. 

“He’ll put every blessed halfpenny of it into my ‘ General Pen- 
knife Supply,’” was the laconic reply. “He signed for the allot- 
ment last night.” 

“But I’ve changed my mind,” pleaded Floppee, helplessly, and 
he handed the half-soverei|jn to Tom. 

“You give that up I ” cried the Sharper, menacingly, 

“You try to take itl ” replied Tom, grimly. 

Iu another instant the Snarper had flown at Tom, There was a 
brief struggle. Tom hit out at him, and caught him in the face. 

“ Oh, that’s your game, is it I ” shouted the Sharper. “ You’U 
fight me for that.” 

I “ Fight you ? When and where you like,” replied Tom. 

There was a general cheering and throwing up of hats. 

“Hooray I There’s going to be a fight between the Sharper and 
Tom Beown & Co.,” shouted the Fourth Form. They hadn’t had 
such good news for a long time. 

# # iM* 

The whole School was there, and the third round had been fought. 
Betting had been fast and furious, and there had been several 
attempts made by the supporters of both champions to break the 
ring and put an end to the contest when the fortunes of the day 
seemed to be going against their own special favourite. But now a 
curious thing happened. After a little preliminary sparring in the 
fourth round, Tom Beown & Co., suddenly dropping on one knee, 
went to the ground. 

In a few seconds the surprising news was known that he had given 
in. The sponge was thrown np, and the Sharper declared the victor. 
Tom was quickly surrounded by his friends, and led off the field. 
Floppee ran up to him. “ I ’m so sorry, Tom,” he said, “ that you 
should have fought in my quarrel, and have got licked.” 

There was a twinkle in Tom’s eye. “ My dear fellow,” he re- 
plied. “Don’t imagine I wouldn’t have thrashed him ; hut business 
is business, and I got a good price for not doing so. Didn’t you 
twig that I sold the fight f ” 

# w iKi 4, 

That night Tom Beown & Co, wrote home an enthusiastic account 
of his day’s doings to his parents. The next morning, Tom Brown, 
Senior, referring to the letter with a glow of pride on his commercial 
face, remarked to his better-half that the boy’s training seemed per- 
fect, and that he was destined to turn ont remarkably well, “ I can’t 
tell y^,” be added, “howl long to see that boy loose upon the 
Stock Exchange, He will be a credit to the family.” 

A book has been recently published entitled The Amateur^ $ Gtdde 
to Architecture, by Sophie Beale. Sophie shows us how a house 
should he Beale’t. But just imagine an Amateur Architect 1 1 

The complaint of the Charity Organisation Society, slightly varied 
from Shakspeaee, is that “ The quality of Mercy is not trained 
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SHOWS VIEWS. 

By Victor W7io-goes~M}erywhere, 

RA.T can be more 
dismal than the 
fourth day of a 
Fancy Bazaar for 
a “Sale of Work/’ 
in aid of a paro- 
chial charity P 
Honestly, I do 
not know. I 
fancy that even 
the proverbial 
“Mute at a 
funeral,” must be 
livelier. That is 
my present 
opinion, and it 
was the same last 
Thursday, when 
lured by a pro- 

p:ramme quaintly printed in “old-faced” type, and having “ye” 
in lieu of “ the,” and “ Maister ” instead of Mister, I made my way to 
the Portman Rooms in Baker Street, (formerly Madame TtrsaAirD’s) 
and sought admission to “ Old Marybone Q-ardens, A.n. 1670.” Out- 
side the ex depSt of Waxworks, were two persons in the costume of 
the last Century distributing circulars, and later on I met another 
couple similarly apparelled heading a procession of Sandwich-men 
walking down Waterloo Place. In the Hall of the Bazaar lads in 
the same sort of dresses, were selling programmes (marked sixpence) 
for twopence. I entered by a small canvass-cottage “y’clept ” (as 
the Sale of Workers would call it) “the Rose of Normandy,” 
and found myself in the once famous “Hall of Kings” without 
the figures. I discovered two or three dwarf trees, some lattice- 
work and a lot of canvass-covering. I must confess it did not 
cause me much surprise to find only a few spectators. The moinent I 
appeared, a lady advanced and asked me m a tone of authority to 
take a button- hole. I refused with courtesy suggestive at once of 
the gallant and the miser, and the Sale of Work- woman retired rather 
crest-fallen. Then two girls, costumed as two females of a past but 
vague period, dashed at me as 1 turned away, and breathlessly 
explained that if I bought a half-crown ticket I should be entitled to a 
chance in a raffle for a five-guinea sofa-cushion. I slightly frowned 
as I expeditiously refused the invitation, and the ladies disappeared 
into a corner— I trust more in sorrow than in anger— to read the 
evening paper. In the centre of the room was a “ fish pond ” full of 
presents, where a mild-looking curate was feebly attempting to 
secure a prize. On the whole the .entertainment was scarcely ex- 
hilarating. The programme promised “from V to YI of ye olocke ” 
(how silly ! ) “ a seance of Mesmerism,” in two “ partes,” (how really 
stupid!) and “Maister Chaeles Bbeteam” (Why “Maister?”) 
was to appear later on. Then at eight “of ye clocke” (dear, dear I 
how idiotic ! )“ the Welbeck Dramatic Club ” (what a name! ) was “to 
performs ye Comic Drama by L. S, Buckingham, y’clept” (of 
course I ) “ Take that €Hrl away^^ Later stOl “ Mistresse Jaelex” 
was to give her waxworks with the assistance of “Maister Sidney 
Waed,” (tut, tut!) the Festival finally closing with “Music” at 
“ X of ye olocke ” (stuff and nonsense ! ). It will be seen that I can- 
not even now look at the progranime (priced at sixpence and sold for 
twopence) without some signs of impatience. The afternoon was too 
young to allow of my assisting at any of these toothsome merry- 
makings, so after mooning about for a quarter of an hour I came 
away. As I left, a newly-arrived dame of mature years was putting 
on a nurse’s cap hurriedly, evidently with the view to starting in hot 
pursuit of me to secure my custom for some toys. The ladies with the 
cushion looked at me languidly as I passed them, and then returned 
to a perusal of their paper. When last I had had the advantage of 
aying a visit to “ the Portman Rooms, formerly Mme. Tussaud’s.” 
had seen nothing but waxwork figures in eccentric attitudes. On 
the whole, I think the former denizens of the place looked more at 
home in their quaint costumes than the Sale of Workers “from 
Tuesday, November 22 to Saturday, November 26, inclusive I ” ^ 
Finding myself in its neighbourhood, I could not help taking a 
turn in the present palace of the eminent “ Portrait ModeUist,” I 
paid the necessary shilling and the optional sixpence, and renewed my 
acquaintance with “The Kings and Oueens,” “The Coronation 
Group/’ and “The Chamber of Horrors.” A group representing a 
reception at the Yatican was quite new, if I except two or three 
funeral attendants, who, I fancy I remember, made their last (but one) 
appearance at the Lying in State of Pio Nono. After examining a 
ramer cheerful presentment of the latest assassin in “ The Chamber 
of Comparative Physiognomy” (as the Chamber of Horrors was 
once, for a short period, “y’clept”), I passed through a turnstile, 
and entered the Refreshment Department. Here I noticed that an 
“overfiow meeting,” consisting, amongst other more-or-less-inte- 


resting exhibits of Mr. Lewis Wingeield’s historical costume- 
wearers (from the Healtheries), and that now rather-imperfectly- 
remembered worthy, the late Sir Bartle Feeeb (from the rooms 
above), had been humorously arranged, no doubt with a view to 
provoking healthy and hearty laughter. Having refreshed my mind 
with a hurried inspection of this delightful, albeit, somewhat 
miscellaneous "gathering, and my body with a twopenny Bath bun, I 
gracefully retired, greatly pleased with the afternoon’s entertainment. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

What a set these Emperors, Empresses, Kings, Queens, Princes 
and Princesses, Dukes and Duchesses, &c., &c., and all such great 
people everywhere seem to 
have been, according to the 
Memoirs of Count Horace 
de Viel Castel (published 
by Messrs. Remington & 

Co.), who was a kind of 
small French Pep rs, a great 
snob, andaParisian Sir Ben- 
jamin Backbite, Yet there 
is in this Horace something 
of the Horatian satirist, 
only without the poetry. 

** But Horace,^ Sir, was deli- 
cate, was nice,” Reviewing the Pages. 

which is not exactly the characteristic of the writings of M. de Yiee 
Castel, who tells us 

“ Of birth-nights, balls, and shows, 

More.than ten Hollin sheds, or Halls, or Stowes. 

"When the Queen frowned, or smiled, he knows ; and what 
A subtle Minister may make of that : 

Who sins with whom : ” 

And snch like tittle-tattle ad nauseam^ not sparing Ms own father and 
brother. Imagine the sort of man who, night after night, could sit 
down and chuckle over the composition of this precious diary 1 
“ With the exception of the President and the Princess” (Matehde, 
at whose house he was perpetually diuing), he says, “all the 
(Bdonapaetb) family are good for notMng.” 

Of the bourgeois class he writes, “ They are always the same stupid, 
craven-hearted, vain race.” He was shocked at the production of La 
Dame aux Camelias^ and considered it as a degradation of the French 
stage and a disgrace to the Public that patronised the performance. 
To have shocked M. de Yiel Castel was a feat indeed. Fodld “the 
foxy Jew” got ten millions out of the Credit Fonder ; so the public 
was fool’d also. D’Oesat was “ a ridiculous old doll,” and the Duke 
of Bednswick “ an old fool.” He sneered at England, but con- 
sidered at the moment that an alliance with us was the best policy. 
The Empress at one time went in for spirit-rapping, and consulted a 
table which told her a variety of lies about the result and duration 
of the Crimean War. Such a table must have been very black 
and supported by blacklegs, though it had suffleient french polish 
about it to be silent in the presence of a bishop. It is not until 
the last page of the Memoirs^ 1864, that the name of M. de Bismaeck 
appears. 1 suppose that “ Society,” high, low, or middle-class, has 
always gone on in much the same way, more or less openly, accord- 
ing to the spirit of the Court, since what is called “ Society” came 
into existence ; And invariably with a Yiel Castel, or a Geevulb, 
or some one even less particular and more observant “ among them 
takin’ notes ” for future publication. Mr. Bodsfibld, the translator, 
seems to have done his work with a judicious regard for a certain 
section of English readers. It strikes me that he has had the good 
taste to omit a few anecdotes about some^ of our own exalted per- 
sonages which would not have been received with unmixed satis- 
faction in every quarter. This is only a surmise on my part, as I 
am unacquainted with the original w-ork. 

Let me recommend everyone who values a powerful study of 
character more than a merely cleverly-constructed story, to read 
Marzio's Crucifix^ by Maeion Ceaw’Eoed. I do not know what special 
opportunities the author had for the work, but the characters are in- 
dividually, masterpieces. The scene between Marzio and Don Paolo ^ 
when the latter is wrapt in devout contemplation of the artist’s chef 

oeuvre, is most strikmg, and would have been more so hsA Marzio 
carried out his iutention of knocking his brother down, and disposing 
of him out of hand. 

With Mr. Satjndees’s The Story of some Famous Books (Elliot 
Stock) I was rather disappointed, in consequence of there not being 
enough “ famous hooks,” and not much more story thau the needy 
knife-grinder had to tell. Still, I thank him for introducing me to a 
delightful name— “ Theoeompds of Chios ’’—whom, for this present, 
Ijwill take as my godfather, and sign myself. 

Tours, Theopomphs, Baeon de Book Worms. 


Staee Appointments.— The Specials. 






AN EYE FOR "ELECTIVE AFFINITIES.^^ 


‘‘Httllo, Anqy? Stew-paij? Apeon? Teipe and Onions? What on earth 's xtp ? 

The Lady Angelina. ‘‘Yes, Dearest! Since roir’vE become a Special Gonstable, doinc} my little utmost to become 
A Si^Ect-iL Cook! I thotjoht it might bind its still closer together!" SirRimn, *‘My own Love! ! !'* 


LIGHTING THE DUBLIN BEACON. 


{A Ballad of the Brave Old Sort.) 


“Kot all are to seditioa sworn, 

Or shackled by the League. 

Cheer up! Well laugh their hate to 

A«;i ” r 


“ Jt was all for the Union 
We left fair Albion’s land. 
It was all for the Union 
We first saw Irish land, 

^ My BoyJ 

We first saw Irish land I 


And baffle their intrigue, 
My Boy 1 
And baffle their intrigue. 


HOW TO ESCAPE THE EOC. 

Fogs? Nonsense! Fogs are always mist. 
And the way to miss them is to go to the 


Institute of Painters in Oil. . That will oil 
the wheels of life in this atrociously hibernal 


“Pufi, 0-SCH-N, puff I 

And I the logs will pile. 

The Beacon, now a slender glow, 
Shall blaze across the Isle, 

My Boy I 

Shall blaze across the Isle, 


“ All mnst be done that man can do. 

Shall it be done in Tain ? 

My O-scH-N, to prove that untrue 
We two have crossed the main, 
My Boy I 

We two have crossed the main I ” 


Like Boreas 
[blow ! 


me wneeis ot me in tnxs atrociously mbcrnal 
weather, and make existonco in a fog onjoy- 
ablo. There, in the welLwarmod, pleasantly- 


He turned him round and right-about 
All on the Irish shore. 

Said he, “ We ’ll give P-rn-ll a shake. 
And make the Eads to roar, 

My Boy I 

And make the Rads to roar I ” 


** Eh ? 'What P The wood is damp, yon 
say? 

There comes more smoke than flame ? 

pile, and poke, and puff away I 
We 11 not give up the gatpe, 

My Boy 1 

We ’ll not give up the game. 


able. There, in the welL warmed, pleasantly- 
lighted rooms, will you find countless pleasant 
pictures— delightful sca-subjeots, charming 
landscapes, and amusing scenes, by accom- 
plished painters, which will infuse a little 
Summer into the dull, depressing, brumous, 
filthy atmosphere of a weary London Win- 
ter. If you cannot get away to Monte 
Carlo, Mentone, Nice, or Rome, hasten at 
once and take one of Sir John Linton’s 
excursion ^ coupons, and personally conduct 
yourself— if youdow’^ conduct yourself as you 


He was a stout and trusty carle. 

Said he, “ A flare we ’ll raise. 

And, spite the Leaguers’ angry snarl, 
We ’ll make the Beacon blaze, 

My Boy ! 

We ’ll make the Beacon blaze ! 


“ If we should let this fire die out 
All on the Irish shore, 

To Unionism stern and stout 
Adieu for evermore. 

Adieu for evermore I ’’ 


ought, you’ll probably be turned out— round 
the well-filled galleries in Piccadilly* 


Who says onr friends a handful are, 
Oar foes a serried host ? 

Out Beacon, blazing like a star. 

Shall check the blatant boast, 

My Boy I 

Shall check the blatant boast. 


To Two Canons and Bean-baggers.— 
The Bean-baggers are likely to come badly off 
jnth two such big guns against them as 
Canons Liddon and MoColi. Let the matter 
be settled amicably by agreeing that whatever 
it was they did see was a “ What-you- 
McCoLL-it.” 


^^ Dbummond is ordered off to Teheran. 

"Vvell, we’re successful in keeping one 
WoLPFfrom outdoor,” as Sir Goest, (LO., 
observed to Grandolph. * * Poor Woltft I ” 
sighed Grandolph* “*I shall write a fable 
on ♦ The Wolff and the Shah I ’ ” 


Sardott and Sara.— Sara B. has made a 
hit in what is reported to be a poor -play 
called Za Tosca, by Sardoxt. But in conse- 
guen^ of Sara’s aotiug, it is in for a run* 
yhe Sara sara, ie. (free translation), ** Who 
has seen Sara once will see Sara again,” 





LIGHTING THE DUBLIN BEACON 
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A DOWN-Y PHILOSOPHER! 

Or, Memoirs of a Missing Link, 

^ rvn no particular reason to think an account of my life “will 
interest anybody. That being: so, I don’t know why I write it. But 

I do. I suppose it’s Chance. 
H-xl-t (who is such fun!) 
calls my Memoir, because I ’m 
a F.E.S., a case of '‘'‘Fellow^ 
I)e-8eP 

Talking of Chance, every- 
thing that has ever happened 
to me has been Chance I 
For instance, what could 
have been more a matter of 
luck than my choosing a house 
• Tk T • at Down P H-xl-x says some- 
Se<rf Deep Impression. thing about being “ ^wn on 

Eiek-’ (What a master of style old H-xl-t is, to be sure !) 

Then there was that voyage on the Sea-Mero, If it hadn’t been 
tnat my Uncle kicked me six times round his garden at Shrewsbury, 
because I said “ I ’d be jiggered if I went,” I don’t believe I should 
ever nave had courage to accept the appointment of N"aturalist to the 
expedition. That voyage gave me an object in life. My nose had 
i^ade me an object in life before that {vide Fortrait)^ but Natural 
Selection, triumphed over my nose, and so I became in due time 
famous, and an Ag-nose-tic ! 



My Schooldays. 

At soh ool I was an exceptionally naughty boy. I cannot conceive 
what induced me to tell another little boy that I had often produced 
orao-apples by taking a dead crab and burying it in an orchard, but 
I did . My little friend, I recollect, didn’t believe me, and indeed 
pulled, my nose (always a sore point with me, but he made its point 
niuch. sorer) for telling what he called “beastly crams.” We had a 
ught, I also remember. Perhaps I ought to call it a “struggle for 
existence.” He was much the “fittest,” and he survived. I got 
licked, 


m the road where I became convinced that the whole country had 
oeen el^ated sixteen feet ^nce the morning! H-xl-y, who was with 
me, (luite agreed,^ and said that we must all have been elevated at 
the same time, without knowing it. 

My Favourite Authoes. 

These we, of course, Lyell on Lias^ and Hooxby on Herbaceous 
Foraminifera. They far superior to Shaxspeaee, who bores me. 
1 like novels, the trashier the better. Only let ’em end well, arid I 
don t care how they begin, or whether they begin at all. In news- 
papers, the best part, I think, is the Parliamentary Debates. In 
reading them I have often got valuable hints as to the “ Origin of 
Speeches,” and they frequently afford conclusive evidence of the 
^ Descent of Man.” I thought of bringing Parliamentary manners 
in as a chapter in my book on “ Earth-worms,” but H-xl-y adyised 
me not to, and I didn’t. 

^ ^ My Nose. 

I think I Ve mentioned this fea^re before. It troubles me. It is 
^donbteHy of a low type, yet it has survived ! Why have I not 
been fitted with a fitter one ? It is another instance of the fact that 
^erything — ^includmg my fame~has come to me hy sheer luck. 
H-XE-Y says “there’s a Dar- winning modesty about this last 
remark.” Also says, “I’ve found the ‘Philosopher’s Tone.’” 

( W hat screaming fun H-xe-y always is I ) 

My Portraits. 

Perhaps I may he allowed to say one word as to the Photographs 
pre^ding these volumes. They aren't the least little hit like me! 
In ^lume One I appear as the unmistakable “ Country Butcher.” 
In Volume Two I am “The Gorilla Asleep,” or “Beetle-brow 
Nappmg” (after a beetle-hunt, probably). Volume Three repre- 
sents me as the Typical Brigand of Transpontine Melodrama. 

Why, too, has the Photographer insisted on bringing out that 
unfortunate feature of mine so prominently ? 

Why p indeed I Who nose ? 


THE LARKS AND THE ROSES. 


Choice of Calling. 

My extreme naughtiness continued unabated when I became a 
young* man. Nobody expected I should ever “ do ” anything — except 
six months’ hard labour I At Cambridge I was so shockingly 
‘ rowdy,” that my father declared, there was no alternative but to 
send me into the Church, But as I was hunting with the College 
^ag: at the hour when I ought to have been in for my Ordination 
Exanaination, the Bishop failed to see matters in the same light. I 
then decided to be a Doctor. If I had stuck to this profession I fancy 
that my turn for trying experiments would have landed me in some 
exalted position — ^possibly at Newgate. As it was, after attending a 
lecture on. Siwgery, 1 was discovered in tbe local Hospital trying to 
oiit ofi a patient’s leg on an entirely new principle, with a pair of 
Boissors and an old meat-saw, and I was nearly “ run in ” for man- 
slaughter. I decided to give up Mediciue, aud a slight shindy over a 
supposed, error of mine in calculating a score haying prevented my 
becoming a success as a Public-house Billiard-marker, I thought I 
would make my mark iu another way, as a breeder of race-horses. 
Being, however, forcibly chucked out of Newmarket Heath one day 
for an alleged irregularity which I never could understand, I began 
really to wonder what profession I was fitted to adorn, 

I BECOME A Naturalist. j 

It was at this time that the Captain of the Bea-Mew offered me ! 
that post of which I have before spoken. I accepted it, and began 
at onoe t<> lower the record in sea-sickness, being never once well on 
board ship for three whole years ! It was a new experience, and 
altered me a good deal. From being rowdy and idle I became quiet 
and abnormally diligent. If you don’t believe this, ask H-xl-y 
(who w such fun!). On returning to England I at onoe settled 
Down, and began to write hooks. 

The “Origin of Species.” 

This work is my title to fame. It only took me thirty-three years 
and six months to write. I felt quite glad when it was finished. 
People who have read it tell me they feel the same, The row it 
caused was frightful I If you want to see “ Soapy Sam’s ” slashing 
Quarterly Feview article pulverised, read H-xl-y’s reply. (But, 
g^wy—ien’t this scientific log-rolling ? ) The remark which was 
made, after perusing the book, hy that eminent Botanist, my friend 
Professor Hookey, was — “ "Walker I ” But he was soon converted. 

My Way of Working. 


{Ballad^ by Milton Featherly Jonsone,) 

The roses were blowing, like whales in the sea 

Where the apple-bloom icebergs plunged 
fearless and free. 

And the larks carolled madly their high 
jubilee 

In the ether. 

The daisies ran riot in sunshine and 
shade, 

And the call of the cuckoo was heard 
from the glade, 

Where Summer with mellow monotony 
play’d 

Eose on the Swell. On her zither. 

Tempo di False, 

Ho, larks and roses I I Hey, we rose at morning prime ; 

. Hey, the bonny weather I I Ho, we lark’d together T 

’Mid roses and larks in our shallop we glide 
By Inglesham poplars, ou Teddingtou’s tide, 

Where the water of Thame under Sinodun slide, 

And at Marlow, 

By Cliveden’s green caverns, and Abingdon’s walls, 

Where wirgles the Windrusn, where Eynshamweir falls, 

By Sonning, or Sandford (whose lasher recalls 
Mr, Barlow), 

Con tenerezza, 

OK larks, and ro(w)ses i Silver water-lilies, love ; 

On the shining river ; I Love will last for ever I 

But the blooms turn’d to apples for urcbins'to munch, 

And the roses were sold at a penny a hunchj 

And the larks were served up for an Alderman’s lunch, 

Dead and cold, love ; 

And the lustre has faded from tresses and cheek, 

And the eyes do not sparkle, the eyes that I seek, 

And the temper is strong and the logic is weak 
Of my old love. 

Snuffiamente, 

No larks and roses 1 Euby-red love’s nose is ; 

In a winter gloaming ; * Chilblain time a-oomingr 



This, also, can’t interest anybody, yet I give it. I get up at 
4 AM,, and take a walk. From 7 to 10 I work. After dinner— with 
oliaiupagriie — I take another stroll. I have made most astonishing 
Boieutif d discoveries at this time. I could point out the exact spot 


The Watchword of the Sugar-Bounty Conference. — “ Eng- 
land expects that every man (and woman) will pay an import duty,” 


Latest French Cookery.— SpiUiug the Gr^ty. 





HOW WE ADVERTISE NOW, 
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THE PALACE OF (ADVERTiSINC) ART. 

{A Long Way After the Laureate,) 

I FoiTND myself a huckster's pleasure-place, 
Wherein Hwas horrible to dwell. 

I said, “ 0 Soul, the object of. our race 
Is ever one—to sell.^’ 

A huge-walled wilderness of ways it was, 
With hoardings of exceeding height, 
Which no one without pangs of tear, could 
pass, 

And spasms of affright. 

Its purpose, though, was plain ; ’twas simply 
Whether a woman wild of glare, [pelf ; 
Or a colossal man shaving himself, 

All, all meant money there. 

“,And while the world roUs round and 
round, I said, 

“ Advertisement is the one thing. 

Which need concern the wise and] worldly 
head 

Of huckster, histrio, king.” 

To which my soul made answer readily, — 

“ In patience I must fain abide 
In these vast vistas of vulgarity, 

Stretching on every side.” 

# « # « 

Full of long-reaching bulks of board it was. 
Where, glaring forth from ghostly gloom. 
Were gibbering monkeys grinning in a glass, 
In a dame’s dressing-room. 

And some were hung with daubs of green and 
blue, 

As gaudy as a cheap Cremorne, ^ 

Where actors postured in the public view, 
Some frantic, some forlorn. 

One seemed all glare and gore —a stabbing 
hand, 

A woman flopping with a groan ; 

An ill-drawn idiot trying to look grand, 
Big-nosed, and high in bone. 

One showed an ochre coast and J. emerald 
waves ; 

You seemed to see them rise and fall, 

As infant supers —wretched little slaves— 
Under the canvass crawl. 

And one a full-faced, flushed comedian— low— 
Showing his teeth, with nervous strain, 
With queer goggle-eyes striking like a blow, 
And causing quite a pain. 

And one a miser, hoarding fruits of toil. 

In front a bony beak, behind, 

Wisps of grey hairs all destitute of oil, 

Blown hoary on the wind. 

And one a foreground with three hideous 
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Each twice as tall as life, or higher. 
Medusa-monsters, clothed in wretched rags, 
And crouching round a Are. 

And one an English home— lantern-light 
poured 

On a forced safe, skeleton keys, 

Whilst glo’ating o’er the family plate there 
stored, 

Glowered the murderer, Peace. 

Hor these alone, but everything to scare, 

Fit for each morbid mood of mind ; 

Murder and misery, want and woe were 
there 

As large as life designed. 

There was a fellow in a pretty fix, 

“ Tied to a corpse,” all wild alarm, 
Struggling across a sort of sooty Styx, 

The ** body” on his arm. 

Or in a snow-choked city wretchedly, 

De^ babe at breast, with bare blown hair, 
A mined woman crawled with quivering 
Two hobbies scowled at her. [knee ; 


Or, posing in a footlight paradise, 

A group of Houris smirked to see 

Young fools with clapping hands and ogling 
eyes 

Which said, “ We come for ye /” 

Or else a lost and deeply wounded one, 

In a wild swamp all bilious greens, 

Came on a corpse a bare branch dangling on ; 

The ghastliest of scenes I 

Holloaed a half-choked hoy with horrid _f car, 
A brute the rope about to draw ; 

A second with a knife and axe was near 

To give the first Lynch Law. 

Or in a railway-tunnel, iron rail’d, 

A man lay bound ; his blood ran ico 

Who looked thereon, an engine shrieked ; he 
paled, 

And fainted in a trice. 

A monkey by her hair a woman clasp’d ; 
From her poor head it seemed half torn, 

One ape-hand dragged it back; the other 
grasp’d 

A steel blade’s bait of horn* 

A hideous babe iu nauseous nudity, 
Huge-headed, grinninglike a clown, 

Advertised Soap. A vile monstrosity, 

The terror of the Town I 

Nor these alone ; but every horror rare, 
Which the sensation-poisoned mind. 

Imaged to advertise vile trash, was there— 

As large as life design’d. 


Deep dread and loathing of these horrorH 
Fell on my Soul, hard to be borne, [orutbL 
She cried, Why should these tmuXfi intrude 
And plague us night and morn ? 

“What I is not this a civilised town,” she 
“ A spacious city, cultured, free ? [said, 
Why give it up to dismalness and dread, 
Murder and misery ? ” 

In every corner of that city stood, ’ 

Unholy shapes, and spectral scares, 

And fiends, and phantoms, brutal scenes of 
And horrible nightmares. [blood, 

“ Wo are shut up as in a tomb, girt round 
With charnel scenes on everv wall ; 
Wherever echoes of town-trallio sound, 

Or human footsteps f aU, 

She cried, “ By love, it is a pretty game 
That Man, the Advertiser’s thrall. 

Should have these scenes of grimness, gore, 
and shame, 

Shook him from every wall. 

“ The very cah-horsos go wild with fears I 
I rather fancy it is time 
To stop these poster-terrors, plaoard-tears, 
And advertising crimes. 

“ Yes, yes, pull down these pictured icreens 
that are 

All dedicate to gore and guilt* 

J^ot solely for Soap-vendor or Stage-star 

Was our big Babylon built I I 
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VOCES POPULI. 

SoBisu — A Irromenade Concert, IntcrvaV^hctweeriTlParts 1, and II, 
Crowd collecting before Platform, 

Highly Respectable Matron {to femah Friend), As to beins: beau- 
tiful it’s not for mo to say, ’biit tbey^re clean-limbefi, healthy 
children, thank Heaven ! and what more do you want ? ( The Friend 
makes a complimentary protest.) Well, it may be so; but, to come 
back to her, I don’t like her present home so well as I did her hrst— 
not so tasty, to my mind. She ’s got nice things about her, though, 

I say— a nice sideboard, a nice . . . {Inventory follows here,) 

The Friend {darkly). All the same, it ’s a constant wonder to me 
how she can ever bring herself to sleep in that bed I 

The H. R, M, I couldn’t myself; but {charitably) we’ve not all 
the same feelings. ( Crush increases ; Female Promenader with very 
yeV<ow hair passes,, with apologies.) “Excuse me, Madame” {with 
attempt at mimicry) ; ah — and she needs it I The orchestra ’s coming 
back now. I didn’t notice that young woman among them before— 
what’s she going to play, I wonder ? , . , 

The Friend. Whatever it is, she might look more pleasant over it I 
The JS. R, M, So she might — we can’t all be good-looking, but 
we can all be pleasant— but they wouldn’t have engaged her here, if 
she hadn’t her gift ! , . , , j i ^ t a 

The Friend, Oh, you may depend on it, she s got a gift— but I do 
call her plain, myself. 

A Man with a very red nose {to ^ CompaniorC), And then, you see, 

I ’ ve this special advantage — ^my immense knowledge of the world. 
Think there ’s time for another before they begin again, eh ? 

[ Companion is of that opinion ; adjournment to bar of house. 

Second Part begins ; Lady Vocalist retiring after Song, 

First Promenader, Brayvo! Engoore I What, she won’t sing no 
more — sssh I [ Hisses f uriously. 

The H, R. M, There ’s the orchestra themselves clapping her— 
and they'd know whit’s good. 

Her Friend, She was dressed very nice, T thought. 

The H, R, M, I never care to see hair done up that style myself. 

Ojst xhb PLiiTyOEM:. 

Ladies of Chorus tripping up from below Stage for the Vocal Valse, 

Ladies of Chorus {all together). Am I too black under the eyes, ' 
dear ? Mind where you’re going. Miss, please I Treading ou' people’s 
toes like that— the great clumsy thing ! I ’m next to yon, aren’t I ? 
1 do feel so funny, my dear, don’t you ? For goodness sake, don’t 
go setting me on the giggle now! 

{^They range themselves modestly in a row at edge of platform. 
Rude Person {in upper box with Punch squeak). Rooti-^oo-ti ! 

\^Roars of laughter. 

Ladies of C. {indignantly). Beast I I wish they ’d give him some- 
thing to make him rooti-toot, I do ! 

Conductor- Composer {from behind), Ifow, Ladies, ready please — 
keep the laugh steadier than you did last time, and wait for me at 
the repeat ! 

\_Hetaps on desk: each Lady of Chorus stiffens herself per- 
ceptibly and makes a little grimace. 

One Lady {in whisper) ^ Oh, dear, I wish I was at home with my 
Ma ! {Her companions giggle. 

The H, R. M. It’s as much as they can do to sing for laughing— 
they’re “Laughing Beauties,” though. Hike this one’s face 
up at this end— she’s so quiet and lady-like over it, and pretty too * 
they put all the pretty ones in front, hut there ’s one quite an old 
woman behind. They ’re having all the fun down at the other end — 
how they are going on, to be sure I 

{End of Vocal Valse: hud applause, ^ Ladies of Chorus retire 
after encore with air of graceful dignity. 

The Person with the Squeak. &oo’-bye, duckies! 

{Roars of laughter again : renewed indignation among Chorus. 
Person with Squeak feels like SHEEiDA-ir and Theodoeb 
Hook rolled into one, 

Ik the Q-eakp Ciecle. 

A Young Gentleman {who has set himself to form his fianole’s 
mmd, but jinds it necessary to proceed very gradually), Now, Caeo- 
LiKE, tell me— isn’t this better than if we had gone to the Circus ? 

Caroline {from the provinces ; unmusical ; simple in her tastes). 
Tes, Joseph, only— there ’s more of what I call variety in 
a Cirons—more going on, I mean. 

The Y, G, {with a sense of discouragement). I quite see your 
meaning, dear, and it ’s an entirely true observation ; still, you do 
appreciate this magnifiLcent orchestra, don’t you now ? 

Caroline, I should have liked it better with different coloured 
curtains— maize is so trying. 

The Y, G, {mentally), I won’t write home to them about it 
just yet. 


Orchestra begins a “ Musical Medley ” with Overture to 
“ Tannhduser?^ 

The Y, G, {who has lost his programme), Now, Caeolike— this 
is WAOKER—you’ll like Waonee, darling, I’m sure.^ 

Caroline [startled). SKall 1 ? Where is he ? Will he come in 
here ? Must I speak to him ? 

The Y. G, No, no— he’s dead-—l mean, this is from his Opera — 
yon must listen to this. 

{He watches her face for the emotion he expects ; “ Tannhdnser''* 
melts suddenly into “ Tommy, Make Rooynfor your Uncle 

Caroline {her face absolutely transjigurcd). Oh, Joseph, dear — 
Waokee’s perfectly lovely ! 

The Y, G, {gloomily). 1 see, I shall have to put you through a 
course of Bach, Caroline I 

Caroline {alarmed). But there’s nothing whatever the maif^crwith 
me, Joseph ! I ’m not Bushed am I ? 

fSToung Q-entleman suppresses a groan. 

In A Box. 


{Musical Medley still in progress.) 

A Lady {not much of an Opera-goer ^ to ho has been given a box at 
the last moment, and has insisted on her husband turning out to escort 
her). It was silly of you to drop that programme, Robert— I should 
like to know what this piece is, it seems quite familiar — ( Orchestra 
playing Soldiers' March'^ from Faust) — J know— it’s Faust, 
Robert, Gouj>roD's Faust / 

{Much pleased with herself for recollecting an Opera she has onhj 
heard once, 

Robert {sleepily), Jknow, my dear, all righh 

{Faust melts into air from “ Pinafore'^ 

Mis Wife, Do yon mean to say you dou’t remember that, Robert? 
how exquisite Patti was in the part, to be sure 1 
TJmph ! 

{*‘*‘ Pinafore" becomes “ La ai darem" — which transforms itself 
without warning into “ Two Lovely Black Eyes," 

The Lady. There’s nob )dy like Gounod ! [ Clasps her hands, 

Robert {captiously), GouNOD *s all very well, I daresay, my dear ; 
but it don’t seem to mo he ’s altogether original. I ’ve heard some- 
thing very like this tun© before, and I ’ll swear it wasn’t by him I 

The Lady. That’s very likely ; allth^ best airs get stolen nowa- 
days, and dressed up so as to be quite unrecognisable ; but that ’s not 
Gounod’s fault, is it ? ^ 

[J^’ans herself triumphantly, after vindicating her favourite 
Composer, Robert slumbers. 

Behind the Plitform:. 

Erratic Promenader. ^ Beg your pardon, Sir— tha’ shtick, not 
’tended meet your eye. Sir — 'nother gerrilm’n’s eye, Sir. 

Fair Promenader {to Lady Friend), And I ’m sure I don’t know 
how it is, but I ’m always crying now for just nothing at all, when- 
ever I ’m alone. ^ 

The Lady Friend, That ’s because you giv<^ way to it. dear. Come 
and hpe something to cheer you up— you’ll be a different person 
after it. {Adtnce taken ; prediction verified. 

The Err. Prom, T shay, bere’sh lark I see tha’ Bobby over there ? 
he thinksb I’m tight! {Waltzes up to him soleymily), Ku’ive 
plesbure nexsht dansh you, Sir Charlesh ? 

The Policeman {severely). You keep your ’ands off of mo, will 
you, and take yourself home— that ’s my advice to you ! 

Brr. Prom, {outraged). You ’pear me to undor ’presbionthiah is 

Hy’ Par or Trafa {with an Trafa-ralgarar Square. I’m 

goin teash you, free Briton not goin put up with P’lice brurality I 

{Hits Policeman in the eye, and is removed^ smiling feebly. 
Scene changes. 

An Open Q,uestion. 

Loed Solly, at Paddies presuming to rail, 

Must sneer at their “ brogue,” which the Markis finds stale. 
Does he think a poor fellow must fain be a rogue 
Because, born in Erin, he speaks with a brogue ? 

Celtic ears finds the drawl of the Saxon Swell fiat, 

And a Cockney may chaff at the patois of Pat. 

But which is in fault— is it really ao clear ?— 

The Irishman’s tongue, or the Englishman’s ear ? 

Ik a recent case on appeal. Hammond Co. v, Bussey, Mr. 
Justice Bowen was understood (by Our Special Reporter) to say that 
a judgment relating to coals must be decided by the principles of 
Coke. The Master of the Rolls and Mr* Justice Fry concurred ; the 
latter observing that in winter a coal merchant must always be a 
Bussey person, though his Lordship admitted that this had nothing 
to do with the case. The Master ot the Rolls and Mr. Justice Bowek 
at once concurred. 


^ KOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wifi 
in no case be returned, not even when aocompaniod by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper* To this rule 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

From the Rochdale Rasper (Late the Birmingham Pet). 

One Ash^ JRochdale, Saturday^ 









ana say , anere i. omnaerea, tnere l -was mxBied by circumstances.*^ For a Ions: 
time Gl-dst-nb kept pretty straij^ht—that is to say I agreed with him. But he 
has gone wrong lamentably on this Irish auestion, and all the righteous acts of 
his li:re-“that is to say, steps in which he has chanced to walk in time with me— 
are obliterated. It is true that, at one time, it was I who was the foremost 
Apostle of Irish National feeling. At this date people Tvith inconvenient memories 


of tho past half-centmy. or I 

. , X- XI. ^ c . . m , , wrong. I will 

just mentiou that my friend, T-nk-s-n, who has a pretty faculty for poetry, 
once summed me up iu a couplet which I venture to think is not without its 
charm. “ J-hn Br-ght,** he wrote— 

J-HN Br-GHT 

Is always right. 

He told me iu conddenoe that he had at one time contemplated a eulogistic 
poem of some seventy or eighty lines, price to the Nineteenth Century a guinea 
each. But, having thrown oE this couplet, it appeared in itself so sufficient, so 
comprehensive yet so precise, that amplification would have rather reduced than 
increased its value. Therefore it remains a brilliant fragment. 

But I am wandering from the theme, which, in the present instance, is not 
myself but my country address. What I thought might be interesting to point 
out is the curious felicity of the nomenclature, and the remarkable foresight of 
which it is proof More t^n a generation ago it received this singular appella- 
tion. At that time nothing seemed more remote from ordinary apprehension 
than that in this year I should^ be what we call “ a Unionist.** an ally and 
supporter of Lord S-l-b-ry, pulling in the same boat as the H-m-lt-ns, and 
marching shoulder to shoulder with Ashm-d B-rtl-tt. In those days I was 
wont to pour forth torrents of angry contempt upon the Conservative party. 
D-sr-li was my wash-pot, over the Markiss I cast out my shoe ; but even theu 
my address was One Ash, Rochdale. Do you begin to see what I mean ? One 
Empire, One Ppliame^, One Ash ! Some of my old colleagues and disciples 
aniong the Radicals scon at me because of my new companions. But, as usual, 
I have been right from the first. J have always been what the MarMoness 
called a wonner.** What has happened is that the Liberal Party and my old 
companions have moved away from me, whilst the Conservatives have moved 
towards me. X am the same to-day as yesterday, or as these fifty years past. 

• j Br-ght, always right, and any change of relationship or appearance 
the ineradicable error and fatal foolishness of others. 

. Toby, in reviewing a long and honourable life, is the 

terrible feeling of monotony. I sometimes find myself envying ordinary men 


are constantlyTraking uplpassages in' my speeches about i 
Ireland, and the English yoke which, except that they i 
are too finely cut, and of too noble a style of eloquence, 
would exactly suit Gl-dst-ne to-day. I said these 
things then, it is true, and then they were right. I do 
not say them to-day, and therefore they are wrong. Quod 
erat demonstrandum, (You will observe that since, with 
a distinguished friend, I have joined the political com- 
pany of gentlemen, I have forsaken mj old habit of 
keeping to the Saxon tongue, and sometimes, as here, I 
drop into Latin. Occasionally I fall into French. Autres 
temps f autres mceurs.) 

My nearest approach to human frailty, is, per^ps, to 
be found in a certain measure of absence of suavity. It 
is perhaps possible that my temper was,— I will not say 
soured, but— not sweetened by the vile attacks made upon 
me personally by Irish Members in Parliament during 
the last ten years. You remember what B-nt-nck said 
about me ? I don’t mean Big Bon, or Little Ben, but 
Lord George B-nt-nck. “ If Br-get,” he said, “ had 
not been a Q^uaker, he would have been a prize-fighter.” 

I think there is about the remark some suspicion of lack 
of respect. But, also, it is not without some foundation 
of truth. I admit an impulse to strike hack when I am 
hit ; sometimes when I am not. Through two Parlia- 
ments the ragged regiment that live upon the contribu- 
tions of their poor relations iu domestic service iu the 
United States have girded at me in the House of 
Commons. This was my reward for the rhetorical 
services I did for Ireland a quarter of a century ago. 
They pummelled me, kicked me, dragged my honoured 
name in the dust, and spat upon me in the market-placti. 
That gross ingratitude I could never forgive, and if in 
reprisal, the cause I once advocated suffers, can I be held 
blameable ? 

But this seems to be running into the groove of apology, 
and I never apologised to anyone for anything in my 
life. For fear I should begia now, I will close this letter, 


remaining, 


Your friend, 


J-HN Br-ght. 


P.S.— I observe that in my haste I have not called you j 
a fool, or directly stigmatised as such anyone alluded to 
in this letter. I am afraid this will be regarded as a sign j 
of growing weakness. But I will bring up tho average i 
in the next letter 1 write for publication. : 








DABWIMIAH AHOBSTOR 

Composing the For 0 U is mtoh a Norrdde Tail / /” ! 

*M)ur ancestor im animal which hreafhed water, had n 
swim-bladder, a great swimming tail, and im imoerfeet skull,”— 
Darwm to lyelL * 


VOL. lont. 



THE BABE3 IN THE CHBISTECAS WOOD. “ The Cry is still they come 
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THE BABES IN THE CHEISTMAS WOOD. 

THE PtnBLISHEEs’ CAHTATA. 

Various well-hnown PuUishing Firms in the guise of 
Forest-trees discovered shedding their leaves, 

G^eneral Chortts. 

See Christmas is upon us aud the world around us living, 
Seeks us and asks the pretty gifts it soon would fain be 
giving. 

The stories thrilling, tender, sweet, to suit all tastes and 
ages, 

All gleaming with their covers gay and picture-covered 

The dainty illustrated leaf, the paper softly tinted, 

In ty^e, to suit young eyes and old, aU exquisitely 
printed : 

Of artistes pencil, author’s pen, the choicest, fairest flower, 
Behold as the glad season comes we thus upon you shower, 

Messrs. Blackie & Soirs. 

Christmas leaves ? Would you pick up the handsomest 
First look at these scattered by Blackie & Sons, [ones, 
Here tales of home life and adventure in plenty. 

Have good names to vouch for them. Take 0. A. Kent Y, 
In “ Bonnie Prince Charlie” and “ Orange and Green,” 
He lays first in Scotland, then Ireland his scene, 

And thrills you with reading the hairbreadth escapes, 

Of the heroes he rescues from numberless scrapes. 

But while in “For the Temple,” he ventures to tell 
How in ages long past great Jerusalem fell ; 

Yet if less ancient horrors are more to your mind, 

In the reign of the “ Terror ” material you ’ll find ; 

And if you would learn how pluck never goes wrong, 
You’ve but to go straightway to “ Sturdy and Strong.” 
Next Elizabeth Lysaght in “ Aunt Hesba’s Charge,” 
On the virtues of old Maiden Aunts doth enlarge, 

And relates in “ Our General” by a small head, 

How a family through all its trials may be led. 

Then J. Percy Groves in “ The War of the Axe,” 

Tells a stirring Cape story of Caflre attacks, 

And “ The Seven Wise Scholars ” supply Ascott R. Hope, 
For knocking ofl seven good tales, ample scope. 

He in “ Old Renown ” stories, too, brilliantly writes 
Of the deeds done of old by brave heroes and knights ; 
While E. Brookes harking back with his “ Ohivalric 
Days,” 

Of the boys and the girls of old times sings the praise, 

“ Girl Neighbours,” allows Sarah Tytler to say, 

On the whole she prefers the girl of the day ; 

In “Miss Willowbrown’s Offer,” how traitors may fail, 
Sarah Dowdnet describes in a well-written tale. 

With “ The Babbling Teapot,” to a little girl changed, 
Mrs. Champney has well into Wonderland ranged. 

Out of “ Willie,” who here “ Gutta Percha ” is named, 
George Macdonald, an excellent story has framed. 

And has shown how he finds life’s troubles prove plastic, 
Possessing a brain which his friends deem elastic. 

In “ The Princess ” and “ Goblin ” he tries a new scheme. 
And sweeps you along with his mystical theme ; 

But when she meets “ Curdie” he now and then treads 
On ground that is over his young readers’ heads. 

If a truant’s adventures, fair reading you find, 

The good ship “ Atalanta,” you ’d bear in your mind. 
And you’ll follow “ aboard’’ it, the hero whose fate 
Henry Frith’s thrilling pages know how to relate. 

Next in “ Chirp and Chatter ” from field and from tree, 
Young children taught lessons by L. Banks you’ll see. 

“ Q/Ueen Maud,” with her “orders ” by Louisa Crow, 
Shows pride in a haughty young maiden brought low : 
While in the “ Squire’s Grandson,” J. Callwell proves 
A small boy can make up a family row. [how 

The stories of Wasa and Mbnzikofe tell 
Two historical tales, and do it right well. 

In his “ Dick o’ the Fens,” one Fen,— Manville Fenn,— 
Gives some capital studies of Lincolnshire men ; 

But in “ Sir Walter’s Ward,” the age of Crusades, 

Mr, William Everaed brightly invades. 

The “ Girlhood” of “Margery Merton ” relates, 

The struggle that oft a young artist awaits, 

And how m the end her Ibrave efforts prevail, 

AlUCE Corkran unfolds in her well- written tale. 

And if Clogs,” well selected for children to wear, 

You ’re in need, Amy Walton will find you “ a pair,” 

If the “ Secret ” of “ Rovers ” is more to your taste, 
Harry Collingwood foRow,— your time you’R not waste, 



PUTTING HK FOOT IN IT. 

She. “And do you still ut the Lidik.h’ Feet in votru Country t” 

Ee , “On the contiuuy, Madam! That ls a o'/z/axs's? cniHroM. We in 
Japan always allow the Ladies’ Feet to ouow to quite their full siasE. 
Not that any would ever rival ror;xv, Madam ! ” 

ddighted with his iimt lltiU CompUmmi / 

In field, forest, or stream, would you “ Insect Ways” loarn, 

For their “ Summer Day’s ” life to J, Uvuinnum turn. 

But to close Gordon Bro wne, whose famed pencil so skilled, 

Of the foregoing pages bo many has filled, 

Crowns the whole by contributing last, but not least. 

His new “ Hop o’ my Thumb ” and “ The Beauty and Beast.” 

George Routledgr «fc Sons. 

Are you seeking for young children picture-books to please the eye? 

Then your need Gkorge Routledge and his Sons will readily supply. 

Herex “Little Wide-Awake,” designed to suit the earliest age, 

Bound brightly, with a picture too on nearly every page ; 

And then there’s “ Bunny Childhood,” with its colouring so gay, 

Where Mrs. Sale Barker has such pleasant things to say ; 

And in “ Our Friends ” and in “ Our Homo ” she takes them by the hand, 
And talks to little readers in the words they understand. 

“ Our Darlings,” too, by Mars, show how our little darlings fare 
Who by their Mars (and Pa’s as well) are taken everywhere. 

If “ Fairy Tales” you’re seeking, Lauoulate’s collected loro, 

With new ones, and unheard before, will furnish up your store. 

And if young heroes of all climes should come within your scope, 

You’ll turn to “ Youngsters’ Yarns,” and will have faith in Ahcott Horb. 
Then “ Herbert Massey’s ” doings in “ Eastern Africa” you’ll find, 

Told by Commander Cameron, quite of a thrilling kind. 

“ The Children of the New Forest,” that Mareyat wrote of yore, 

Paul Hardy and John Gilbert join to illustrate once more. 

“ Round Nature’s Dial,” by H. M, Burnside, tells full and clear 
The shifting story of the times and seasons of the year. 

The “Animal” for “Every Boy” affords all boys a treat, 

Which, thanks to Edmund Eoutledge, may be held as quite complete* 

Here “ Caldecott’s last * Graphic’ Pictures ” come in handy guise, 

While by her “ Book” consulting, the “Young Lady” may grow wise* 

How good we’d be if all, before they do, to think would tarry 

On what Miss Edgeworth taught to “ Lucy,” “Rosamond,” and “ Hoirry*” 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[December 10 , 1887 . 


“ Natural History,” Illustrated “ for Young 
People,” must do good, 

As a text-book for young obildren, ably 
done by P. G. Wood. 

The “Punny Foxes and tbeir Feats” and 
doings at tbe Fair,” 

With some of Eenst Gbiset’s happiest 
efforts may oompaxe. 

‘^The ‘Shall Nots^ of the Bible” and 
“ LoTing.Links ” combine, [diyine. 
In page illuminated, human verse and text 
“Play and Earnest ” tells of children who 
tneir playmg much enjoy, [little boy. 
In a story <iuaint and charming of a plucky 
Then “Sunbeam Stories,” “Storm” and 
“ Sunshine,” told in prose and rhyme. 
And “Stories” for a “Holiday,” as also 
“ Pets^ Pastime ” 

These, with “Sindbad’s” famed Adven- 
tures, new to many we suppose. 

With Ka.tb Geebitawat’s bright Almanack 
our list must fitly close. 

Messes. Macmillan & Co. 

Surely “ Little Miss Peggy ” wiH work you 
the spell [deftly and well, 

Mrs. Moleswoeth’s charmed pen weaves so 
For this guaint little lady, with ways sweet 
and bright, [light. 

Her‘ small nursery readers can’t fail to de- 
In “ An Unknown Country ” pen and pencil 
. beguile [Isle. 

Him who tempts it to visit his own Sister 
The text he ’ll find art a true handmaid to 
wait on 

In the exguisite work of F. Noel Paton. 

(Kljtiaftttas! (Kartrsi. 

Oe Christmas Cards a splendid show 
This year I Wherever you may go 
You see them. When you ’re told, you know 
They ’re Christmas Cards. 

In such a game of Cards the thing 
Before the eyes of all to bring 
Is Christmas, but they ’re Summer, Spring, 
Most Christmas Cards. 

Taeino high rank among the Christmas 
Cards^ 

The artistic reproductions, Maecxts Ward’s, 
Of two of Raphael’s best-known Madonnas 
Must, at this season, carry off the honours. 
Both from one Pitti Palace— need we name 
them ? — [them. 

’Twould be a thousand pities not to frame 
(Aie — ** King of tTie Omnibal Islands ”) 
Here’s an “ Opal Souvenir,” 

Lovely mem of present year. 

And it comes from, as we hear, 
Hudeshbimee and Fatjlbnee. 
Among the Cards the best designs 
Are those Weedon, Wilson, Hines, 
Bothams, Dealt also shines, 

Kilbitene, Dettmmond, on like lines, 
Williamson, Maguiee too, 

SiGiMDND, artistic crew. 

All at work their best to do 

For Hildesheimbe and Faulknee. 
(Aie — ** Ba/re Ben ,*') 

Raphael Tdcx I 
Here ’s luck ! 

Rejoice ! no dumps I 


OUR DEBATING CLUB. 

An apology-^Eloguent Peroration ly our Naylor offers some critical 

remarks^ and Kiekstone relates a humorous anecdote, 

I AM in a position this week to redeem my promise, and raise the hitherto impenetrable 
veil that has long shrouded the ^roceeedings of the Gargoyle Club from the Public Eye. In 
the exercise of the discretion with which I have been entrusted, T have somewhat departed 
from the form of report originally conten^lated, and selected only the more striking and 
characteristic deliverances of my fellow GargoyleSj interspersed with such short notes and 
descriptions as may best serve to bring out their several mannerisms and idiosyncrasies. 
Should I offend by this I shall deeply regret it, but I find that there are traditions and 
customs in the management of a facetious periodical which, however exacting and absurd in 
themselves, must be respected by those who would furnish it with literary matter. 

Having thus apologised in advance to any honourable Gargoyle who may consider him- 
self misrepresented or insufficiently reported, let me present, as the first instalment of these 
papers, some extracts from notes taken at a most instructive debate last session upon the 
motion (brought forward by Pldmley Dupe ; opposed by Gaspaed Haexdpp), that : 

“ In the opinion of this House, Science has been productive of more real benefit to the 
Human Race than Art.” 

Somehow, although I know that Dttpf’s speech was compounded of plain common sense 
interspersed with abundant facts (all Dupe’s speeches are like that), I did not begin to take 
notes that eveni^ until BEaetupp had reached his peroration, which was in this form : — 

“ Sir,” said Blaetupp {with an inflection of unspeakable pathos in his voice, which ought 
to make Pincbmey shed tears— hut does not), “ before I sit down— before. Sir, I resume 
my seat,” — {this solemnly as if he has a deep presentiment that he may never resume another 
“let me ask the Honourable Member who is responsible for the Motion on the paper 
this evening— let me put to him this single inguiry, this solitary question— and I shall await 
his answer with considerable curiosity.” . . . {Here Haetupp gazes with an air of challenge 
at Dupf, who, however, is drawing ISiXJCUi'D^B first proposition upon hishlotting-^pad, anocoupa^ 
twn which seems to absorb the whole of his faculties for the moment,) “ Is ho here to-night 
to deny the existence of any good that is not visible, that is not tangible, that cannot be 
measured with a tape, or weighed in scales ? Sir, t^t is the philosophy of the volatile 
sparrow,^ of the soulless hog, that skims the vault of the azure empyrean, and wallows 
content in the mire of his native sky — I should say ” {with an air of careless concession to 
prosaic accuracy), “ stye I That bird. Sir, that pig, like the Honourable Proposer himself”— 
(a titter here from the more fnvolous ; Dupp rubs his nose, and evidently wonders whether 
Haetupp has been saying anything worth noticing)— would xind the universe none the poorer 
had Praxiteles carved nothing more immortal than an occasional cold fowl ; had Homer 


In these un- Christmas days. 

Punch says ’tis greatly to thy praise. 

So, Raphael Tuck, 

My buck, 

Here’s luck I 
To Mr, Bunch, 

“ Such books, cards, and crackers,” cries 
Poet, perplexed, [next.’ ” 

“As remain on the hst, I will give ‘in our 


swept his lyre, not in commemoration of the fall of an ancient Troy, but to celebrate the rise 
of a new soap (Haetupp roAher prides himself on his talent for antithesis) ; “ and had Titian 
lavished all his wealth of glowing colour and gorgeous hues upon the unretentivo surface of 
some suburban pavement 1 But, Sir, I hope that we, by our vote to-night, will afford no 
encouragement to the gross and contemptible materialism which is the curse of the present 
^y, and of which, I am compelled to add,” [here he glances reproachfully at the unconscious 
Dupp, who is sharpening a pencil), “ we have been afforded so melancholy an example this 
evening. Let us proclaim to the world without that we, as Gentlemen and as Gargoyles, 
repudiate, that we loathe, that we abhor, that we abominate,” (HAttTcrrp seems to he screwing 
all these verbs out of himself , and throwing them defiantly at Dcpp,) “the grovelling ten- 
dency of our animal nature to ignore the joys of the soul and the pleasures of the intellect, 
and place its highest enjoyment in the ignoble pursuit of creature comforts I ” 

{Here Haetupp sits down amidst applause, and applies himself diligently to hts 
whiskey^and-water. 

At a later period in the evening, just as the debate was beginning to languish, Naylor 
started to his feet with a long strip of paper which, being snortsi^ted, he held close to 
his nose. Naylor invariably takes elaborate notes, with the intention of pointing out and 
refuting the errors of all previous speakers. Unfortunately, as he cannot always read the 
notes, and seldom remembers the objections he meant to urge, his criticisms are not as 
effective as could be desired. On this occasion, Naylor said:— “I’m not going to make a 
speech, Sir, I only want to point out one or two things which struck me as requiring to be met, 

I utake them in their order.” {ECere he fumbles with his strip of paper, which wiU get upside I 
down when he wished to refer to it), “ Oh, here it is! There was a Gargoyle who said— I I 
believe it was the Proposer of this motion— didn't you P ” {To Duff, who shakes his head in 

solemn disclaimer), “Well, it was somebody, a^way, but he told us that .” (Mere 

N-pLOR again refers to his notes), “I’m afraid I can’t exactly make out what he did say 
-but I don^t agree with Mm. Then there was another speaker who said, (I took it down 
^tne time) that he d rather have a good traction-engine than the finest poem ever written I 
Well, my reply to thai^ {here Naylor has another wrestle with his notes and comes up 
triumphant) “that’s his opinion. I wouldn't. Next, someone asked, ‘ What practical use 
was Shakspbaee to any man P " {A pause,) “ I Ve got an answer to that on my notes, 
somewhere, only I can’t find it. ^Bnt, anyhow,” {cheerfully) “ I know it was rather sticking 
up for Sh^spearb, to a certain extent. Then, didn’t someone else say, ‘Music elevated 
tae mindP ’ [A Member acknowledges the responsibility of this bold sentiment,) “ Well 
I don’t say it doesn’t— only, howf yon know, that’s the point I” {A long pause, during 
which mYLOE and his notes appears to be getting inextricably involved). ‘'There was a 
lot of other thmgs I meant to say, but I’m afraid I don’t quite remember them at this 
moment,” 

With tMs, Nayloe sat down suddenly, apparently very little depressed by the total 
absence oi applause— he knew that a fearless critic is never popular. 

Alter that we had a little speech from dear old Kiekstonb, who rose to tell us au 
anecdote, which the subject had suggested to him. Appropriate anecdotes are always 
occurring to KiBKSTop, and he applies them in the neatest and happiest manner, being 
gifted wrth the keenest sense of humour of any one in our Society. In fact, the very keen- 
I Kiekstonb’s appreciation operates almost as a disadvantage, as will he seen from 


whilst listening to the speeches 
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of Honourable Members this evening, I could not help being 
reminded of a story I heard the other day,” [Here a slight 
sjpasm passes over his ample cheehs^ and we all settle down in 
delighted anticipation), “There was an old farmer— one of the 
regular old-fashioned sort.” [Faint preliminary chuckle down 
in Ejekstone’s throat,) “’Well, he had a daughter, who — 
tchick ! — played on tehee ! — the piano, and one day he was 

induced to go in for a” — [convulsion^ followed hy sounds like the 
extraction of a very refractory cor^)— “ for a Steam-plough I Soon 
afterwards he happened to meet a friend— another farmer, or^ the 
parson, I forget which, and it don’t signify. Well, and the friend 
asked ‘ how he got on with his Steam-plough.’ And the old farmer 
says— / — he says, ‘ Don’t talk to me ’bout no Steam- 
plough — ki-hee-hee .'—when there ’s my darter at home, and she — 
cricks cricks criggle ! ’ (Kiekstone proceeds gallantly, hut is un~ \ 

intelligible until the cZose)— ‘with her darned pianner— 
haw!^ Well, the House can apply the moral of that themselves 
— I thought it was rather to the point myself. That ’s all I got up 
to say.” 

I am afraid Kiekstone thinks we are all of us rather dull. 


A DEAMATIG OEATOEIO. 

Me. Feedeeic H. Cowekt’s dramatic Oratorio, Ruth, was produced 
last Thursday at St. James’s Hall, and the verdict on the entire 

work from “bar one ” to bar 


fj 


^ l^t was e^mphatically favour- 

-7^ throughout is^ thoroughly 

I I || fili If c good, and in some instances 

' I — admirable, though the First 

.1(1 ’■''liiiiiriTniiito;, Part is not distinguished by 
11®'' very striking originality. 

w In the Second Part, which 

Mr. Boaz Liotd gave a very 

@ But why does he pronounce 

“excellent” as “excellent?” 
Perhans he has ascertained 
on undeniable ai^hority that 

have pronounced it. Apropos 
of this eminent tenor, on one occasion, not this, there was very nearly 
being a duel about his identity. An Irish gentleman, turning to 
his friend, informed him, “That’s Sims Beeves,” whereupon his 
better informed companion returned, “He I LlotdI” which, but 
for a toimely explanation, begorra, would have led to a challenge ! 

To resume. The “Dance of Eeapers and Gleaners” must have 
sounded rather out of place in Worcester Cathedral, where ItutJi 
was first produced. In the Chorus of the Ileapers and Gleaners, 
who were not in the least out of breath with their dance — but 
perhaps these had only been delighted spectators— full justice was 
done to the finest number in the Oratorio— at least, so it appeared to 
the humble individual who had the honour of representing you on 
this occasion. Then in the duet, 

hLOTn and Albani I "Were perfect, no blarney, 

As Boaz and liutli, 1 I telling the truth. 

The applause was enthusiastic ; indeed, not only in this instance, 
but throughout the performance, these two sang magnificently. 
Boaz must have been a very kind man ; at all events, as Boaz 
and Buth are invariably heard of together, it is clear that he 
could never be accused of being Ruthless. 

Now, just one question : the Book of Words with musical phrases,'is 
sold in the room, and on the title-page we read that “ the words are 
selected,”— most judiciously too— by Mr. Joseph Bemneit, and 
“the Book of Words” is fitted “with analytical notes by Joseph 
Betoet^^”— though we should have thought that Mr. Cowen’s notes 
were sumcient by themselves. Then we find the analytical Noter 
saying at the end of Part I., “ Fke assertion may safely he made, 
that no poetical situation in dramatic Oratorio, has been treated more 
successfully than the foregoing, Now, suppose this were a book of 
a new Opera, would it be right and proper for the librettist who had 
adapted the subject from Shakspeaee, for example, to give Ms 
opinion on the work of his collahorateur 9 Wouldn’t this be taking 

^ J X -J?!-. Sir . c. ifi « 


Your Musical Representative, Petek Pipes. 

Uncle Reiojs on C. S, P-en-ll.— “BrerFoxhelay low.” 


SHOWS VIEWS. 

Amongst entertainments of a pleasing character the performanoei 
of “ Mr. and Mrs. GEEMAiy Reed ” hold their own gallantly. A 
the present moment a little play ^ i 

called Tally Ho is occupying the ( 
boards, much to the delight of JnT -5 

those serious pleasure-seekers who i , ft V 

consider a box at a theatre wicked, , 

but find no particular harm in W ’ 
the stalls of St. George’s Hall. 

Mr. Alpeed Reed and Miss 
Fanny Holland are as amusing 
as ever, and the music is all that 
conld be desired. The dialogue 
of the piece, or entertainment, 

or whatever it is, is not too new. ^ % 

1 fancy the author must have 
seen London Assurance, and 
listened to Lady Gay Spanker's 
I description of the fox chase. 

I And having seen the piece and 

heard the speech, possibly read 'i. ^ 

the burlesque thereon by the late Gilbeet Abbott 1 Beckett, h 
the Scenes from Rejected Co^nedies, published as long ago as th 
forties. “ How time flies ! ” as a lady behind me observed, afte; 
expressing her opinion that Mr. Coeney Geain was better than hi 
pupil- John PaeeyI “ I remember him as far back as a quarter o 
a century,” continued the fair dame, “ and didn’t you hear him saj 
he was over fifty years old when he sang that song calling himsel 
an old fogey ? ” Mr. Geain fails to do himself justice when h- 
assumes an elderly air inconsistent with the number of his summers 
Such au assumption can but cause pain— to his contemporarios ! 

On Thursday last The Woman Hater was produced for the first txm< 
in Ijondon at Mr. Teeey’s Theatre (on the grounds that familiaritj 
breeds contempt, I prefer to allow the actor to retain his titula 
prefix), with more or less success. On the wliole I condole with ou 
country cousins if they have been allowed to see this strange plaj 
very frequently. Personally I would not care to form a part of an’ 
audience at Mr. TREXtY’s Theatre during its run, which 1 am bouiu 
to add 1 am afraid will not he a long one. The construction of th* 
three-act farce (as it is called) is feeble in tbe extreme, and suggest 
that tbe author, from a literary point of view, haN a great dcsal t 
learn. I do not think (unless his future pieces are very unlike Th 
Woman Hater) that he will have much (dianco of gaining a p(Tma 
nent position in the Temple of Kamo. This is merely a matter o 
opinion, but, speakini? for myself, had I a theatre (which I shouli 
cMl of course Mr. Thmgembob’s Theatre, or th© Theatre Royal Das) 
Blank, Fsq.), I believe I should somehow or other instinctively avoii 
the works of Mr. David Lloyd for some time to come. That is t 
say if ho confined his pen to farce and comedy. It is quite possibl 
he may be much more at home in tragedy. As a fact, there is a sor 
of gRpmy glamour about The Woinan Hater that suggests th 
reilection that, after all, the play might have been more exciting i 
a murder had been skilfully introduced into Act I., and it had beej 
wntoen throughout in blank verse. I think tbe lover, Toyn liipky 
might thus have been murdered with or without (for preferenoe 
with) his sweetheart. Farly in Act II, the character very nioelj 
played by Mr, Kemble might have committed suicide, with one o 
two others j for choice, others. Act III, might have been aliowo( 
(after the necessary alterations had been made to fit it to th* 
requirements of the novel devolopinent of the original plot 
to stand as it is. In its present form the inoidents con- 
nected with the spiriting away (after a desperate and revolting 
fight with the keepers) of the hero to a Lunatic Asylum 
arej to say the least, unpleasant. Mr. Btshod, as the psycho- 
logical specialist (the resident medical superintendent oi tb 
imensed house), was excellent. It is a question, however, whethe: 
mose well-intentioned representatives of the Lokd Chancrlloe, th 
Commissioners in Lunacy, would have beeu entirely satisfied witl 
to action in connection with the incarceration of one sane patient it 
the place of another patient equally free from mental diseaso. Bn 
that IS a matter afiecting the author rather than th© player. Misi 
M. A. Yictoe, as a widow lady of great wealth and superior position 
was, m course, quite in her element, and gave an admirable sketcl 
ot a British matron from Belgravia or Mayfair. Mr. Tkhey, too 
deserves a word of praise for Ms own droll performances, whicl 
caused more than once, on the first night, a burst of hearty laughter 
Pleasantry apart, in spite of the acting, good all round, I fear Tk 
Woman Hater will soon have to return to the provinces, to mab 
room for something just a little better suited to the I/indon require- 
ments of Mr. Teeey and the audiences of Mr. Teeey’b Theatre. 


New Book.— r/ic Green Ways of England^ 
Man. 


By a Warwickshire 
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ON THE WRONG SCENT. 

Master of Hounds^ loquitur : — 

“ Slow in pur suit j hut matohed in mouths 
like hells* [tells 

Each under eachP So Shakspeaee’s Theseus 
The merits of his tuneful Spartan pack. 
Would I could echo it concerning: mine I 
Tut, tut I They ’re off again on their own line. 
Come back, ye fools, come back I 

I enyy Theseus I Just the sort of hounds 
For a true Tory huntsman ; kept in bounds 
By discipline none ventures to defy. 

With such a pack I should be well content ; 
But some of mine are keen on a false scent. 
And off on a wild cry. 

Oh, these young dogs ! They think disorder ^s 
dash ; 

Heedless of horn, rebellious to the lash ; 

Just now, too, when our quarry is so clear ! 
Oh, hang the howling, yelping, whimpering 
On a fine herring- trail the foolsnave got. [lot! 
They’ll spoil the chase, I fear. 

Comeback! Comeback! What, “Yincent,” 
“Baetxett,” ho ! 

This sort of thing won’t pay at all, you know. 

We are not, now, after that sort of game. 
Ah, sweet Sir Eoger^ our Spectator's friend, 
What would you say to this ? Come, let it 
Eor shame, ye curs, for shame ! [end. 

Addisoe’s “good old Knight” was happier 
In his well-ordered pack the casual jar [far. 

Of a raw dog or “ noted Liar” met 
No recognition ; no, “he might have yelped 
His heart out,” but the row had nothing 
helped 

The hounds astray to set. 


Here be “notorious Liars ” in full force 
(The epithet is technical, of course). 

* * Toeetnqtoe,” back I Back, * ‘ Stanley ” ! 
' “EoEOYi),”backI 
Heed “the old hounds of reputation” here. 
This shindy must be stopped, or ’twUl, I fear, 
Bemoraliee the pack I 


THE OLDEST SKETCHING CLUB IN 
THE WORLD. 

At the house of Nat Laegham young men 
were taught how to use their hands skilfully 
years a gone ; at the home of the Laegham 
their hands are trained with equal care and 
discretion, with a different end in view. At 
the former they were excited, at the latter 
they are soothed. The spirits of the last are 
finer, if less ardent, than those of the first. 
Friday cannot be unlucky, for all their 
sketones are produced on that proverbially un- 
fortunate day. A subject is given, and in two 
hours, over pipes and coffee, it is completed. 
Marvellous these rapid acts of sketchmanshipl 
The Impressionists nowhere I The result ? 
Well, go to the Gallery, 23, Baker Street. 
Look at the collection of pictures — on the 
two hours’ system— by Messrs. Stacey Maeks, 
Caldeeoe, Feed Walkee, Hodgsoe, Cat- 
teemolb, B. W. Leadee, Chaeles Kebeb, 
E, Haye^ H. Mooeb, Yicat Cole, Feaek 
Dickseb, E. Duecae, C. J. Lewis, F. Weekes. 
Cabl Haag, and other clever gentlemen, and 
see if Mr* Eunch is not right in his com- 
mendation. The Langham Sketching Club 
has existed over half a century, and this is 
its first public exhibition. Ah I well, it is 
never too late to mend. 


The Winter’s Tale at the Lyceum. 

TnEEE ’s a charm in her innocent glances, 

A charm in her step when she dances, 

For Eerdita, “nary 
A one,” like our Maet, 

The sweetest of Sweet Willum’s fancies. 

To those who may not have heard it, a 
Chance most distinct will be Eerdita* 

So, see now, we say, 

Maey Anbeeson play, [it, Ah ! 
You’ll regret, when too late you’ve deferred 


The Latest and Best from Berlin. 

The Crown Prince was reported last week 
to he decidedly better. May it be so, and so 
go on. “ His Imperial Highness,” wrote the 
Correspondent of the Standard^ “ continues 
to express the fullest confidence in Sir Moeell 
Mackeezie.” And Mr, Eunc\ in the name 
of all Englishmen who are nninfinenoed by any 
feeling akin to professional jealousy, “says 
ditto,” to the Crown Prince, Erosit / \ 

Mes, R. is astonished that the English do 
not name streets and places after the names of 
their great Poets and their works. She says 
she omy remembers two exceptions ; one was 
a Hamlet in the Country, and the other was 
Wandsworth ; the latter being so called after 
the Poet who wrote The Excursion^^^'pto- 
bahly, she thinks, a cheap excursion to this 
very spot, which is within a cab-fare of town. 


The Third Edition of Mr. Fuxth’s Recol- 
lections IS now out. Wc hear it is dedicated 
to Arc^eacon Sumnee, and that the motto se- 
lected is the nautical quotation, “ Port it is I ” 
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PIG -HEADED ATTACK ON THE IMMORTAL BARD. 

A DISPUTED WILL. 

Dea.e Sie, — Mm, Donnelly’s cryptogram, showing Bacon to be the author of 
all Sjbcakspbaee’s plays, is a wonderful disooyery. The principle only needs to be 
applied with sufficient .ingenuity and perseverance, to revolutionise the whole 
field of literary history. I myself have only had time to apply it in a few 
instances, but have already got the really valuable result that NEaEBTTi and 
Zambra wrote most of the works of Milton. Day and Maetin Luthee wrote 
Sandford and Merton, and Sir Walter Scott wrote the ballad with the refrain 
Lovely Black Byee^ Charles Thackeray’s works were entirely written 
by William Makepeace Dickens. Hence the cryptogrammatio name. I am 
working as hard, at the theory as the .somewhat unelastio rules of this establish- 
ment will permit, and this morning I caught a cryptogram crawling up the 
window-pane. Aha I excuse my glove, I must dissemble, 

Colney-EatohweU, Yours, The in Both. 

Sib,— You are performing a truly noble and philanthropic work in throwing 
open your columns to a subject which must inevitably seem “ caviare to the 
general (Bacon). To myself, personally, the raising of the oonteoyersy at the 
present time is annoying, because I happen to have hit independently on exactly 
the same idea as Mr, Donnelly’s; visi., that there is an underground narrative 
running through Shakspeabe. _ Darwin and Wallace, you may remember, 
discovered the origin of species simultaneously, so why not I and Donnelly the 
origin of Shakspeabe ? But my cryptogram leads to an entirely different result 
from Mr. Donnelly’s, who has, I am certain, being led off on a false scent. 
Instead of multiplying every 270fch word, as he does, by the number of full -stops 
in the page, and then dividing the result by the number of years during which 
supposed to have resided at Stratford-on-Avon, he should 
first have discovered the total quantity of words in all Shakspeabe’s plays and 
sonnets, and after that the quantity in the Novum Organon ; then reducing the 
probable salary which Bacon received as Lord Chancellor, each year, down to 
farthings, he should have divided [not multiplied) them aU into each other, and 
brought them to decimals, and then applied that result to the plays. The process 
IS a little complicated, but I can’t make it clearer at present. Anyhow, the 
the i^a^^ i^iterest of the story so obtained can be judged from the headings of 

** Lord Bacon arrives at Stratford disguised as a bargee. His midnight visit 
house. The poaching plot hatched. In the churchyard. The 
Q-host among the tombs. The ehpst discovered to be aueen Elizabeth, who had 
followed Bacon to Stratford disguised as a Tilbuw fish-wife. The Queen buried 
alive in Stratford churchyard by Bacon and Shakspeabe. The good Ticar 


bribed. Their scheme to dress up Anne Hathaway ai 
Queen. Its success. Anne Hathaway reigns twent 3 
years, everybody taking her for Elizabeth. Shakspeabi 
(stricken with remorse) appears suddenly at the bedsidt 
of Bacon. Threatens to disclose all. Bacon murders 
Sbcakspeabb. Takes all Shakspeabe’s Flays (hithertc 
unacted, having been rejected by the Managers of the 
period as ‘ wholly devoid of dramatic power ’) out of hig 
pocket, and produces them next day as Tbis own. Success 
of this plot also. How Bacon repents at last. Invents 
the Cryptogram. Inserts it in the Plays on his deathbed.” 

You will see from this abstract that there are elements 
of far greater interest in my theory than in Mr. Don- 
nelly’s, and my publishers sincerely trust that you will 
insert this letter, as a gratuitous advertisement may help 
the sale of my forthcoming work, entitled, Who Kilted 
Shahspeare and Queen JElizaheth f 

Your obedient servant. Artful Plodder. 

Sir,— Surely it is impossible to doubt any longer that 
Bacon wrote Samlet, Why, in that play you find him 
actually confessing his cowardice in not claiming the 
authorship of his own plays I What else can these words 
mean ? 

“What should such fellows as I do crawling between earth 
and heaven ? We are arrant knaves nil.'*'* 

Then occurs this truly remarkable sentence : — 

“God hath given you one face, and you make yourselves 
another.^’ 

Given whom f Why, Bacon himself I Did he not make 
his face into another’s, namely, Shaksi>eare’8 P The 
case is as clear as noonday. Let tho insular cavillers at 
Donnelly, just because he is an American, hide their 
diminished heads. Anti-Humboo. 

Dear Sir, — ^W ould one of your readers kindly inform 
me how Friar Bacon could have written Shakspearr P 
I see by Zittk Arthur\^ History of England that the 
former lived three hundred years before Shaksi^rare was 
born. This seems to be a conclusive proof that Mr. Don- 
nelly is wrong ; but though I am very fond of history, I 
do not profess tolbo^a great historical critic. 

Tilly Slowboy. 

Sir,— I n looking over Machath, I have found a really 
remarkable confirmation of Mr. Donnelly’s cryptographic 
^ory. The story relates how, when Cecil told Queen 
Lltzabf/xh that Shakspeare’s plays wore treasonable, 
she “rises up, beats Haiward with her crutoh, and 
nearly kills him.” In Act 111., Bceno 4, of MacUth, 
occurs this line,— 

“ It will have blood; they say, blood will hav(^ blood 
Queen Elizabeth, being a person of good blood, or 
highlmeage, wilt have blood, t.c., from the head of the 
person she beats with the crutch. 

A few lines further on is a striking confirmation of this. 

Macbeth says, — 

“ How say’sfc thou, that IilAcmjPF denies his person 
At our great bidding ** 

Macduff is cryptographic for Bhakspeare. When 
summoned by the Queen to answer Cecil’s oharg<i, Shakh- 
BEARE did deny his person at her bidding. Mr* Don- 
nelly’s is a great discovery. The world does advance, in 
spite of Lord Salisbury. Yours, Eadical. 

. Dear She,— How long will the British public allow an 
impudent Yankee to lead it astray P Mr, Donnelly has 
evidently never read my historical novel, A Tale of the 
Invincible Armada, which somehow failed to meet with 
the enthusiasm it deserved, or he would know that Cecil 
valued Shaksprare most highly. In my book he never 
fit, without saying, “ Marry, Gossip,” or 

I faith, good coz.” I am sure your readers will be glad 
of this information ; also to hear that I am bringing out a 
cheap popular edition of tho same book, price only threo- 
and-sixpence. Order at once, Yours, M. Ainchance. 

Sir,— P erhaps, after all, the best solution of the Shaks- 
beabe-Bacon puzzle is one analogous to that suggested 
by a learned Don in the Homer controversy— viz., that 
the person who wrote the plays was not Shakspbabe, hut 
another man of the same name. 

Yours, COMMONSENSICUB Acadbmicus. 

LOBD SALISBURY’S SHAKSPEABE. 

** worry ’ shan’t be strained ; 

They 11 drop it in my gentle reign next Session.” 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVABL [Dkcembbb 10, 1887. 



‘ AN OPPORTUNIST.” 

JSTe. '‘Oh, Emil Miss Ceumpohbr— can— have you ever Loved?" 

She , “y— NOT THIS Sea son !" 

A WoirLD-BB “ Liter.\rt aENT.”— The following is from the Daily Telegraph 
T ITERART.~A gentleman who erst wrote for recreation, is driven, through cruel misfortune, to 
t^ics^oS^day ^ livelihood, Fugitive lines, reviews of English, French, and Italian literature, 

What a condescensionl How good of himl He*‘firstwrote;fortecreation»»—whoseP— 
^that of hiB fnends who were as easily amnsed as were those of Mr. 
Peter Magnus, —who signed himself P.M,, or afternoon, for the entertainment of his oor- 
respond^ts,— and now he is “ dnven through cruel misfortune to resume his pen.” Very 
^el I Perhaps already his fiends are beginning to suffer from this spiteful freak of Fortune. 
Sh J! literary work, he is rather to be euvied than 

k. rfi ..d 

-The Hew SixPENOE.—On the face is to be the ftuEEN’s effigy with inscription, and on the 


O'BRIBN^S BEEECHES. 

{Hvmbly imitated from Eenry iMttrelVs 
“ BxLrnhcm Beeches,'^*) 

A Bard, dear Muse, who pluck would sing, 
Your friendly aid beseeches. 

Help me to touch the lyric string 
On— brave O’Brien’s breeches I 

What thongh the splendour of my lines 
To Swinburne’s neight ne’er reaches ? 
The theme, if not the thrummer, shines ; 
That theme’s — O’Brien’s breeches I 

They wouldn’t let O’Brien talk, 

Or make “seditious” speeches. 

They quodded him, his plans to baulk, 
And— tried to bag his breeches I 

But brave O’Brien’s blood did burn 
(Say, who his pluck impeaches ?) 

He up and swore in accents stern, 

“ 1 wear convict breeches ! ” 

Those gaolers deep about him hung, 

They stuck to him like leeches. 

But he, the eloquent of tongue, 

Stuck to— O’Brien’s breeches I 

If “ sermons be in stones,” I ’ll bet 
A prison patience teaches. 

The prisoner to bed must get ; 

They watched— and boned his breeches ! 

The captive of the cold complains, 

His breechless bones it reachep. 

But yield ? Ho, rather he remains 
In bed— without his breeches I 

In vain the prison-clothes they show ; 

Badge of dishonour each is. 

Patriots prefer to lie below 
Bed-olothos— without their breeches I 

But friends unto the dungeon hie, 

No gaoler marks (or peaches), 

They hand O’Brtrn, on the sly, 

Another pair of breeches I 

Black Baleour’s myrmidons are fooledj 
A lesson high this teaohos : 

A plucky people is not ruled 
By— stealing patriot’s breeches I 

Brian Boeu they sang of yore, 

Bat when her goal she reaches, 

Erin will sing, from shore to shore, 
O’Brien— and his breeches I 

Her bards will praiso the patriot true, 

His long and fiery speeches, 

His bearding Balrour’s brutal crow; 

But, above all,— his breeches I 

Oh, ne’er may the potheen pass round 
But— Erin so beseeches— 

The Isle may with one thomo resound,— 
O’Brien— and his breeches I 

Hold I Though I ’d fain be jingling on, 
One rhyme, experience teaches. 

You can’t ring on for ave I I ’ve done. 
Farewell, O’Brien’s breeches I 

The Shakspearian Question. 

An Adores opinion on the Bacon v* 
Shakepeare emtrovarey^ expreneed in a 
ntrictly profennional eryptogramfmtic niyU* 
“Shakseeare written by a chap ciuled 


DHAKSEEARE written by a ch^ called 
Bacon, my boy? Yery likely; I always 
found ‘lots of fat ’in it/’ 

Another {at Brighton^ hy an Ancient 


..•V m vjkvyvi, woo viu. 

Akthto Bacout ; but ftill, somehow, I dou’t 
think he wrote Shakspkaeb. At least not 
all of it.” 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY CATTLE-SHOW. 


ON THEATRICAL PICTURE-POSTERS. 


Sir,— I used to be a very regralar attendant at tbe Theatres. I 
am not so now, and I find that by staying away, I have time at 
my disposal, which I never had before, for reading, study, and social 
intercourse. I save my money and preserve my health. And for 
this I have most sincerely to thank the Managers of our London 
Theatres, who, within the last few years, have adopted a style of 
pictorial advertisement, which, though possibly attractive to simple- 
minded folk, or restless youth, exercises a singularly deterrent effect 
on the middle-aged playgoer, and on all imaginative and timid 
persons, especially of the feminine gender. 

For example, speaking as a medisovaUst, crone of the middle-ages, 
if I see a huge coloured picture on a hoarding representing several 
sensational situations which form a frame for the culminating horror 
of the play in the centre, as an old stager I know that play from 
beginning to end, and take in the whole plot at a glance. I can 
imagine the dialogue without doing much injury to the author, and, 
as I have seen the principal actors and actresses, I can, in my own 
mind, furnish the piece with a cast probably far superior to that at 
the partiqular theatre where the melodrama, thus piotorially ad- 
vertised, is being performed. The scenery and costumes I have before 
me on the hoarding. This applies to several theatres. As to 
timid ladies they shrink from seeing the realisation of the terrible 
situations depicted on the picture-poster. They have seen quite 
enough: they will wait until something less startling shall be 
substituted for this display of crime, cruelty, and violence. 

It is really very kind of the Managers to provide for outsiders in 
this way, but tbe outsiders remain outsiders, and have no desire to 


enter these chambers of Dramatic Horrors. As a supporter of shows 
and exhibitions, with considerable experience, I know well enough 
that the representation outside the booth is very much superior to 
the reality within; for example, the outside picture of a Fat 
Woman exaggerates the corpulence of the Ladv on view inside the 
caravan ; the Mermaid is most attractive in the picture, probably 
floating about playing a harp, while the reality is a dummy figure 
composed of a monkey^s and oat’s skin sewn together and stuffed* 
I hope the Managers will develop their pictorial advertisements 
still further; I speak selfishly, as if everyone takes my view, 
where will the audiences be ? 

The only advertisements that ever attract me, and cause me to 
say, “ Ah I I should like to see that / ” are those which, on closer 
inspection, I find to be only the artistic trade-marks of some new soap, 
beetle -powder, peculiar whiskey, semng machines, or soothing 
®F^P* Sir, do all you cau to encourage Theatrical Art in 
Mural Decorations, and save the time and money of, 

Yours, Patee B'ahixias* 

P.S.— I shall take my boys in holiday time the round of the 
hoardings, and tell them all about the plays. Cheap entertain- 
ment, eh r 

Mr. Betodell Maree, M. P. elect for Dulwich— not by any means 
a dnllidge sort of constituency in the opinion of the Conservative 
Candidate’s Agent— is to be congratulated on attaining his majority. 
When he has prepared his maiden speech for the House, he may hum 
to himself:— 

** How I »m furnished, ICovir I ’m furnished for my flight ! ** 
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-r-iif- ArkRiixr “And the Inns of Court, the Universities, and the Medical 

THE FUTURE POSITION OF THE ARMY- Colleges also insisted upon continued efldcient service in the Volunteer i 

A Sketch founded on the Suggestions of “ The Greatest Briton:^ ranks to secure the advantage of audience in the Courts and Regis- 
« ^ -r, ^ ^ 7 tratlou as Doctors, didn’t they ? ” 

Pabt l.’-Before the G. B, tool the matter %n hand. ^ u Certainly I Oh, it was grand ! Then we got as much Cavalry 
“ I AM heartily glad you have come,” said the Commander-in- as we reguired from the farmers, and the Yeomanry, and purchased 

Chief (patented), throwing down the Fortnightly ^ “because this the^entire stock of guns from the Continent. — Just as you told me 

** Ouite right,” said Punchy “ after all, guns and ammunition are 
„ ~ ~ Qjjjy. Q, QLaestion of figures. I suppose the British Army in India was 

^ recalled home and distributed amongst the Colonies, as I suggested, 

^ . and the ISTative Troops that were not quite trustworthy treated in 

“Assuredly, yes, and they have given an admirable account of 
■' themselves in Australia and Canada.” Then Geoegb hesitated. 

would not tell me how you supplied their places in India. 
You merely asked for transport for your Army of Reserves.” 

** Q/Uite so,” said Punch, with a smile. “But, now that peace is 
i ^ decided upon, and aU but declared, I need keep silence no longer. 

if m ^ fought the Russians with an Army of Germans and 

% Italians, under the command of my friend Sir Fuedebick Rob EETS.” 

^ W - " - -2- ~ “ Germans and Italians I "Where you get them from ? ” 

^ ^ “From places where they were ruining our working- poor and doing 

~ ^ themselves no permanent good, I shipped them from Hatton Garden 

“EnRetraite.’’ Whitechapel. My country saved, the welfare of the world in 

. -L i.r A j. 1 . X general demands my restored attention. It shall have it.” 
article upon the present condition of the Army, by the Author oi f Qf truly benevolent intention, Mr, Punch returned 

Greater Britain, nSi& put me out completely. ' ^ to Fleet Street. 








“En Retraite.’’ vv nuecnapei. my country savea, tne weuar© or tne worm in 

. -L i.r A j. 1 . X general demands my restored attention. It shall have it.” 
article upon the present condition of the Army, by the Author oi f Qf truly benevolent intention, Mr, Punch returned 

has put me out completely. to Fleet Street. 

“ I glanced at it, but could not get through it,” replied the Field r : ;=-:=:=ir=:;.z...,.:., '■ =san== ; 

l^Iarshal ** "VT'hat does he say ? ” 

“ Well, so far as I cau make out, that iu the time of war all the OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Militia will be drafted into the Army, and all the Coast Guards into ^ ^ 

the Yavy, and both will disappear together with the Army and the Feom The Personal Bememhrances of Sir Feebeeick: Pollock 

Navy in the first battle.” (Macmillan & Co.) I had, I confess, expected a great deal more 

“Anything else?” than I found in the two ^ 

“ Well,” continued Geoeoe Ranoee, re-opening the Magazine, volumes. And I hold that f 

“he seems to think that we have got enough men, if we can’t get I had a right to expect (/ )\ 

more, but that we must defend India with the aid of compulsory something more than usu- I 

service, although, for various ‘religious and commercial reasons, ally interesting from the s||i»to m/f fy w 

almost peculiar to England, the non-adoption of Conscription is Remembrances of the mwgmm Jj// 

certain,^” Q»ueen’s ^ Remembrancer. 

“ From this I take it the article is slightly mixed P ” What Sir Febdbeick re- IMmmj 

“ It is— -and I am bothered entirely ! ” replied the poor Duke, who members as Remembrancer / 'li 

had a habit, when worried, of returning to the brogue he used as to the CIueen is very little, If ^ \ u ilj ! \ • V;-! 

Prince Geoegb in Ireland, in his youth. “ What will I do ? Look thou^^ quite sufficient for > ' I)'!;'' J '"■‘if 

there now, we have ent down everything to starvation proportions, to the office ; but bis own re- ' 4'/ ‘ 

please Lord Geanbolph, to say nothing of upsetting the entire collections as his own \ 
machinery of the WaY Office, to save the salary of the Surveyor- Remembrancer are very n.i.i 

General of the Ordnance. Sure, what more will 1 do ?” pleasant reading, being full Yoiumos. 

“Read this,” replied the Field Marshal, giving to H. R. H, a of infomatiou given in an unpretentious conversational style, about 
packet. “If War is declared, open it, and act upon the orders Cambridge University life, the Bench and the Bar, and Literary 
contained in it.” Society generally. There is a good deal of eating and drinking 

And, with this, Punch, the greatest modern strategist, bowed, recorded— not too much, perhaps, for the necessities of social life ; 
and retired a^id the “ C. C. S.,” or Cambridge Conversazione Society seems to 

Paet 11,— After the G, B, took the matter in hand, have been very regular in its intellectual gatherings at various places 

Two moutiks later Europe, shaken hy the mightiest conflict of this is provided. This CluK Umited to twelve members, 

century, was heginning to regain her composure. It would be un- ’’fM cdled somewhat profanely The Twelve Apostles, though of 
wise (for it might offend foreign susceptibilities) to give the names what they were Apostles I cannot make out.. They have evidently 
of the victories that had added fresh lustre to the British arms, aii Apostolic Succession, as the Club is still in existenoe, I believe. 
Suffice it to say that not a single reverse had been recorded. Once ^together, among this sudden glut in the market of htorary oon- 
more the Field Marshal entered the room of the Commander-in- fences in the shape of ducal, joumaliatio, artistic, and egotistic 
Chief (patented) recollections, this may be taken up as a chatty and readable book, 

“WeU, Geoegb, how goes it?” asked the foremost soldier of . If orM for December, edited by pur Oscae Wilbb, is 

the age. The Commander-in-Chief (patented) ffeU upon; his knees ^11 of woman’s wit, and some of the illnstratms, especially in the 
and kissed the spurs of his master’s hoots, * department of The Fashions, are charming. Wha-t a change from 

“Nay, this show of gratitude is pleasing, hut embarrassing, the old style of painted doll inanities, jessed up in a style never 
Remember, Geoegb, you are of Royal Blood ” and the Field-Marshal f ^ The picture of the three pretty women prpparmg 

gently and kindly assisted the Patented One to rise. ?' o^-^dle to attract male moths — * male moths” being 

“I cannot help it,” returned Geoegb, with a burst of almost pain- ^ w^ip'OLsly the opposite to ma’am — moths,” as that undefeated 

/•V ti x~r^ 1 1 _ _ t' n .. * mmoraiv RATWITTIIT. TnTrT.TenXr •nvAVvIiH ani/l /.ntnAACw. /.fw/ivvw. 


Odd Yolutnos. 


! ful emotion. “ You have done so much for us.” 

“Not at all,” observed Punch with a smile, “that packef; cer- 
tainlv contained a few suggestions of some value.” 


punster Samuel Johnson would have said under certain circum- 
stances. Mrs. Campbell Peaeb’s account of Royat is very amus- 
ing ; bnt, though I have been several times up to La Gharrade, yot 


“ Why, they saved the country I How should we have horsed the ^n^er have I had the good^ fortune to come across Madame Geenok, 
Cavalry and Artillery, if we had not entered on peace contracts with portrait, as given in this number, is a genuine lik^ess, 

the Directors of Piekford’s, the London General Omnibus Company, J^S’ht to be one of the attractions of the environs of Royat. Good, 
the Road Cars, the Tramways, and the Herne Bay Bathing Machine honest, kindly i^es I saw at Charrade, but why this uncommonly 
Owners. The last were not easily persuaded to act with us, as Pi’^tty one hid herself, as she must have done whenever she 
somehow the requisition of their quadrupeds seemed to interfere with this distinguished water-drinker coming to Charrade is a charade 

the success of the Thanet Harriers.” general remarks on the Stage by the lamented Authoress 

“ But they gave in at last ? ” Halifax, whose recent loss we all deplore, are very in- 

“ Certainly, patriotism was the rule without exception. Then teresting, as recording the impressions of ^ a good, pure-minded 
the compulsory service of their employ^ in the Yolunteers, insisted ^®nian, "^^ose acquaintance with the vie intime of the Theatre was 
upon by all the West End Tradesmen and employers of labour The portraits of Miss^ Anbeeson are not particularly 

throughout the land, had the best effects. Why some of the finest fi®'ttermg---rather shady, which is the one thing t^t no one shall 
troops in the world came 'from Schoolbeed’s, Whitelby’s, the Army unchallenged say of our sweet and gentle Perdita in the hearing 
and Navy Stores, and Smith anb Sons.” rather deaf Polixenes, Baeon be Book Worms. 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

Teom the Mihistee to Persia.. 

Sampsiead^ Saturday. \ 







EAR Toby, 

I AM, as you win under- 
stand, so busy in my prepara- 
tions jpor departure, tkat I fear 
I may not find time to call 
upon you, p.p. c., and therefore 
take up my pen to write these 
few lines, hoping they will fiod 
you well, as they leave me at 
present. It is an odd reflection 
to one who has reached my 
time of life, that henceforward 
sixteen-shilling trousers shall 
have no more interest for me. 
Already, in the privacy of my 
room, I don the flowing robes 
of the East, and sit hy the 
hour as you see me in a little 
sketch I have had made, and 
heg your acceptance herewith. 

’ ^ , ys ...... . . It is all very strange to me 

yet. As Ge-he-leh says, it is the oddest thing in the world that the Ark and. 
I, after much tossing about in troublous waters, should finally settle down in 
the neighbourhood of Ararat. If I had had my choice, I would not have gone so 
far afield. The wise men, you know, come from the East, they do not go there ; 
at least, not further than Constantinople, which would have suited me admir- 
ably. Eome I have eyed askance. I could have dressed the part for St. 
Petersburg. Berlin would not have been had ; and I feel that I was horn for 
Paris. But the Markiss of course has his way, and he has mapped mine out for 
Teheran. 

It is odd to reflect (and as I sit here trying to grow accustomed to the hookah, 
I feel in a reflective mood) that if Be-dl-gh had not been elected for North- 
ampton in 1880, 1 would never have been Her Majesty’s Minister at the Court 
of the Shah. Do you remember the night, nearly eight years gone, when I 
jumped up from my seat below the Gangway and physically barred Be-be-ge’s 
passage up the House ? In the loose way history is written, Ge-hb-xeh get* the 
credit of incubating the Fourth Party. But if it had not been for me, that 
remarkable cohort would never have existed, and the history of English politics 
for the last seven years would have been written differently. Gr-ed-leh was 
actually not in the House when I created the Br-dl. oh diflfioulty. Three weeks 
earlier, ou Br-bl-gh’s first presenting himself, Febdbt C-v-hb-sh had moved 
for a Select Committee to consider his claim to make afiS.raiation. St-pf-eb 
N-rthc-tb had seconded the hum-drum motion, the Committee was agreed to, 
and there the matter ended. When Ge-sv-h-r moved to nominate the Com- 
mittee, I came to the front, was snubbed by H-lx-r at the instance of our 
respected Leaders, hut stuck to it then and after, till presently, the Conservative 
Party, seeing the advantage, came round to my view and poor' St-pp-rb 
N-bthc-xb had ip eat his words. Ga-»l)-LPH came on the field and the hall was 
set rolling ; hut it was I who gave it the first kick. 

And now behold me solemn, sedate, responsible, the Representative of the 
greatest of Western Powers at the Court where once Aetaxebxbs ruled I In 


disagreeable as possible to people in authority. If 
the object of attack were Gl-bst-he, good; if it 
were N-rtho-te, better, as showing more^ indepen- 
dence, and as seonring the favourable attention of the 
Opposition. It is a oommonplaoe, ordinary thing to be 
cheered by your own side. What the young aspirant to 
Parliamentary distinction should look to, is to gain the 
applause of the Benches opposite. R-b-CK knew that 
iu old days, and so did H-esm-h, and in these later 
times Gr-nb-iph better and more snooessfully than 
either. 

I quit the House of Commons with unfeigned regret, 
tempered only by the anticipated pleasure of watching 
from Teheran the coming cropper of my old friends. The 
deluge is surely comiug for them, whilst I loll landed 
high and dry upon Ararat. I like to make B-ip-r uneasy 
by telling him this. But he boasts of an infallible 
receipt the Government have for keeping up their Parlia- 
mentar5r majority. Here and there a bye-election may 
reduce it, * but,” says B-ip-r, **we can always play 
next, and win. ^ For every bye-election lost we clap an 
Irish Member in gaol, or, for the matter of that, a 
Radical, and thus maintain an even balance. We lose 
Coventry and they lose O’Be-h’s vote. Spalding goes, 
and T. H-re-Rgt-e’s vote is crossed out. Northwich 
is lost, and the Lord Mayor of Dublin is lagged. We 
lose a vote in the Exchange Ward, Liverpool, and they 
are bereft of Sherht, whilst we have left to the good 
Cox and E. H-er-ngt-h, with P-ne safe within the 
mad walls of his cattle.” 

That is all very well, but evidently it cannot go on 
indefinitely. I at least am out of the scuffle happily, and 
in firood time, an^l, political life’s fever over, shall live 
well. Yours faithfully, ^ p W-lpp 


particular gifts that promised the comfortable pre-eminence I have reached. 
The poarsest flatterer could not accuse me of oratorical ability. Gr-eb-lpe, I 
confess, excelled ine thwe, and so did G-rst, an abler man than either of ns, but 
lackmg ^he quality that brought Gr-hd-lph and me to the front and kept us 
there. What X did, was to keep myself in evidence, and to make myself as 


THE STEMGHT TIP. 

{To All whom it may concern.) 

Hasty assumption, hy spite inspired, 

Spouting in public before you’ve inquired 
Basis of fact or authority’s worth ; 

Wrigghs. provoking much ovnioal mirth, 
Roundaboutation, sophtstioal fudge ; 

Then retractation, but done with a grudge t— 
Gentlemen, gentlemen, {$ this good form ? 

Would you political citadels storm 
Like Heathen Chinee* with (word) “atinkpots** P 
For shame 1 

This is not manfully playing the game. 

It is not ** good business,” believe me, hut bad, 
Whether you 're Tory or whether you ’re Rad. 

Young and conceited, or old and grand. 

To teU taradiddles— at second-hand I 


THEATRICAL EECIFROCITY. 

First of all came The London Savoyards, who, affcer 
sending their D’Oylt Carte de tuiie in advance, showed 
our cousins-Germau the way to perform Burlesque Opera 
of native English growth. Then followed Herr Wyrb- 
EAM, and Feaxtbpin Moore, who have just been instruct- 
ing the Berliners in the art of playing Comedy, and have 
achieved an undeniable success in DaiuVf Garrick Odd 
internatioual combination this, English actors playing 
before a German audience a piece adapted hy an Eogliah 
author from a French play translated mto German. Our 
actors and actresses will go in for the study of German, 
and as we now hear in England that German labour ousts 
native labour from the market, so we may expect vf*ry 
soon to heat* German actors protesting against the influx 
of English Theatrical Compames who are taking the bread 
out of their mouths. What will be the next move in tMs 
game ? Will SARBOtr adapt The Sutler to he played 
here by Coqueuit, in Taom*s part, and at his theatre, 
with Sarah Bereharpt as the Cook Just to strengthen - 
the oast? Herr Wyrbham appeared at the Bmdeng 
Theatre. We hope he is not going to take up his Resident 
theroi as we can^t spare him. 

Fling at Falr-Tradera. 

J>U0t in the TempesV'* Stsphaeo and Tanfouto. 

Flout ’em and scout ’em, and scofui ’em, and flout ’em. 

Trade is free.” 
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ALTERAM PARTEM. 

Sir,— The reason n^hy I have not 
hitherto contributed to the contro- 
versy on the recent unhappy (Police) 
Divisions is, because I have been 
laid up in the Hospital. Never mind 
which Hosnital— but I have not been 
so oomfortaole since I had the mumps, 
years and years ago, at school. Being 
a born eoonomistj I naturally tnrned 
out in my myriads to assist at a 
gratis show in Trafalgar Square; 
and, Sir, I never came so near realis- 
ing what a ‘‘ dead head was in the 
whole course of a chequered (not to 
say chuckered) career. But do I 
turn round and abuse the Police? 
Why, ever since that fortunate 
Sunday, I have enjoyed, at no ex- 
pense to myself, the most delicate of 
viands, the tenderest of nursing, 
and a complete immunity from even 
the suggestion of getting anything 
to do ; and, in addition to all this, 
the satisfaction of having employed 
the services of a force to whose main- 
tenance I have never contributed 
one farthing. But soft, a nurse 
approaches, and I must dissemble. 

Yours, in Clover, 

Freeman Grubber. 


A EASHER THEOEY OF BACON. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

I. It is plain that the sot-dtsani Shaks- 
PBARB was poor to the end of his days. This 
is proved by Milton’s sonnet begioning— 

“ What needs my Shakspbare for his honour’d 
bones ? ” 

This shows that the person in question was 
in the habit of selling his kitchen refuse, and 
more noteworthy still^hat Milton was in 
the habit of bnying it. Whether out of respect 
for the vendor, which would go a long way 
towards proving the esteem in which he was 
held, or because Milton was in the marine 
store line at this period, I leave to Mr. Don- 
nelly to decide. 

II. It is certain that there is a cypher in 
the Midsummer NigMs Dream, Pyramus 
has the line, “ 0, dainty duck. 0, dear 1 ” 
Now “duck” stands with cricketers for 0, 
and 0 is a cypher (or is it figures that are 
cyphers P but, never mind). Therefore we 
have here the expression, ‘ * 0, dainty cypher , 
0, dear!” which urovea conclusively, that 
the cypher was dainty,— exquisite, elabo- 
rated ; and also that Baespeare was heartily 
tired of it, unless, “dear” refers to the 
terms he had to pay to Sharon to hold his 
tongue. But the fact that the supposed 
author used to sell hones, and inferentially 
rags, to Milton, rather xnilltates against 
this hypothesis. And here note what a fiood 
of light is thrown upon the disappearance 
of the manuscripts. They were indubitably 
sold, with the honoured rags and bones to 
Milton, who 1ms certainly more than one 
suspicions coincidence of thought and phrase- 
ology, e^ecially iixhis earlier poems. 

HI. My play, FiecovicduSy ^ contains the 
clue to the whole matter. There is a picture 
on the title-page of a hoy blowing an egg, 
while an elderly gentlewoman, who is remark- 


ably like the bust of the poet in Stratford 
Church, looks ou with every appearance 
of interest. Underneath is the legend, 
“Lyttel Francis teaching his Crypto- 

? 'a’mother,” I am firmly convinced that 
iccoviccius was written hy both of them. 
The style is not the least like that of either, 
which proves that they didn’t want everyone 
to know. I snbjom a specimen. The 
scene is the palace of the usurping Duke 
Jingulus^ who is about to wed the Lady 
BacheL, Yours, Roderick Twbddle. 

JinouluSi’Rachbl, Philostrate, and others. \ 
Jing. Say, Philostrate, what abridgment 
have you for 

This dull, three-volumed day ? 

Phil. There is, my lord, 

A show of oats and tame canary birds. 

The cats, sleek sleepy creatures, well content, 
Doze fur in fur, the while the nimble birds 
Climb ladders, carry baskets, beg for pence : 
Which given, they in hills receive, and take 
With hops, well-satisfied unto their keepers, 
Then the sleek oats sit up and ’gin to spar, 
And get sleek heads in furry chancery. 

/my. That will we not see at our wedding- 
time, 

No sparring, nor no caging. WeU, what next ? 
Phil, A hunch-back’d man, long-nosed, 
there is, my lord. 

Who in a curtained tabernacle dwells, 
Himself, his wife, his child, a helpless babe, 
His dog, of rare sagacity, though small, 

Is full as large as all the family. 

The man a cudgel bears, and carries it 
As though he lov’d it. Spurning household 
cares. 

To pity dead, he through the window flings 
His wailing, helpless babe, nor spares the 
paean 

Of nasal triumph and the drumming foot. 
The mother thus hereav’d, such comort gets 
As in the cudgel lies, and joins too soon 


** Be- Joyce 

The Woodford tenants 
Must have liquor’d 
To hear of the penance 
Of Lord Clanricarde* 


Her infant sped. Again the nasal song j 
Blmills, and the blood-stained tabernacle j 
shakes I 

With heels triumphant tapping. All who 
come— 

Many there are who come— learn soon or lute 
The flavour of the cudgel. At the end 
All human powers defied, the hangman trick’d 
By childlike wile, and hoia’d with his own 
halter, 

A day of reckoning comes. The unseen world 
A minister sends forth who terrifies 
The heart that knew no terror ; turns the song 
Of triumph to a long wail of despair : 

And this most wicked puppet goes below 
The curtain of his booth. 

Jing, A moral play I 

This we will see. Command it. Ix>rd8, away ! 

IBxit in State, \ 


Htdrorathic Art.— “0 give me 'the 
sweet shady side of Pall-Mall,” sang Captain | 
Morris, the Laureate of the Old Beef-steak 
Club, At the present period of the year we 
have a greater liking for the stinny side. And 
the sunniest spot on the sunny side we have 
discovered during the last week is un- 
doubtedly iu the rooms of the Sanatorium 
presided over by Sir John Gilbert. The 
Royal Society of Painters in Water Colours is 
a capital hydropathic establishment at this 
season of the year. 


A Necessary Explanation. — Consider- 
able remark has been excited by the sudden 
departure from London of Count CoETl. the 
Italian Ambassador, The fact is. Count 
CoRTi was compelled to appear at Rome, in 
person, as an answer to the imperious order 
of recall which (to translate the legal process 
exactly) is of the nature of a “ Couniy Corti 
Summons.” 
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SOCIETY SIBYLS. 

[Palmistry is now a fashionable amusement at 
bazaars and at erening parties-] 

The Sibyl in tbe times of old, 

Who dealt in chams tinla^tu, 

Had hair xiiikempt and eyes that Tolled 
'Mid conjurations awful. 

The prophetess of modem dayS) 

Who dabbles in divining;, . 

A pair of pleasant eyes will raise, ^ 
=^eatb hair that^s soft and shining. 


The latest *‘fad^^ appears to be 
CJommingled fact and fancy, 

What led of old Leuconob 
To trust to chiromancy. 

Which is, the victim understands, 

That each vice or perfection 
Can be discovered in his hands 
By Sibylline inspection. 

She T1 tell us all the Mounts and Lines 
Of Saturn and of Venus : ^ 

With man and wife her skill divines 
What shadows come between us. 


She sees in hands a taste for Art, 

For Music, or for Lette^, 

And knows how often each poor heart 
Has yielded to Love’s fetters. 

It ’s rather hard to stod and hear 
Your character decided, 

And imperfections that ap^ar. 

By captions friends dended. 

Yet if you ’H listen to advice, 

You% smile, and looking pleasant* 
Trust only prophecies when nioe, 

Of either past or present* 
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^ARRY ON HIS CRITICS; 

DbA2 Chabue, 

I muoli obKgated for that there St, Jameses Gazette 
As you sent me larst Satterday’s post* , I ^aye read it with hintrest, you pet \ 

Leastways, more pertikler the harticle writ on yours 
truly,'? dear boy j 

Wioh the paper is one as a gent who is reelly a gent 
can enjoy. 

I shall paterm'ze it with much pleasure; it^s steep, hut 
it 's pufPect good form. 

Seems smart at the “ground” and the “lofty,” and 
makes it tremenjusly warm 

For Witir TJM the , W oodohopper. Scissors I His name ^s 
never orf of their lips. . 

Wy, it's worth a fair six d a week jest to see ’em a 
slating Old Chips I 

Proves as 'Abut is well to the front wen sech higperlite 
pens pop on him. 

Does me proud and no herror, dear pal; shows we’re 
both in the same bloomin' swim. 

Still, they don’t oop my phiz quite ker-rect ; they know Q-iadsioioi right down 
to the ground ; 

Bat J ain't quite so easy ’it off, don’toher see, if you take me all round. 

Old Collars is simple as lyin’, beoos he ’s all bad, poor old ’aok. 

And you can't be t'ur out in his portrait as long as you slop on the black. 

Bat I'm quite another guess sort ; penny plain, tuppence coloured, yer see. 

May do all very well for the ruck ; but they 'il find it won't arnaer for me I 

I 'm a daisy, dear boy, and no ’eeltaps I I wish the St, Jameie young man 
Could drop into my diggings permiskus ; he 's welcome whenever he can ; 

For he isn’t no J., that's a moral ; I don't bear no malice ; no fear 1 
Bat I'd open 'is hoptics a mossel concernin' my style and my spere. 

The essence of ’Aebt, he sez, is high sperrits. That ain’t so fur out. 

I 'm “ Fiz,]' not four 'arf, my dear feller. FJare-up is my motter, no doubt. 
Carn’t set in a corner canoodling, and do the Q. T. day and night. 

My mug, mate, was made for a larf, and you don't ketch it pulling a kite. 

So fur all serene ; hut this joker, I tell yer, runs slap orf the track 
Wen he says that my togs and my talk are “the fasMon of sev’ral years hack.” 
The slang of the past is my patter—miwe, Chabub, he sez 1 Poor young man I 
If 1 carn't keep upsides with the cackle of snide ’uns, dear Chaelib, who can f 

Wot is slang, my dear hoy, that’s the question. The mugs aud the jugs never 
joke, 

Hever gag, never work in a wheeze ; no, their talk is all skilly and toke, 

'Cos they ain't got no bloomin' hinvention ; they keeps to the old line of rails, 
With about as much “go” as a Blue Point, about as much rattle as snails. 



Mavou's Spellin’ and Copybook motters is all they can run to. But slang ? 
Wy, it 's simply smart patter, of wich ony me and my sort 'as the 'ang. 
Snappy snideness put pithy, my pippin, the pick of the chicA and the hodd, 
And It fettles up talk, my dear Chabub, like 'ot hoyster sauce with biled cod. 


“ Swell vernacular ” ? Swells don't invent it ; they nick it from bus, and no kid. 
Did a swell ever start a new wheeze ? Would it 'ave any run if he did ? 

Let the ink-slingers trot out their kibosh, aud jest see 'ow fiabby it falls. 

Bet it won’t raise a grin at the bar, bet it won’t git a 'and at the 'Alls. 

fancy my slang being stale, Ceablie ! Gives me the needle, that do. 

In course I ’ ve been in it for years, mate, and mix up the old and the new ; 

But if the St, Jameses young gentleman fancies hisself on this lay. 

I'll “ slang ” him for glasses all round, him whose patter fust fails ’im to payl 

Thim he sez, “ 'Aebt’s always a Londoner.” Shows 'Abet ain’t no had judge. 
Wot the orockerdile is to the Hile 'Abbt is to the Thames.” Well, that's 
fudge. 

That 's a ink-slinger's try-on at patter. Might jest as well call me a moke. 

Try another, young man; this is kibosh portending to pass for a joke. 


Wen he «z my “go.”-weU he’s ’it it. Great SoottI wot is life 

Without “go”? 

Bnt “loud, slMgy, Tnlgw” f No, ’ang it, young man, this is-well, there, 
^eTulgarl aftimroser, Chabius, a true “Anti-Eadioal” potl [it’sfow. 
jNo, excuse me, St. J., I admire you ; but this is all dashed tommy-rot. 


stale, too, orf d stde, my young josser. It ’s wot i , 

It a party m go ” and ‘ high sperrits peroise wot you praise me for, hay ?- 


all the soap-crawlers say, 


K he can laugh aloud,” as you say I oau. better than much finer folk, 
Will you ticket 'im vulgar, "/or doin* it f Oh, you go 'ome and eat <ike I 


leastways I don't mean that exackly ; I like you too well ; you ’re my sort ; 
But you ain't took my measure kerrect. I 'm a- Tory, a patriot, a “ sport.” 
So wy should you round on me thusly f I call it a little mite mean, 
it A took and turned Radical now ; but oh 1 no, 'Abbt isn’t so green. 


'0 vesomever in one thing you 've nicked me. Ho marriage 
for 'Abbt, sez you. 

0, right you are, chummie ! I 'm single, you bet, though 
I 'm turned twenty-two, [man, and no kid. 

And I've 'ad lots o' chances, I tell yer ; fair 'ot 'uns, old 
But I 'll 'ave a free run for my money, as long as 1 'm 
good for a quid. 

Yahl Marriage is orful queer paper; it’s fatal, dear 
hoy, as you say, prime lay, 

Tt damps down the rortiest dasher, it spiles yer for every 
No ; gals is ^ood fun, wives wet blankets, that 's wot my 
egsperience tells, 

And the swells f oiler me on that track, though you say as 
I follers the swells. 

Wot odds arter all P We 're jest dittos ! I 'm not bad 
at bottom, sez you, [bullion to blue, 

Well, tbankye for nothink, my joker. As long as I 've 
I mean to romp round a rare buster, lark, lap, take the 
pick of the fun, 

And, bottom or top, good or bad, keep my heye on one 
mark— Number One I 

There, Chabiib, that 's 'ow I should answer my criticks. 

They ain't nicked me yet, [ Gazette, 

Not even the pick o' the basket, 'im of the St, James's 
He's not a bad sort though, I reckon. Laugh, lark, 
out a dash, never marry 1 

Yus, it only want's my fillin' in to make that a fair 
photo, of 'Abbt. 

WELL PROTECTED; 

OB, WHAT ir WILL COME TO. 

A Dekonsthatioe was held yesterday afternoon at 
St. Giles’s Hail, in connection with the Imperial Associa- 
tion, for the raising of Agricultural and other Prices, 
“to protest still further against the late unrestricted 
ability to live on their means enjoyed by the British 
Middle Classes,” and “to take ulterior measures for 
rendering it more impossible." A large number of 
members of the Association were assembled, among whom 
were the Duke of Glutiabd. the Eight Hon. James Mow- 
IHEB, Mr. Gbttntz, Mr. C. W. Beat, M.P., and others. 

Mr. Flowebd Mispent, said he was proud to 
take the chair on such an occasion, and to congratulate 
the assembly on the immense progress made in the 
country of the principles they were met to advocate. 
(“iTear, /iear/") Their great object had been, by 
forcing the Government to put a prohibitive tax on au 
foreign imports whatever, to so stimulate home indus- 
tries that while the producer fiourished at the expense 
of the consumer, the latter, representing four-fifths of 
the nation, was driven to the verge of desperation by 
a general rise of prices, that he was powerless either to 
stave olf or meet. [Loud cheers,) He thought that the 
great bulk of the Middle Classes of the country must, if 
not already hopelessly ruined, at least have got it pretty 
hot. [Laughter,) Take his own case. Owing to the 
new import duties levied on foreign wool and silk, the 
tweed suit in which he stood up before them on that 
platform had been charged to him by his tailor at 
£37 155. [laughter)^ while his hat, for the appearance 
ol which he ci>uld not say much, had cost him £6 IBs, Bd, 
[Renewed laughter,) Buch prices as these must tell in 
the long run on the pocket of that great enemy of 
national industry, the “ Consumer.” ( Cheers.) 

The Chairman then read letters of apology from the 
Duke of Twickei?ham, Lord Sxabch, and Baron 
Dimocb, M.P., who declared their readiness to favour 
any motion calculated to stimulate a still further rise of 
prices. Mr. Joins, M.P., wrote in a similar sense, and 
m a letter expressing regret that he was unable to be 
present. Lord Hapeeoe said:— The brilliant future that 
18 now dawning on the prospects of the British Agricul- 
tural Interests must be patent to all. Only yesterday I 
was charged 18#. M, in a local hotel bill tor a email 
omelette, and, on asking for some expianationi was 
informed by the waiter that since the importation of 
French eggs had ceased, the market prwe of those 
procurable from English poultry had risen to 4». 

J Cheers), md they were not to be relied on at that. This 
is^ as it should he. Need I say I paid my bill, not 
without a inurmur, hut, ,with positive satislaotioau 
[Loud cheers,) 
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Sir Edward MuixIban-, M.P., wrote:— 

“ Your meeting is a very important one, and 
has my cordial support. But with British- 
made ladies’ gloves at £1 6d, a pair, 

British- made chocolate at 17^. a pound, 
and British-made silver watches at £38 a 
piece, it cannot be denied that the absence 
of foreign competition has favourably afEected 
home prices. May this encouraging catalogue 
be continued. I hear, too, that since pro- 
hibitive duty has been imposed on the im- 
portation of petroleum the coarsest kinds of 
composite candles have been selling at 9a. 6d, 
a pound. Living for the Middle Classes 
must be getting uneu durable. I hail the 
prospect as a hopeful sign of the times, 

Mr. JoTNTEB, the Chairman of the Asso- 
ciation, then rose to move the first Resolu- 
tion : — * ‘ That in consideration of the fact that, 
though the threepenny halfpenny loaf was 
now at 3a. 9d,, and that though the agricul- 
tural labourer was paying 4a. Id. a pound 
for bacon, £3 17a. for a smock, and £1 15a. 6<f. 
for a second-hand spade, and that yet, not- 
withstanding these fiscal advantages, he did 
not seem entirely satisfied with his improved 
condition, the meeting should urge upon the 
State, the necessity of ioaposing still further 
prohibitive duties on foreign imports in the 
hope of introducing even greater complica- 
tions into the vexed question of how to make 
the British Consumer entirely support the 
British Producer.” 

Mr. “Waitland seconded the motion. B[e 
added, however, that notwithstanding the 
undeniably flourishing condition of British 
trade at home, he could not regard its pros- 
pects as equally satisfactory abroad. Owing 
to the retaliatory action of Foreign G-overn- 
ments, our Exports appeared somehow en- 
tirely to have disappeared. {Laughter.) 

Mr. Gextntz, said that was so. Still there 
could be no doubt as to its healthy progress 
in our midst, and that reflection ought to 
quiet the misgivings and comfort the heart of 
the Ardent Imperial Assooiationist. He 
had in his pocket at that moment a British- 
made cigar, {Cheers.) It hadn’t a nice 
flavour, it wouldn’t draw, and it cost him 
125. still, it was made of 

British-grown tobacco, and that was every- 
thing. {Hear, hear!) Perhaps it was in 
their wine that people of his class suflered 
moat. In the old days he used to drink Dry 
Monopole ; hut since a Government duty of 
£20 a dozen was imposed on all imported 
Champagne, he had bad to have his from 
the ‘’British Home -manufactured I’Vme 
Company;” and, though they charged him 
eleven guineas a dozen for it, and he believed 
it frequently made his guests seriously ill, 
still he felt he was supporting a “home in- 
dustry,” aud did not scruple to put it freely 
before them. {Roars of laughter.) 

After the enthusiastic singing of Rule ] 
Britannia ” by the whole meeting, a vote of 
thanks to the Chairman brought the proceed- 
ings, which were of a very animated oharaeter, 
to a conclusion. 

To the Modern Men of Ootham. 

“ Fiscal Reform ” ? A pretty phrase 
To mark the old exploded craze ; 

Bat, Gothamites, you’re surely blind I 
Think you to reach Protection’s ” goal 
By squatting in that leaky howl, 

And whistling for a (Fair Trade) Wind ? 

Nbw Wobk btIMb. O’BElEHr. — Tinder the 
general heading of fullamore Tales, we are 
to expect a good story, entitled, Reverses on 
the other tide of the Tweed, 


OUR CHRISTMAS BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Eistg Diddle.” by H. ■ 

^ Davidsok, deals with 

( iL the wondrous sight, , 

Seen by two little children 
in a lumber-room one 

,()i, And*^‘Eider’s 
Leap,” by 

1 fP 111 1 ' I [ H /Mt 

I Eider Hag- 

Ill" '.! Shows *how a 

>’ To.dbie youth, 
can never be 

” "7 ' a blaggard. 

Wrapped Up in a Book. 

(Ate — “ Zurich * $ Fair Waters .**) 

The Christinas Number of London Society-- 

Society ! 

With Strange Winter, Griffith, and 
Gives ns all a most pleasing variety — [Fenn , 

Variety I 

There ’a a tale from the Cameron pen. 

If sly Francis Bacon was Shakspeare zwcoflf. , 
His publisher nowadays ought to be Hogg, 
Whose books for the Season, the “ Stones and 
Yarns,” [larns.” 

Must prove to us all that “ one lives and one 
But “ Cocky and Cluoky and. Cackle,” I fear, 
Which is from the German, is not very clear. 

Griffiths and Farren, farren-aceous food 
For children’s taste provide— all very good. 

In his story of the “ Willoughby” two “ Cap- 
tains,” T. B. Reed , vi. t. 

Shows how a public school-boy’s life both 
pride and courage need. „ , . , 

In your “Walks in the Ardennes,” which 

some may prefer to Surrey— 

PERcy Lindley’s is a Guide-book — to be 
re-naraed “ Lindlet-Murray.” 

Here ’s “ Bo-Peep ” and also “^Little Folks,” 
with prose and verse combined. 

Wherein the smallest readers may find some- 
thing to their mind. . , 

The charming “ Rosebud Annual,”, with pic- 
tures, we confess [possess. 

Is a book all little gardeners’should certainly 

The Sporting Cards of Harding, funny. 
Hazblberg’s “Diadem ” worth the money. 

(^XR — “ The Flowers tlwt 

For toys that pop np with a spring, 

Tra la ! 

Or toys not at all in that line, 

To Cremer’s you ’ll go, and you ’ll sing 
Tra la I 

I want to lay out a shil- 

Tra la I 

For which you will get something fine 
That cheapness and taste will combine. 

For “ Modes et robes pour les dames et les 
enfante,” 

And toy model series amusing and strong, 

To Cremeb, tra la I 
To Cremer, tra la 1 
Junior Cremer, go! 

Paintings on leather, satin, whence this show P 
We reply, “Waiber”— meaning John & Co. 

{Chorus to En revenant de la Fxme.^*) 
You ’re searching out for something very new 
These diaries, all shapes and sizes, view, Sir. 

I Instead of “ En revenant ^ la Revue, 

With “ date cards ” reoiendrez Db la Bde, 
Sir: 


WiRTHS Brothers* cards we like,'^ and for 

this reason — . , . . i. 

They are in keeping with the Christmas 
season. , „ [earth’s 

Of Christmas Cards you ask well where ou 
Their point? Quite so: hut here’s your 

money’s wirths. 

{Air— J ohn Feel.n 
Do you ken Tom Smith 
As you ought to do, 

He is coming with 
Some Crackers new, 

Crackers and costumes not a few. 

To make merry a Christmas eVning. 

(Air— “ The Jolly Young WatermanJ^) 

Oh, did you ne’er hear of the name Arthur 
Ackermann, 

Who imports Christmas Cards called alter 
They are American, ’tis safe to hack a man, 
Who holdsfor landscape cards premier rang. 

The Marion Album intended for photos, 
Three-quarter pictures with scant legs and no 

toes. 

Cards neat and droll, not too elaborated, 

Come from card-housos, which are Cas- 

TBLL-ated. 

“ Take a Card,” says Bennett, “do,” 
And a satin card- case too. 

The SocHL Court Card much delighted the 
Bard. . . [by the Card.” 

And Faulkner’s are charming. I speak 


The exhmeeleA Toet addresses Mr. FuneJe. 
Joy! Joy! my task I’ve done! and I, sweot 

Tainly. 'Macbeth-like, strike the slavisb lyre.* 
I ’ll sing no more. Books I cards I go on the 
shelf. [myself I 

Sooner than strike my harp, I ’11“ strike” 
My holiday ’s begun. Accept my benison I 
Signed Morris - Browning - Austin * Swin- 
burne-Tennyson, 

* Lyre and ulavo I {strides hiM.y^—Muchdh , 
Act Y., 80. 5. ___________ 

QUITE CHRISTMASSY. 

“ Dancing Dolls in Ciuncbry.— The solici- 
tors’ taUe was cleared of papers, and the ballet- 
girl doll, haying been wound up, commenced to 
dance on the table, to the amusement of a crowded 
court, Mr, Justice Kay watched the performance 
with evident interest, and when the dance was con- 
cluded the doll was handed up to him and cpe/ully 
examined. He then handed it to the Registrar of 
the court, with an injunction ♦ not to hurt it’ ” 

Daily Hews. 

Sing a song of Justice 
Kay up in his place, 
Four-and-twenty dancing dolls 
All in a case ; 

When the case was opened 

The dolls were made to play, 

Wasn’t that a pretty sight 
For Mr. Justice Kay P 

The Judge sat in the Court-house 
Thinking it so fnnny. 

The dolls were on the table 
Worth a lot of money, 

His Lordship said, “ The ballet- 
Girly-doUy I ^11 inspect.” 

Which he did, and then pronounced it 
“ Quite 0 Kay,” or “ Orl Kayrect.’* 

OocASiONALLT our Mrs. Ram likes to dis- 
play her perfect knowledge of the French 
language. “I’ve just been reading,” she 
said, “a most interesting work, the life of 
Monsignor Dufanloup. who was the Bishop 
— or, as they oaR it in French— the Eguivogue 
d^Orlianef 
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SOCIETY'S NEW PET. 

DelacrucTie {the rmng young Tragedian at the Fm'themn). **0h, the I’icklekess of "Woman! Look at that Idiot they* re all 
fiWAKMINO OVER NOW J XJOH ! I SHOULD LIKE TO KIOK HIM, IF EVER I GET AN OPPORTUNITY I ” 

Brown^ F,Jt,S,t <fec. {who is fond of Tragedies, hut disWces Fo2mlar Tragedians), “Oh, jdo, my dear Fellow, do ! And, I ^'.4r, 
LET Ms JBS TEERE TO SEE TEE JtSSULTf DelaCTUChe, “HumPH I WHO 13 THE BbaST ? “ 

Brown, “Slogg, the Pogilist from California, Champion of the World I” [Belacruche thinks hetter ofU! 


"QUITE ENGLISH, YOU KNOW.” 

{Latest Version^ as sung by President Cleveland,) 

Mat I ask yon, Columbia, this lady to note ? 

She 's English, yon know ; quite English, you know. 
(What effect will this have on the Democrat Yote ? 

She English, I know; quite English, I know.) 

She comes fiom a country that ’s cursed with a throne ; 

Yet I think, in your interest, she ought to be known. 

She may help ^u to deal with your Surplus o’ergrown. 
(That^s not English, you know ; not English, you know.) 

Chorus, 

I ^11 ask you, Columbia, this lady to hear'; 

She ^s English, you know ; quite English, you know. 

Her form, which is slim, and her eyes, which are clear, 

Are English ; quite English, you know. 

Just now, Ma’am, our Surplus has reached such a size, 

(ITot Englis]^ you know ; not English, you know,) 

The difficulty lean no more disguise. 

(Plain English, you know ; plain English, you know.) 
Why, every year,— it reads like a romance— 

That Surplus, by millions, fails not to advance. 

If at this young lady you ’d give just a glance I 
(She’s English, yon know; quite English, you know.) 

Chorus,! 

Her words, Ma’am, may please, if you ’ll deign but to hear : 

nnVl ATT <rrAv. 'W-viav.* . TH-. 1 


What Columbia has done she of course can undo 
(That’s English, you know; quite English, you know) ; 


Our old fiscal system has gone all askew. 

(Like the English, you know ; say so?7ie English, you know.) 
Protection has got to the street that’s called Queer; 

Free Trade !— well, her advent may distant appear ; 

Anyhow, do just glance at this lady, my dear. 

She ’s English, you know ; quite English, you know. 

Chorus, 

Mark the things she will say which ’twero prudent to' hear, 
They 're English, you know ; quite English, you know. 

Oar system’s not solid or stable, I fear. 

Kot English, not English, you know. 

Protection and you very long have been friends 
(That ’s Yankee, you know ; quite Yankee, you know) ; 

But sure such a Surplus serves no useful ends. 

To Yankees, you know, robbed Yankees, you know. 

Humph I Yes, English “ Chambers of Commerce ” do pule 
J ust now for Protection ; they ’re playing the fool. 

But they ’ll hardly score much off the old Free Trade School. 
That ’s English, you know ; quite English, you kno>v. 

Chorus, 

Heed not all the Yincbnts and Baetletts you hear, 

Though English, you know ; mad English, you know. 
Economists know they are very small beer, 

Though English, half English, you know. 

For Salisbuet, Hladstonb and Bright all agree 
(They ’re English, you know; all English, you know,) 

That this new Fair Trade fad is pure fiddle-de-dee. 

(Hot English, you know; not English, you know.) 

The Farmers and Landlords want prices to rise, 

So they look on Fair Trade with encouraging eyes ; 

But they’ll harffiy get Statesmen to be their allies, 

WhoTe English, you know ; true English, you know. 
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Chorus^ 

Trade diam^ers may vote, Tory delegates cheer 
(They *re sure to, you know ; auite sure to, you know) ; 

But “ Fiscal Reform*' won't fool many, I fear, 

Who ’re English; wise English, you know. 

Columbia, may I present my young friend ? 

She ’s English, I know ; quite English, I know. 

I donH say adopt her ; I do say— attend, 

Though she ’s English, you know ; quite English, you know. 

At any rate deign to vouchsafe her a smile, 

I fear my Republican friends she will rile ; 

But she may prove a friend, though she comes from the Isle 
That ’s English, you know ; quite English, you kuow. 

Chorus* 

The things I have said ’tis high time you should hear, 
lu En^ish, you know ; plain English, you kuow. 

So let me present this young lady, my dear, 

Though she’s English, quite English, you know! 


THE PIUCK OF GSGRRAHDDDOLILMAUlSr^S CAMP. 

{A Story of the ^ Welsh Gold Fields,) 

Bt Bhitt Paet. 

Theee was commotion in GggriandddoIUmann’s Camp. It could 
not have been a fight, for in those days, just when gold had been 
discovered on Welbh soil, such things as fights were unknown. And 
yet the entire settlement were assembled. The schools and libraries 
were not only deserted, but Jones's CofEee Palace had contributed 
its tea-drinkers, who, it will be remembered, had calmly continued 
their meal when even such an exciting paper as the Grocers^ 
Journal had arrived. The whole Camp was collected before a rude 
cabin on the outer edge of the clearing. Conversation was carried 
on in a low tone, but tne name of a man was frequently repeated. It 
was a name familiar enough in the Camp— “‘W’. E. Q-. — a first-rate 
feller.” Perhaps the less said of him the better. He was a strong, 
hut, it is to be feared, a very unstable person. However, he had sent 
them a message, when messages were exceptional. Hence the 
excitement. 

“ You go in there, TAPPr,” said a prominent citizen, addressing 
one of the loungers ; “go in there, and see if you can make it out. 
You ’ve had experience in them things.” 

Perhaps there was a fitness in the selection- ^ Tappy had once been 
the collector for a Trades Union Society, and it had been from some 
informality in performing his- duty that figgrranddfiolllmann’s' 
Camp was indented for his company. The crowd approved the 
choice, and Tapps: was wise enough to bow to the majoritsr. 

The assemblage numbered about a hundred men. Physically they 
exhibited no indication of their past lives and character. They were 
ordinary Britons, and there was nothing to show they had been 
less contented than their neighbours : and yet these naen, in spite 
of their loneliness, had never wanted for a single reform. Until 
now they had been absolutely satisfied with their lot. 

There was a solemn hush as TaPPT entered the Post Ojffice. It 
was known that he was reading the despatch. Then there was a 
sharp querulous cry — a cry unlike anything heard before in the Camp. 
It was muttered by TAVPr, He tola them that the document called 
upon the whole community to ask for Disestablishment and Home 
Rule. The Camp rose to its feet as one man. It was proposed to ex- 
plode a barrel of dynamite in imitation of the Irish Nationalists, but in 
conbideratiou of the position of the Camp, which would certainly 
have been blown to pieces, better counsels prevailed, and there was 
merely a cutting of bludgeons from the trees the levelling of which 
V, E. was known to love so well. 

Then the door was opened, and the anxious crowd of men, who had 
already formed themselves into a qmue^ entered in single file. On a 
table lay the document they had come to read. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Tappt, with a singular mixture of authority 
and ex officio oomplacency ; “ gentlemen will please pass in at the 
front door and out of the back. Them as wishes to contribute any- 
thing towards the carrying out of the written wishes of the docu- 
ment will find a hat handy.” 

The first man entered with his hat on; he uncovered, however, 
as he looked at the writing, and so unconsciously set an example to 
the next. In such communities good and bad actions are catching. 
As the procession filed in, comments were audible. ” A lot for the 
money P’ “ Just like him I ” “ Gets a deal into three lineal 

And so on. The contributions were as oharacteristio. A life as- 
suranoe policy, a pledge to abstain from intoxicating drinks, several 
volumes on political economy. 

,So the despatch was read and re-read a score of times, and it was 
found necessary to give it a name. The natives of WbIbu are gene- 
rally sagacious, and so they gave it the name of the Pluck. For the 
sake of the Pluck they did everything. It was certain, of late, they 



THE NEW SHYLOCK. 

From a Forindt sketched hy the Great McDermott^ during a recent 
Irish Trial, 

had not been very successful. They had certainly not paid their 
rents, and refused to patronise the Parson, and so the work of 
degeneration began in Gggrrandddolilmann’s Camp. Instead of 
working as of old, the inhabitants gave up labour and shouted to one 
another. They repeated the phrases of the despatch crying, “ Be 
worthy of yourself, gallant little Wales,” “Remember Miohels- 
town I ” and went to sleep. Before the arrival of the despatch they 
had been a clean, hard-working, thrifty race. Latterly, however, 
there had been a rude attempt to let things go from bad to worse. 
The newly discovered mines were deserted and all industry was at a 
discount. “It is the Pluck of Gggrrandddolllruann’s Camp that’s 
doing it,” said Tapfy, as he gazed at the document as it lay on 
the table before him. 

But at length things came to a crisis. The converted miners, as 
it has been explained, refused to work, and then neglcoted to pay 
their rents. Then came evictions, supported by the law. There was 
a confusion of staves and bayonets, buck-shot and black- thorn sticks. 
The Camp disappeared amidst much exoitement. Some of the 
Campers emigrated, and others were sent to gaol. Taffx was 
missing. At length he was found in a ditch, holding a postcard 
bearing some warlike words, and signed “ W. B, G.” 

“ I have got the Pluck with me now,” he said, as he was arrested j 
and the strong man, clinging to the thin document so full of wild 
advice, as a drowning man is said to cling to a straw, was marohed 
of to prison I 

A Cry from tho Countmg-Houio» 

JSnfflish Okrh kquitur 

I The times have been 

When German brains no bout with us would try ; 

We ruled the roast. Now Teuton scribblers come, 

With twenty languages upon their tongues, 

And push us from our stools I 


A Soujri) OrmoK.— Our Own Frenoh-Prcmouncinj 
says that the new Cabinet in Paris aannot possiblyj 
it oomxxienofs with a FAXXXj(BX. 


» a suoosss, m 
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A FESTIVE PROSPECT! 


THE FISTIC CEACK, SMITH. 

Aik— ** Th& Village BlacksmitK^* 

Befoee the applauding British P. 

The fistic crack, Smith, stands, 

JEM Smith a mighty man is he, 

With smart and smiting hands ; 

And the mnsoles of his legs and arms 
Stand out like steely bands. 

His hair is fair, and closely cropped. 

His pink face bears no tan ; 

Hw brow is low, his wits seem slow, 

He “ gates’^ whatever he can I 

he gets more cheers than SAiiSBUEris 
Or e’en the Grand Old Man. [self, 

Whene’er their Champion spars at night 
Excited Britons go, 

To we him swing lus left and right 
With slogging force though slow ; 

And the guests are scarce a pretty sight, 
They ’re loud and rather low. 
wreen youngsters scarce released from school 
Flock in at the open door. 

They love to see him “ kid” and feint, 

^d pay their bobs therefor ; 

And if his right he does let fiy 
Great CiESAE, how they roar j 

At length he into training goes. 

Attended by “thebhoys,” 

Pimches the ball, pickles his hands, 

With other training joys, 

W'hich in the penny sporting prints 
Abroad his backers noise, 

To read the which boys about town 
Esteem it Paradise ; 

They buy the accounts and o’er them pore, 
Though probably all lies, 

And to each other whisper them 
With wonder-rounded eyes. 

Bouncing, belauding, jrammoning, 

Onward the game still goes ; 

But whether in the fistic ring 
The Champions will close, 

is quite another thing, 

Which nobody quite knows, 
thanks, thanks to thee, my fistic friend, 
hor the lesson thou hast taught. 

can get a barney up, 

Whereby the crowd is caught, 

What matters it whether they ’ll fight 
Or whether they have fought Pj 


m » .S'' wixu xauTH. — xne Annual 
Truth Toy Exhibition, which shows the toys 
provided for any number of Children in our 
hospitals, wprkhouses, and infirmaries at 
Chnstmw time, will he held at Willis’s 
Rwms, December 19 and 20. No further 
intmaation is necessary. When there a Will 
is, there a Way is. 


Eusband, ** Didn’t I tell tott not to invite toitr Mother baok in mv ” 

Wife, ^‘Dear that’s the vert Thing she's comb about I She read your Letter!" 
~ [ Tableau / 


BACON V. SHAK3PEARE. 

I. 


ADDIO. ADELINA! 

have said, if she had thought of quoting Bacoir last Tuesday 
week, and as somebody probably will say after reading tins, and then send it a few months 

ner^UBCE (English pronuncmtion) did come, she came up to time tune and came ii*n 
smiling. Of course with snoh namefl ivimna pArrmr came up 

with Miss Ersi 
uncomfortable 

\ '^reat t'anjandrum himself, Mr. W. G 

Fa A ^ be,— which was our Jubilee Midsummer Knight’s Dreaml 

PirJr^ inside, all right I and on we goes again I And after this, off goes 
Madame PAim to America to earn any amount of dollars by singing her welLknown 




<( « Who writes so funnily, 

.Sure, Bacon’s side I am’on.” 

The side of Bacon,”' 
pays Bunchy ** you ’vo' taken 
Against our Will, is— gammon.” 

, . 11 . 

( Jrtih some allowance made for taking a false 
guantiig, — yjn.) 

Anierican-Iri»h' DoiraiiT, 

You ’re outtuing as Micnx 0 ’Vj«h,t, 

A$ you 'ye undwtaken 

To prove Shakspbakb Bioosr. 

Howld^w^^ht I “ Porker veria,” 
SoH-a FOB Me. ParrcHABD-MoBaAW, of 
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SEVERAL ROUNDS. 

[Prize-Figlitoig haying once again, come into fashion, tho abovo PngiUetio Bnoountora muat bo reoordfid aa anticipationa of ** Boxing.Pay. ] 


THE PEOFBSSOB. AT THE DINNER-TABLE. 

Peomssob Mahaitt’s book on The Art 0/ Conowsoft^ seems 
witty, and (in parts) wise. People who want to leam to talk well m 
society hadbetter consult the genial Professor, who declares that the 
art can be acquired. In fact he hands to each of 1 m riders, a»OM 
the ■vimonary “ walnuts and the wine,” the pinch of Attic Mt which 


Shonld yoxL happeu to be in company with a nnmbep of eminent 
Statesmen belongme to one Party (say, at a dinner, •when th^ can t 
get away from you,) mind and point out in a loud voice what you 
conceive to have been the chief errors of policy which they committed 
in their last Ministry, and what would have been your Ime in TOeir 
place. If they are smarting under recent defeat, and have just been 
tamed out of Office, they will be sure to thank you heartily for your 

kind advice. ^ , r. . . a. a 

Supposing politieians of every shade of opinion to be preset, 
your best course will be to at once introduce some bummg” sub- 
leot of the day— syr» Home Eule, or the personal character of 
Mr. Gladstone or Lord Sausbuey. Your host will Tw delighted, 
and you will be surprised to find what a brisk conversation you have 
initiated. , _ 

Always talk “ shop.” It gives local colour to your style. For 
instance, if you axe a lawyer, and you see another legal ^ntleman at 
table, engage him in a conversation as to “that cTmons Equity point 
in the case of The Queen v. the JSxecutors of Muggine^ deeeaeed^ 
before the Y.-C.” Make your comments as teobnioal as possible. If 


you don’t soon “ get the table in a roar,” it will be astonishing. 
By the way, there are two kinds of “ roar.” . 

Avoid the least appearance of shyness. This is a pushing age. 
If you are really bashful by nature, assume a haughty and forbidding 
demeanour to cover it. This will make you universally liked. 

Spice your talk with jokes. Invent at least six good puns for use 
at any dinner to which you may be invited, and bring them out, 
naturally, if you can, but at any rate hring them out I JB.ge If you 
axe in Dublin, in a company consisting of fervid Nationalists, who 
bitterly resent the imprisonment of their Chief Magistrate, remark 
jocosely that “ you hope his Lordship is not sufiering much from mal 
de Mayor ! ” Conversely, when present at a dinner of Loyalists, 
refer to the eminent Liberal-Unionist Leader as “ Half-HAETING- 
TON.” In either case your host is sure to ask you to come again. 

Monopolise the conversation. Caelvle did this, and so did 
Maca-ULAT, so why shouldn’t you? You may be a MacauIaAY 
without knowing the fact. ^ t yv 

Eememher that people like anecdotes^ This is how Haywaed got | 
ids reputation. Don*t hesitate because ‘somebody has said that ** aU I 
the good stories have been told.” If so, tell them again without 
fiinohing. 

Practise allusive and apparently unconscious swagger in private. 
When you are sure that you can refer to “ my friend the Duke of 
St. David’s,” at a dinner-party without the slightest change of 
inflexion in your voice and in a perfectly natural manner, you are 
fitted to adorn any society— even the lowest. 

Never humour women who try to talk learnedly* Bring the con- 
versation down to feeding-hottles and keep it there. They will in 
re^ty appreciate your kindness and knowledge of female nature, 
even if they appear at the moment to resent it deeply. 
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VOCES POPULI. 

Scilp :— Italian B^siaur ant— anywhere in the Metropolis, Only 
a few of the small dining-tables are occupied as /Scene opens, 
Near the buffet is a small lift communicating with the kitchen, 
ana by the lift a speaking-tube. 

Enter an Adorer with his Adored ; he leads the way down the centre 
of the Toom^ flushed and jubilant — he has not been long engaged, 
and this is the very first time he has dined with Eer like this. 

Adorer {beaming). Where would you like to sit, PorssT? 

Fussy {a fine young woman— but past the kitten stage). Oh, it 'sail 
the same to me ! 


Adorer {catching an aggrieved note in her tone). Why, you don’t 
rea% think I ’d have kept you waiting if I could help it P There’s 
always extra work on Foreign Post nights I (PnssY turns away and 
arranges hat before mirror). Waiter I {A Waiter who has been 
t^^^^ 9 fhe Globe in the corner ^ presents himself with Menu.) 
What sbail we have to begin with, eh, Pussz ? 

iThe Waiter, conceiving himself appealed to, disclaims the 
reswtmibmty with a shrug, and prioately reflects that these 
stiff Engluhmm can be strangely familiar at times. 

Fmsy. 0^ I don’t feel as if [ oared muoh about anything — now. 
Adorer. Well, I ve ordered Yermioelli Soup, and Sole au gratin. 

and think what yon ’dlike to follow. {Tentatively.) 

Tussy (with infinite contempt for such want of originalitiA. A. 
Cutlet -the taert / ^ 

Adorer {abashed). I thought perhaps -but look down the list. 
glances down it with eyes which she tries to render unin- 

terested). Vol au vent a V Berbalister it it 

rather good. Shall we try that ? 

Pmsy. may if yon like— I shan’t tonoh it myself. 

Adorer. Well, look here, then, Bognons sautis FenezienneF— 
Aidneys, you know— you like kidneys. 

Fussy {imfy). Do I ? I was not aware of it. 

Ador^. Come-it’sforyontosay. (Reads from list.) “ Chatedu- 

and Jelly,” “ Salmi of Partridge.” 
(FcrsST, icAo w still suffering from offended dignity, repudiates all 
tUse suggestions with scorn and contumely.) Don’t like any of them ? 
Well, {helplessly) can t yon think of anything you would like P 
Fussy, ^othing — except — {with decision ) — a Cutlet. 

Fussy {sharply), 'Sotteiwhatf 


At ANOTHsa Table. 

Two Brothers are seated here, who may he distinguished for fljt 
purposesofdiahgue as the Good Brother and the Bad BrotW 
respectively. The Good B. appears^ {somewhat against his will) 
to be acting as host, though he restricts his own refresl^mentto oi 
orange, which he eats with an air of severe reproof. The Bad R 
who has a shifty sullen look and a sodden appearance aeneraJlti 
ts devouring cold meat with the intense solemnity of a 
consciom of being niore than three parte drunk. Roth 
to give their remarks an ordinary conversational tone. ^ 

fivTthiPhgff y>lth his mouth full). WiU you lend me 

The (^odB. Bo, I won’t. I see no reason why I should. 
shillings? ^ passionate voice). Will you lend me five 

th^^l^\^‘ to maintain a virtuous cam). 1 don’t 

afl /ray^?frs& to 


say such a things that I’m siok of this dLhed nonsense-sick 

golWe E«t loig ago! * ^ 

■?* ■2* you didn’t. I want five shillings. 

L sa-ying that, and never 

Zritt'goarrget drank ol?" 

JB. JB. (with a beery persisteme). Und me fire shillings, 
fr. R. (refiectively). I don’t intend to. 


Potatoes, darling. (The Waiter suspects he is being trifled with.) 
, Do you prefer them sauUs, fried, or in ohips.-or what ? ^ 

\ I&olratowthey^ret^l'”“‘’-^“"*^ 

j Adorer. Then— PotaM-ohips, Waiter. 

Fussy {as Waiter depaHs). Bot for me-I ’ll have mine sautes ! 
looiftor&to thisSlda^”*’ aoross table). I ’ye been 

then ? 

f t mean to the dinner — but to having vou to talk 
wigi, <iuit6 alone bv our two selves. ^ ^ 

i consider). Oh, I daresay. I wish 

! y®?*? Boraetnmg for me, Joshua. x wisn 

Adoref {fervently). Only tell me what it iff, darling ! ■ 

LsWA * outside in solitude. At 

Ungth he asserts himself by fetching ** FunchF {which Tip 
happens to have seen) from an adjoining table. A Bachelor 
dining lonely and unloved on the opposite side of the room 
watches them with growing sense of consolation. * 

At the SPEAEINe-TuBB. 

doia ^ 

TerSmi^^*’^ Sul oampo della gloria 

carifiorm^ligatawniP 


o. B. (refleciMyi Td^n’ t in't^nd t^ 
e « » ofeompromim).^ Then lend me a sorereigu. 

youiikeatthTnrafte^htfb^^^^^^^ “ Ao*juV«J%). Would 

JB. B. ((hggedly). I should like fiye shillings, 

■ J,-. ' ' *• ““ r»’« 

; thfn at aU-it’s you that have got more brain 

I ^Aw overture suspiciously). I 'ye more urinoiule at 

? “y rate, rad, to tell you the truth, I ’m not going to nST^with 

> B. B. And dashed cheap too I -P®*"- 

[A small Qooh-boy in white comes up to Waiter andwhisoers 
_ Waiter. Zb bny say zat gentilman [pointing to B. JB) tell h^ tn 
I give twopence for him to ze Cook. ^ 

^th ^ setae 

moty^- Rfrp1nn/f^”“''*“>- ^ 

I'^BAtiTBf^^Jf}!, sayyoudid not give nosing, 
imposition I See,’ Garcong, I ’J1 telf m^ii?1?renob^ ' 
s^f^‘ ^ (Mding up two fingers) pour lui- 7 nS^^ 

G. B. I’m sorry to have to say it-but I don’t believe your story. 

^ of r enewed argunmii wUh. \ 

tf informs us that “ the crest of 

of wSr^ GoipIPiKm-AdTioearatisi-Bewere 

. " * - *'»*(.■ j. . ttt t ; s,<| 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

Fkom Old Mobality. 

** Sere, comes a young fellow of excellent 
Fate tried to conceal him ly naming Mm Smith.” 

TLenley^ Saturday. 










mm-,. 



mm 




amidships; slinj? your ham- 
^ and 

JF \ ' ■ i®’ ^ about to out 

\'i f for awhile landlubber associa- 
V]i I tions, and^am^ going cruising 

I , I practife it^ wherever I Save an 
gjj one wit^^ ^h *i t^ 

attracted to the 

place by coming across the beautiful line from. Goldsmith: — or was it Bacok ? 

“ Or by the lazy Scheldt or wandering Pau.” 

I'm not at all drawn towards the Scheldt. I never was lazy myself, and have 
no sympathy with laziness in others. But it is different with Pan, don't you 
know. I have been tied to the desk too long. I had a heavy time of it during 
the Parliamentary Session. They used to chaff me about being “ on the pounce.” 
It is all very well, but the attitude is one which, preserved through successive 
nights, becomes exhausting. I have had enough of it, and feel a strong desire 
to wander. The Pau is wandering. Why should we not wander together, arm 
in arm as it were ? Anyhow, I mean to try. So bear a hand with your lee- 
scuppers ; haul round the mainmast, up with your hatches, and keep the helm 
hard down on the South- West-by-East- Half-East. I have pounced enough 
on the Parnellites. Now I shall pounce on Pau. 

I feel the necessity for taking a good rest, for I know we are going to have it 
pretty stiff next Session. B-lp-e, who is getting more cocky than ever, goes 
about comforting us with assurances that he will make matters smooth. “ Is 
there anyone particular you can’t abear ? ” he said to me only yesterday, with 
an annoying air of patronage. “Is there anyone of the Irish Members you 
would like put out of the way for the earliest and freshest months of the 
Session? If so, name your man, and I '11 oblige you. I have got six of 'em 
lagged now, and there's a clear six weeks before Parliament meets. It's 
amazing how we can smooth the way by then.” 

I don’t altogether like this solicitude on the part of B-xf-e for making 
smooth water in the House next Session. There is a persistent rumour about 
that he thinks he can lead the House better than anyone else, and that the 
Markiss is inclined to humour him. He has never said this in private conver- 
sation with me, though he has not made any attempt to disguise his conviction 
that he could take charge of the Army, the Navy, the Home Office, the Board 
of Tra^e, or even the Exchequer. Now 1 come to think of it, he may, in talking 
to G-sch-it, leave out reference to the Exchequer, and substitute the Leadership 
of the House of Commons, and so with the others. I should certainly like to see 
him in my place for a week, with Ge-nd-xph on the comer of the bench behind. 
It is true that of late Ge-hd-lph has considerably flattened down. Having found 
that impudence and caprice don't pay, he is going in for dulness and respectability. 
But I fancy the sight of Aeth-e B-xp-e leading the House, and trying to lead 


him, would be too much. The swept and garnished place 
would be reoccupied, and his last state would be worse 
than his first. B-lp-e can't very well send him to a 
plank bed, and will have to make the best of him. 

I rather fancy Ge-kd-lph must know, or thmk he 
knows, something about this little plot for promoting 
the nephew, which accounts for his latest impertinence. 

“ And what title do you mean to take when you go to 
the House of Lords, H. W. ? ” he asked me the other 
day. (He always calls me “ H. W.” which he thinks is 
an improvement upon Dizzy's hesitation as to the 
sequence of the initisus. ) ‘ ‘ How would Baron Bookstall 
suit P ” he added, trying to look harmless, ^ That only 
shows the inherent vulgarity which underlies the thin 
veneer of his sometime courtly manner. ^ I never forget 
what the Markiss once said about him. “Scratch 
H-nd-lph Ch-ech-ll,” said he, “^and you'll find Tim 
fl-LT,” which I thought at the time was a little hard 
onT-M. . ^ _ 

You will not, I trust, dear Toby, take it for granted 
that I am contemplating a near removal to the House of j 
Lords, if I confess that I have sometimes thought over 
the title I should assume if my duty to my country led 
me to change my state. I belong, as you know, to one 
of the oldest families among mankind. It’s all very 
well for Be-ss-y to talk about coming over with the 
Conqueror. We came in with the Flood, or shortly after. 
Tubal Cain, the founder of our family, was a century 
or two before Bois de Guilbeet, FEONT-DE-Baoup, or 
even the Siette de Beksci. What do you think of 
Lord Tubal-Caik ? Would you recognise in that stately 
and ermined peer, Tubal-Cain, of Henley, your old 
friend of 217, Strand? I wis not. But that, as 
Gl-dst-ive says, belongs to the dim and distant future. 

I beg to move that the question be now put. Oars I 
Steady, there I Pull away I 

Yours, sheer off, W. H. Sm-th. 


EOSES IN DECEMBEE. 

SiE,— Strange as it may appear to you, Sir, as a 
London playgoer, I had never seen The Two till 
last night. How this “ celebrated comedy ” over acquired 
its celebrity is, I confess, beyond me, for the plot is poor, 
and in the dialogue there is nothing quotable, though 
the phrase, “a little cheque,” forces itself on one's 
memory by frequent iteration. You, Bir, saw it with its 
original cast, and I take it that a play of this sort requires 
certain surroundings to insure its immediate success, just 
as a rich joke, when deprived of its original accidental 
accessories, is found to be a very poor joke, or no joke at 
all. This play by Mr. Albbky 1 should have thought 
would have been, as Dr. Samuel Johnsok might have 
said, Al-bery 'd and forgotten long ago. Yet it lives,"— 
at all events, it has been revived. 

A Manager does not revive a piece which was not 
originally produced at his theatre without some pretty 
good reason for so doing. H© must, at least, be fairly 
confident of its attractive powers as, at all events, a remu- 
nerative stop-gap; and I am informed that this piece has 
been revived, once before, by Mr. Henby Iavi>?a at the 
Lyoenm. This is ancient history to you, Bir, After the 
revival, and the unwonted exorcise of a long run (did it 
have a long run ?), I should have supposed that there 
could not have bet^n much life left in it. Yet apparently 
there is. The acting is, on the whole, good* and s<>me of i 
it very good. William Faeeen, one of the best of 
English players, makes all that is to he made (as it seems : 
to me, who did not see Mr. Ievino) out of Dighy Grand, 
Mr. Giddens is an excellent blind Oahh (a very clever 
actor must be Mr. Giddehs), and Mr. David James simply 
is “Our Mr. JENKirrs.” Maude Millktit is pretty and 
graceful, and the whole entertainment entertaining. But 
still, how it ever became a celebrated comedy— 

<< Well, that I cannot tell,” said he, 

** But fwes a famous Comedy." 

And by crammed houses it is, I hear, being fully appre- 
ciated. Indeed, I should only say, judging by this 
Criterion on the night I was present, it is in for another 
long run. Yours, Little Peteekik, 


Shakseeaee He AoAirr.— A Baconian writes to ask 
if there isn't sufficient proof of Shakspeaeb’s affinity 
to Bacoit in Ham let alone ? 
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PUNCH. OP THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[Deobmbeb 24 , 1887 , 








^ Mx-Prem%er, 

“t W ? WiiUiii G™oio!, I Hve at fair Haxwarden, 

xhZ V- in Uorth Wales 

I do trust will brinj fortune 
v3 ; j j “! born ’midst these mountains and vales. 

places, thougrh foreign and beautiful, 

Tms brave little ooxuitry I prize far above ; 

Jor indeed in my heart I do love the Principality. 

And you, Junto Jotos, too, in truth I do love? 

’J® Ploii^lied Polities’ ocean, 

And served my fnU tame m the gallant State-ship ; 


knows, I’ve braved many engagements, 

And sweet JmrBT Josns, too, in truth I do lovel 

I agree with Pamtsuc, Md the Lord Mayor of Lublin, 

^®"’ ®5?’ Mauds the Q,ueen ; 
worn Blue, Buff, and Bed in suooession, 

I can t Bee much harm m now wearing the Ghreen. 







.Deobmbbb 24, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVART. 



•'WHERE ARE THE POLICE?!'^ 

Mbs. Howthdown and hbe Dadohtbbs, who akb in Town foe the Cattle-Show, ake DisatxsTED by the aggressive vhl- 

GABITY OE THE IiONDON STREBT-BoT, AND THINK IT ODOHT TO BE PDT A STOP TO”l 

JuvmiU Baktd. Potato Vendor {to Crossw^-Sweeper), ”*Sat, Bill, 'ebb y’abk 1 Them 'll be Fhst and Second Prize, and Iohlt 
Commended ! ! ’’ 


But not e’eu Hibernia, the sweet and the sorrowful, 

Like you, my dear charmer, my passion can move ; 

For, indeed, in my heart I love “ gallant little Wales,” I do ; 
And sweet Jenny Jones, too, in truth I do love I 

I parted long since from the home of my fathers, 

And then Jenny Jones was a dowerless lass ; 

But now I 'm a grey and storm-beaten old mariner, 

To wealth, she, through brave Pritchabd-Morgan, shall pass. 

May Gold— and Home Pule— bring you wealth and contentment, 
. And ne'er from my Party, my dear, may you rove : 

For indeed in our hearts we all love Wales tremendously, 

And you, Jenny Jones, dear, till death will I love 1 ^ 

[,Left philandering, 

A YISIT TO “THE LICENSED YISTLERS.” 

In the Winter Exhibition of the Royal Society of British Artists, 
who, under their distinguished President, James McKeile Whistler, 
may now be known as the “ Licensed Yistlers,” there is some good 
work, and especially two sketches, 77, 83, and 335, by James 
Hayliar, R.B.A.: 319, by H. G. Glindon, R.B.A. ; Simmons's 
“/S'wwme,” 330; &lomon'S; 454, Professor Gartz (pretty subject) ; 
458, by Henley, R.B. A. ; 466, by Walters, R.B.A. 

There is a remarkable picture of, apparently, A Serious Masher, 
which turns out to be a portrait of Mr. Willard, the actor who so 
cleverly impersonates modem stage villains as to be known as 
“ Willinous Willard,” by Sidney Starr, R.B.A. Artistic Starr 
painting Theatrical Star ; quite right. No. 293 is a sorry sight— the 
picture of a nice portly young man trying to look like Lord Rosb- 
REBY, but with the dyo coming ofE his hair in evident patches. Yery 
clever effect this, by Theodore Roussel, R.B.A. 

Go and see Ho. 341, by William Stott, of Oldham, R.B. A.,— a name 
that sounds quite Shakspeariau, like “ Goodman Puff of Baraon,” — 
and give yourself three guesses at what W. S. of Oldham means hy 
it. It represents a very oarotty-haired young woman, looking pale 
as a turnip— “ white flesh,” as the gardeners say— taking a bathe in 


the sea when no one is looking, and where police regulations are not 
in force. She is so tallowy in face and flesh colour, and her hair so 
flamingred, that the title might be, “ A * Dip ^ in the BeaP WeU, 
this is William Stott of Oldham's “ Venue ; ” and if you T1 turn to 
No. 183, you will see the same youug person, looking none the better 
for her bath, clothed, with carrots dressed, ana neatly hound up, sitting 
pensively chez^elk, probably regretting her recent escapade, and 
hoping that no one has seen her. Little does she know that William 
Stott of Oldham has stotted her down in his note-book* 326, 
“ Mard Eit^^ by R. J. Gordon, R.B. A,, is clever ; but the meaning 
of its title, as illustrated by a weeping^ woman flinging herself across 
the knees of a drunken-looking man, is not quite clear. Has he hit 
her hard, aud is that why she is so distressed P or has his head 
received a nasty thwack, as indicated by the white hat, lying on the 
table, twisted out of all shape ? 

At the end of the Catalogue is printed a list of the prices, from 
which it will he seen what value the artists themselves set on their 
OWE pictures. The President of the Licensed Yistlers exhibits only 
twenty pictures, sixteen of which have no price afBlxed to them in 
the list, and are therefore evidently gems, and priceless. 

Pounded on Pact. 

A LARGE lot of ornithologists assembled the other day at Mr* J. C. 
Stevens's Auction Rooms to attend the sale of an egg of the Great 
Auk— a‘seafowl, 'Aery, not a falcon. Great Auks' eggs are precious* 
This one was knocked down to an enthusiastic gentleman for 160 gui- 
neas. Some years ago two eggs of a Great Auk, sold, of course, by 
auktion, fetched, respectively, 100 and 200 guineas, although botn 
broken, and that before they were knocked down. Surely the Great 
Auk must have been the original bird siguifled iu tradition under 
the name of the legendary goose that laid the golden eggs. 

The Premier of the French Cabinet may be well described as 
“ Eulli SecundueP He is second to nobody, for the President is 
Nobody— to speak of. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Dboi:mbbb 24, 1887. 


FURNISHING FICTIONISTS, THE LAY OP lAWEEHCE MOOR! 

In tlie Atalanta Magazine, for tMs montTi, (wkioli by its title, shoidd be ahead of all com- A Trttb Story. 

petitors until the homme d la pomme appears) Mr. Waxtee Besant has an article On tne brave men set sail from. Whalsey, 

writing of Novels,” in which he of ers his advice to young girls afflicted with irrepressible sonb- ^ fishing-smack, 

blemania,— girls who try to write stories, and burn to write novels, —as to th^e best and fellows left the Shetlands, 

easiest means of attaining their object. Adme gratis is, as we all know, of the gratis t value, hmk, 

and Mr. Besant offers his two penn’orth-of- ‘ all-sorts and conditions, to embryonic autho- ig howling, 

resses, bat had Mr, Punch been dealing with these dear little literary aspirants, he ^^^^d Qiose the curtains ; shut the door, 
have simply repeated his world-famed epigrammatic advice to ,P,f sons abo^ to marry, and j splendid story 

said, most unequivocally, to girls about to write novels- Don t. Of a sailor-LAWiiENCB Moon I 

proceeds to lay down rules for those “ who wish to acquire the art of notion, lie commences 

with, Practise writing, something original every day ^^ — “ Cultivate the habit of observa- J^ever yet has such a tempest, 

and so on, in good old-fashioned copy-book style. -r. ■ x-l- j • Screamed around the Shetland homes. 

We will assist him with some rules for those to whom Mr. W. Besant gives this advice: Dealing death and devastation 
“ Be bold : never mind ridienle,” . . . . “ State fairly, what ordinary people never understand, ^fiere the northern sailor roams. 
thatPiotion, like Painting, is an Art, and that yon are setting yourself to the acquisition of g^ow and hail in blinding fury, 
that Art, if it he in your P 9 wer, whatever may come of it in the end.” , , . Swept o’er forest, field and lea, 

Yery good. Now here is, as^ the Cookery hooks have it, Another and a shorter way/^ Deaf seemed Heaven to the praying 
To acquire the Art of Fiction, — Clearly understand that Fiction is the opposite of Fact. brave men out at sea I 

If you invariably state facts, you become a matter-of-fact sort of person. No Genius is a 

matter-of-fact sort of person. So to “ acquire the Art of Fiction,” you^ must never tell the Par at seal four plucky fellows 
truth. Practice telling some original lie every day. If it be a description of scenery— Bending back and straining oar, 
well, this offers a large field— several large fields. Give an account to your relatives, or to Hidden each from each in tempest, 
your friends at a distance of the walk yon have taken in the morning. First of all, of course, That had blotted out the shore I 
to he quite perfect, you must not have been out of the house. You will then proceed to All at once the skipper steering, 


A TauB Story. 


describe the roaring Waterfalls over which yon leaped, your hairbreadth escapes, &o., &o., Cheering, shouting— look ahead I 
and always remember that, as Mr. Besant says, “ description is not slavish enumeration.” _ Heard a moan, his best companion 
Rule 1,--Tell a lie. Rule ll,^DonH stick to it, but tell another, and a bigger one. Pile Fell in arms of duty— dead 1 
’em up, and thus at last you may become an unrivalled Fictionist. _ 

Rule III. — “ Work regularly, at certain hoursP Ascertain the time the Lark rises, and “ For the love of home and Heaven, 
be up with it. Always he up to time, and to any amount of Larks. Let everybody in the Brave it out as 1 will do.’ ^ 
house know you ’re at work. Sing as the Lark does, and be joyous. Insist on your room Shouts above the storm, the skipper, 
being fitted up for work,— at your parents’ e-xpense, of course,— with writing-desk, silver Rallying his fainting crew, 
inkstand, paper, pens, a library of books, &o., and you must let it be distinctly understood Let us pray, lads, all together, 

by everyone that you are “not to be disturbed on any account,” as you are going in for Heaven may save us I Who can tell I ” 

being a Fictionist. But the prayer was^soarcoly uttered, 

Rule IY.— “ Read no Rubbish,” says Mr. Besant. But this is what every author would When another sailor foil I 
say, making certain exceptions. But we should say, “ Then begin to rn v i • -i 

write. Here is an example : say you read Pickwick, Well, you write a book called Nikpik^ Two brave men— were loft in silence 
a Russian story, plot in St. Petersburg, characters, Niki^k, Xiinkel, Qrazsnod, and Putmann, .. Whispering with shijrtonod breath, 

You represent a sporting scene where Putmann, with his eyes shut, Mils a bird, and after- \ desert your pal, says Laweenoe, 
wards wounds Putmann, “Hullo,” says the reader, “uncommonly like Pickwick, ^ 

and writes impetuously and indignantly to papers. Whereupon, you write in reply, saying ^ strength to still tnn waters, 

“ it may be so : les grands espritsse rencontrent : but that you have never heard of Pickwick, _ We have plucic to Ipep atloat. 
much less read it.” By this time everyone will allow that yon are entitled to he regarded as ^ murmur, 

the greatest Fictionist of the age. ^ sH exhausted m the boat. 

Other rules Mr; Besant gives, for which anyone sufficiently; interested in detecting the xvimivwl unawAr 

errors of his advice grabs, may search the Atalanta Magazine with considerable profit to u xr,,, 

himself (or herself) especially if he reads A Christmas Carol, by OuRiSTtNA G. Rossetti, << t A+'f 

and one tail of Three Lions, by that undefeated Fictionist, Mr. Rider HAaaAiiD. Well^^don’t Mend 5m ^ 

Then ho thought of home and children, 

OUB, BOOKING-OPfICE. „ wwes of sin I 

, One lono man midst dtiad and dying, 

PALmDnoMES, by G. R. Clarke, is a series of cruelly ingenious verbal cranks— “ cranks ” Felt the water rushing in I 

seems to he the word, since they are neither quips, quirks, puns, nor jests, consisting of 

sentences so arranged that, read backwards or forwards, they are precisely the same. An One hand on the oar to steer her, 
example of this isj “ Was it a rat I saw 9 ” The illustrations are comically amateurish, and One hand free to hoist the sail, 
amateurishly comic, hut one of the best, “ Selim smiles, is rather in the early Thackerayan Whoa he called— no mate to answer, 
style of pictorial art. The palindromioal amusement will probably develop itself, as the acrostic Sinking no w— no boy to bail ; 

family has done, and we shall soon be reading in “Answers to Correspondents” that their Toiling hour on hour exhausted, 
puzzle is referred^ to in “ The Palindromicaf Editor.” The little book is published, as any .Captain of a ghastly bujr I 
experienced joker in Scotland might have guessed, by Messrs. Bryce and Sons, Glasgow, Till at last the tempest lifted, 
and if you buy it, “ Bang goes a shpling.’’ ^ And he sighted Lerwick Pier. 

Approbation from^ Mr, Punch is praise indeed, and where he has given his favourable rr x i x t xi. i i 
opmion of any book, it immediately attracts the pubHo attention, and goes to any number of at last I the plucky sailor, 
editions. So has it chanced with Frith's Pecolleotions^ which has now reached its third 

edition; and once Mr, Punch spoke well of the Jubilee Edition of Pickwick, which has now honour, 

been re-issued with some of the original sketches by “ Buss,”— to many it will be a surprise rv x^' i brother s Me, 

that Mr, Pickwick ever took a buss, except under the mistletoe at Dingley Dell,— which fpund mm kneeling, 

are fairly clever, though one of them, the cricketing scene, might have been omitted with- T ms cottage floor, 

out damaging the artistic character of the republication. There is a sketch by John Leech, r 

illustrating the moment in the Pagman's Story when the old arm-chair wakes up Tom l/i that Sailor— LAWRENCE MoOR I 
RS^sumes the form and features of a gouty, but wickedly sly, old gentleman, 
which alone is “ worth all the money.” It is a real Christmas picture ; and indeed a small t xt m rr- i-» 
volume of Tdks from Pickmek, illustrated by fanciful and humorous aitists, would make a Exoelleuw, 

capital Christmas Book of the g-ood old Dickensian sort. Mr. Punch has ffiven the hint : jlat ! ^^meao Minister, Law Cuiri b Bsr, has 

..^7 the way, I see an advertisement of a book quoting opinions of the Press as to its being London mr Pans, to present ms ore- 

the f^iest book of the present reign.” Heavens I It w only necessary to mention PicA- to President Cahnot. At tto 

uMk, whi^ is replete with such real fun, as makes the reader roar with laughter irrepres- «stive sewn of Merry Chmtmas, French- 


sible, besides being full of genuine humour. 


Baron db Book 'Worms, 


men of all parties in politics will welcome 
such an Opportunist as Fm 


“ said Mrs. R.’s nephew, meditatively, “that Paris will have a ^ Directory’ ’ 

not?”, retorted Mrs. Bak. “my , shouldn’t Paris have a Directory? Shobik to be published, The Life of 
London has— Xe%’a Djrecfcry— and most useful it u 1 ” Sims Peeves, compiled from his own notes. 


Dbobmbbb 24, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


PICCADILLY PLAYERS. TOO CLEVEE BY HALE. 

A BBW evenings since, I assisted at a Meini)ers’ Concert m Picea- ««Oat of every thousand men in the Army there are now 815 of superior 
dillv where a very fair exhibition of Amateur Musical talent was dis- education. . . . H.R.H. the Field-Marshal Commander-in-Chief has directed 
^ playedby the “ Strolling Players,” Officers to use every means at their disposal to induce men to improve their 

^ V "vocal part of the entertain- education in order to obtain the certificate necessary for promotion. 

' ment was especially good, thanks Paper, 

to the really charming singing of Scene -TAe Barrack Square of the Royal Irish Bengal Essex 
the Misses Agnes Janson and JSiaManders (Prince Christian of SchleswigSolstein^ s Oivn), 



Hamlin. The geniuses in the 
Orchestra who are for all time, 
and any tune, managed occa- 
sionally to get a little out of 


JEighlanders [Prince Christian of Schleswig-Eolstein^ s 
Members of the Regiment assembling for Morning Parade, A 
Company falling in. 

Captain Dash [commanding A Company), Eeady for inspection, 


Koirfs lamest BaUngtm MacauUy [.saMin^. Directly, Sir. I liaye 

Taken all round “The First called away the men from a discussion on the question of entad. 

; so Kwd Captain. Dear me ! Yon should not have done that. I shall he 


thif I®’s&* not'h^e*'SI only too ready to assist them by any means in my power. 

Im^e^ Iwl^ion to ^endtoff Sergeant. Well, Sir, they ate now in close order. If you wish, I 
^ ™ will open them out. (Captain nods assent. To mm.) Open order! 

rwisniJfumerwithMr. _ , , . , ■ „ 

It St taZ^sSS ThSrt fcfSSL 1/ 7ear rank step hack.) Order 

davtoahtZldSanwdaSe Stand at ease! [fie safofes Captain, and comes to aitcnfeon. 

anSimoewhich liLZ ‘‘like^^a Captain. (Company springs up 


the Second. 

The Ancient Mariner with Mr. 
J . F. Babnett’s brilliant mnsic 
at St. Jameses Hall last Thurs- 
day night, held entranced a large 
audience which listened “ like a 


S&eeXs^S” (‘‘HadlX^^ Now, my men, I hear that some of you reguire to know something 
thiMeara oh ( H di tto ^ the Law of Entail... Now those of yon who have taken any 


fl honk Sergea7it, Well, pretty well. Sir. We arc not eguol to E Company, 
W aaui? although we can hold our own fairly against B, C, D, F, and 0. As 
1 for H Company, it is out of the competition altogether. H Company 


ears Pd hear thee,” says Macbeth, Did Colebidoe write Shabs- aooux rne ^aw oi ^ yuu wuu 

B».ii Y«.nmi,uy.n 

fotH§ompimy,iti 8 0tttrftheoOTnp,^tiooalto|,6UM. ’ECompany 

fheftollowed Mr. C. V. Sianfoed’s Symphony in F Minor, SwZrZfa iTttto ^ 

‘‘ Oh^SdP?°a?/aSli&L¥ much interested • "tfoS ^ I suppose you kLw aU about the Feudal System ? 1 

W^^waa mv neivi- Private (smiling). 1 can safely undertake to say that thcro is not a 

sef t had^ativ qr lesf on the Feudal System. You understeud the advantages and 


T wthayso. fh«f fhA TnnftftirrAfA Uapoatn, weii, wnau is me uuuuiULy r uau uuu me TV AAV 

Svhodvoould^ave^aid’ started the subject. Perhaps I may be able to .help tern. 
l^r- mv IwlWon The r^tetive Sergeant (salutes and turns to Cwnpany). Private Thomas Atkins 

take fiiree paces to your front. Marofif Now then,. salute. Sir! 


SsalautSsWl®o^^^^ advantages and 

i- 1 ypo^ ^ 

ra:! S'S.a,.'? yiU 1. fa,.u 


Tn^il-nr wfElininT* oflZS^rwf hv wieu iSustratine Captain. 1 imagine so : but perhaps the best way will be for you 

toI all to come to my quarters, whwe I can explain the matter more fully 

J /h™ ^thE from-^'^^^^^^ to you than I canlero. .1 have no doubt the Colonel will excuse the 

as Baconspeaeb hath it) and “ horns ” is the man to write a cantaU „ Mv^rate 1^1 ask him proposa absenting 

ay,4-yflaA ** tTayyna ,1.. 'Clyiyyf.y.J^ oyii^ T ayn TIA+. aC all BlirA tbn.t. tbATfi OUrSelVeS. At EnV Tate i SSlC hiDl. 


Front I 


‘Jr SrviieSe»yof- ' 

Ktog)4??eighbSe£d^etoSioet^t”lwtolt^^^^ 

“Eememher the glories of O’Beien the Brave,” but at this point -oaxr whiiA T fl-m-otr mArfyAnnf 

not wishing to enter into a political discussion whioh might nave Captain, them easy whim I go nway. 

landed me k the poUce-statio^ Icourteouslv, bntfirmly, wifhedhim 

good night, and having signified to everybody generally the extreme Company to my quarters to give them a 

pleasure I had derived from the entertainment provided by tbe ^ ^ Y^*crr a-p t tiAf ryAiri**. 

fSow tew'^Umlv^™''’ ^ withdrew, and No to Sy No / it 

bellow, but Rwers truly, The Ceicket on the Habp. i^as got permission to study botany, C Company the elements of 

P,S,'--2propo8 of music, I cannot refrain from mentioning the engineering, D, F, and Q- chemistry. I shall be left with E Com- 
gatheriag of the who recently collected together to do honour to the pany, because they have nothing more to learn. What on oarth 

talents of Mrs. Duixon Cook. Madame Albani was in great force, shall I give them to do if you axe ofE too ? 

and the fair hinSficiaire ■pla^yBdi with her customary grace and Captain, Wouldn^tpresametosuggest, Sir; but mightn’t H have 
artistic feeling, eliciting the invariable result of unbounded applause, a little practice in tbe rudiments of drill ? 

It is to be greatly regretted that the Pubho have not the opportunity Colonel, By Jove, you are right I They are rusty enough ! Tory 
of hearing Mrs. Duixon Cook more frequently. She is certainly in well, you may go. ^ 

the first rank of pianists and a sound musician. {Scene closes in upon A Company marching towards Captain 


the first rank of pianists and a sound musician. 


** Iheae,” said Mrs. Eam, “ that the Princess Cheistian has writ- 
ten about the Margarine of Baireuth, I like to hear of Royalty 
interesting themselves in such matters. However,” she added, “ of 
course, they know which side their Bread ’s buttered, and like the 
butter, whether at home or abroad— that is, here or at Baireuth— 
to be of the very best. 8o do I.” 


ou may go. ^ 

kene closes in upon A Company marching towards Captain 
Dash’s quarters^ while the Adjutant gets II Company {with 
some difficulty) into something like a proper formation for 
receiving elementary instruction in the mysteries of ^^foursl^ 


butter, whether at home or abroad— that is, here or at Baireuth— A Cxbcttlae Note.— T he literary character of our leading states- 
to be of the very best. 8o do I.” men of all shades of political opinion is well sustained at the present 

day. They are learned in all tbe ’ologies, including ap*ologies, of 

‘‘The Ceamophone.”— N ew invention for repeating any number which art Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Bau^oue are by this time past- 
of crams over and over again. Useful to advertisers, quacks, &o., &o. masters. Long may they live— and learn. 




THE IRREVOCABLE PAST! 

This is truth the Poet singes, 

That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier things ! ” 

”AMS ! IN LOOKING BACK OVER ONE’S LtfE, HOW MANY THINGS THERE ABE TO CAFSE ONE TO ReGRET 
*‘Oh, YES, INDEED I I OFTEN REGRET I DIDN’T EAT MORE OYSTERS WHEN THEY WERE EIGHTTENOE A DOZEN 


THE CHIMES. 

(Dickms once again adapted to the Season and the Situation) 

High up ia the steeple of an old old Tower, of ancient foundation, 
somewhat inoongrnons and comphoated in design, but of sound Con- 
stitution— as efoeryhody^ even the angriest oampanological opponents, 
admitted— far above the light and the noise of the town, if far below 
the flying clouds that shadow it, dwelt the Chimes I tell of. 

They were old Chimes, trust me. Centuries ago those Bells had 
been hung by our ancestors, so many centuries ago, that the register 
of their nrst suspension, the record of their first peal, was lost in 
antiguarian mist as impenetrable as the darkness of the belfry 
corners on a starless Kovember night. They had had their donors 
and sponsors, these Bells; but time had mowed down their donors, 
and mislaid the names of their sponsors, and they now hung name- 
less and dateless, but sound and sonorous still, in that high old Tower, 
time-worn but steadfast and four-square to all winds. Party or 
otherwise, that have blown or that shall blow. 

Not speechless though. Far from it. They had clear, loud, lusty, 
sounding voices, had these Bells; and far and wide they might be 
luard upon the wind* Much too sturdy Chimes, moreover, were 
they, to be dependent upon the mere pleasure of the wind, of any of 
the wnds— Party or otherwise— aforementioned. They had been 
pnlled at by many generations of ringers, pulled at sometimes skil- 
roUy, often awkwardly and ill; sometimes in tune, and with the 
well-ordered harmony which was natural to them : sometimes again, 
™dly ^d \^fully, by incompetent or angry ringers, ringers Rl- 
matched and ill-accordant, who did their worst to mar their melody, 
and spoil their tunefulness, and upset their time, and make them 
sound, m the great Singer’s words 

“ Like sweet bells j angled, out of tune, and harsh.” 

But the fault was ever less in the Bells than in the Bell-ringers. 
Cracked were they not, nor were they cacophonous; let their i 


clappers swing free, and keep their throats unrusted and unologged, 
and in skilled, and loyal, and well-conducted hands, they would 
ever sound out strongly and sweetly, and send forth on ana against 
the wildest and angriest of the winds aforesaid, most exceUont and 
inspiring music. 

Tohy knew them well, those Bells, as did his great and genial 
Master. Toby^ was not a canine casuist. Being but a simple and 
byal dog, he invested them with a strange and solemn character. 
They were so mysterious aud mighty ; often heard, and never seen; 
so high up, so far on, and so full of such a deep, strong melody, that 
he regarded them with a species of awe: and sometimes when he 
looked up at the dark arched windows in the tower, he half expected 
to be beckoned te by something which was not a Bell, and yet was 
what he had heard so often sounding in the Tower, the Spirit, 
mmely, of Loyalty and I^oye, of Honour and of Home. For all this, 
scouted with doggish disdaxn-being, like his Master, as 
sensible as loyal— a pertain occasionally flying rumour that the 
Chimes were hauuted, as implying the possibility of their being 
connected with any Evil tbng. And To&y-no unlioked oub, but a 
msiderate, conmosed old dog,— never puppyishly barked at tbe i 
BeUs. He would as soon have thought of baying the moon. i 

But he often had occasion to yap, wamingly or reprovingly, at the 
Bell-ringers I 

« ^ « * m m 

Bow-wow-wow I It was the voice of Tohy. It meant not, this 


A V oice— was it a vision-voice, or the accents of the biggest of the 
Bells, or was it. perchance, the veritable Yoioe of Time himself, 
naturauy and fitly vocal and audible at this particular Season?— 
sounded strangely through the shadowy belfry. Thus it seemed to 
speak, lu words curiously pertinent to the moment, though Tohy 
seemed to have heard them before in other connection ana in other 
circumstances. 
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I “ The Yoice of Time cries to Maiij Advance ! Time is for his 
advancement and improvement ; for his greater worth, his greater 
happiness, his better life ; his progress onward to that goal within 
its knowledge and its view, and set there in the period when Time 


A LEARNED PROTEST. 

EeSPECTISSIME PtTNCHI I 


lie b|glL A^"jrda“ ness havl MemM unum 

stay km m ks course, arrests a mighty engine •which will strike the . 

meddler dead, and be the fiercer and the wilder, ever, for its momen- Xm^^Xfiis SrSo- 

rum versomm est attacta ? 


tary check I 

A rub for the reactionaries ! ” mused Toht/, 

“ Who^ puts into the mouth of Time, or of its servants, a cry of 
lamentation for days which have had their trial and their failure, 
and have left deep traces of it which the blind may see— a cry that 
only serves the present time, by showing men how much it needs 
their help when any ears can listen to regrets for such a past— who 
does this does us wrong.^^ 

‘•A font for qnr Fair-Traders I ” thought Tohj, 

“ Who hears in us, the Chimes, one note bespeaking disregard, or 
stern regard, of any hope, or joy, or sorrow, of the many-sorrowed 
throng ; who hears us make response to any creed that gauges human 
passions and affections, as it gauges the amount of miserable’food on 
which humanity may pine and wither, does us wrong.^^ 









Facilis ascmsiis Farmssi sed revocare gradim. 


M Non pro Josepho I Yolo 
nunc intrare meam pro- 
^ testationem contra aliqua 
verba Baronis Beamweli., 
altera die. 

Bare dixit (Anglicd, quia, 
imagino, non noscit La- 
tinum)| ut “he never got 
any good from the Latin 
verses he was obliged to 
write when a boy, and if a 
boy is to be made a poet, he 
; had better begin in his own 


“What would the contemners of the people’s claims, the deriders , “It’s very easy to be a Poet, but you must 
of the^people’s miseries, make of that, I wonder ? ” meditated Tohu. recourse to your gradus.” ‘Hf mav tA 

duU vermin of the earth, the ^^tters know the names of those who killed Bbcket (wc), and the precise date, 
formed to be raised up higher but it is not wisdom or nsefnl.^^ (duare, vih, “ Becket,” et non 
maggots of the time can crawl or can conceive, does us “ Sanctus Tommius a Beckett, proprium nomen? duid cheekumi 

“ Pifxr oiiWnirAwcf +‘a,. u x. T®! /o^te dlcerem, qme buoca! Yocabimuane Baronem Beamweli. 

cogitat^^^S unlimited Sappression can t hear^/m, m futnro^^ Beamweil” simplioiter; vel, ut omittit “a,” potius 

75 / A • -i .r . p , A,, . .. Q/Uoto has Philistinas delivorationes de “Tempora,^^ et Editor 

Wfl'rmw’ “Temporum” propriissime soribit, “We should For our part (pro 

portioae) venture to doubt whether some of Lord BnAkwrat’s 
ThfR«r^?ni«« 1 . ^ remarkable keenness of mkd is not to be 

«nn,W^ U?f aocottatedforbythedriUmg wkoh his Latin verses gave him-hy 

^ the habit of twisting and turning (habitus contorquendi et vertendi) 
8'”‘d adjusting thoughts aad pkases whioh fliat old-fashioned 

no doubt. Evergreen Will, of the leonine front, and flying silvery exercise implies.” Bene! wmou .,uab om lasmoneu 

Su^m ipse nuno Endergraduatus, et abandonavi Classioas linguae 

StlSS tS' Ka*£; .a2?.".KS.SS7J*L?.SS;;5S”‘' 

WAIO^n^. TIAAA ■f'.AA wm 4 >'a n a* aJU J1a.aU a._JI a.- ^ h* * • ^ _ ... 


^ ■ }■ I«iPri«ii8, iUi duount'ad iisum Gra,!,^ ad Pamammm et, 
“ awav^Bon"’^™d1mmfni^fl wW A^oArltr interrogo, qui8 liber potest oomimraro cum co vel in elegantih styli, 

** WxE,n, eagerly. ^ vel m oopioaitato verborum, vol in vero gonio auotoris ? Sum incH- 

“ sardonically. patus cogitare ut auotor erat, in realitate, BACOKrus ipse ; et si ita, 

“ •loHJKt,” said accurate Joachim. id est ahum oxemplum quomodo Latini versus auxiliant homines 

flAmiStt Tattw^*^ heard ^above all the rest I murmured soaudero ad nobilissimas positiones in Statu. 

® V ,£ ,, XU V ijj 1 ®e<5^’ado loco, docent fratornum amorem inter pueros: quia 

yourself, or pull the belfry down, Hah- quum unus socius est stumpatua pro vorbo, alius donat lUi oorreotum 
stolid llAETr, beneath his moustache. tippum, sub rosa i r mv, auo uvu«.w xua wxiuyuixw 

Icouldliok;thelotof yoi^.^’ shouted little Eah- a. Tertiumquid (non quid tobacconis I-Yide eifcctum, “habitus 

contorquendi et vertendi :)-Yer8U8 elevant montem, et asst 

*60011. Giant TirtH mim ©•vnnfiihuci am AfA-niKvia 0 ’«vawvva 


tVf Kv tbA t.«AAii * — uw vcxbuuui. — Yer»u» eievam^ momiem, eu asso- 

“hL] Lmf .it., grandibus auctonbus pneteriti, ut Ovimo, Tiimnxo, 

^ ■ tt/i j T> 11 • • etCAREYo. (iaomodo possum noscere, nisi per “GradumJ’ ut^mot 

WotAAtvS^AA^^*' Master. Good Bell-rmgmg, my est ‘dulois, blaudus, jucundus, suavi»,^’et eodem tempore “llagrans, 

combination and subordination, unity ot purposo m acer, fervidus, indomitus, vigilans,” etc. ? 

power ot pull is not enough, 4. Guarto, disoimus synonymos, sic utiles ad publicos homines 
Come, Gentlemen, (non homines intolligis ! “Habitus contorquendi’^ 

dattef^ iterum). Bi Magister Gladstone non fcoisset Latinos versus ut 

I, '^^x^xu^ ' or, rather, keep time, and juvems, non posset nunc donare vxginti differentia nomina pro 

touch, and tune, with due regard to the perfection of the peal and una re. u.mcAciuuA«. xxumwa pro 

e credit ot the glorious old Chimes I ” Finaliter, si Latini versus suut missi ad Jerichonem, uhi erit 

L :i.";arrn;r;s Jbudus WcBtminst&r&niu infutitvo f Nullum allum argumeutum est 

necessarium. 

IN THEIR CRACKERS. Maneotuus, Anti-Braxwellius AcAUEMicrcrs. 


IN THEIR CRACKERS. Maneotuus, Anti-Braxwellius AcAUEMicrcrs. 

The Czar*— A braud-new map of the Balkan States with Prince 


Russian Military movements, with the Gear’s kindest regards. 

Frince Bismareh , — German Security by arraugement, with the 
seasonable wishes of the Five Great Powers. 


VVXOU.DO VA UJUO X'XYO JEUVVQXO. V,, 4,Z^A Z*. 

Frendent Carnot— A Ministry that wih fast him a fortnight with 


ment in a Cheltenham paper, from which this is an extract :— 

“Qoxncb Jam.— P repared from (huncca, supposed by many to be tbe 
Forbidden Fruit.’ This hitherto almost uukaown luxury ‘is much appreciated 


the good will of the two Chambers. 


Hasn’t the enterprising and, of course, very old-establxshod firm 


Lord Salishury*—"' A%xo,dxe^ New Ways of Governing Ireland luxury any recommendation in writing from 

by Coercion.” Christmas Edition. The fairest of her daughters,” Eve ? If so, let thorn produce the 

JWV- Av. T?w.a«a 14 rrt ix x^ _ nftnvrnfl. 


Mr* O'Brien , — im Emerald-coloured Tweed suit, in which to sing P^pytRS, 
by himself on Christmas Eve, “ The Wearing of the QreenF 


•S'X a’l'i The last Chnitmas Cards to arrive, are Tavlou Fooi^s “Merry 

« .XV nv„ , V &o., from Poland Street,--they’re behind time : so vS 

iairSmt, with ShiEelwh slow a-foot in coming. As practioai jokes, the minae-pie cards are 
advertised, done up in a neat parcel and addressed to uncommonly good, and indeed the sham may he substitated for ttie 
km with the compliments of the Party. real, by a minoe pi-ous fraud aEowable at Christmas tiwa. 
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UNEMPLOYED. 

A Okrisbmm Carol for th& Com^ortalU OUbsses. 

Old Father Christmas came once more, 

His eye was bright if his hair was hoar, 

And the old old gifts on his back he bore. 

"With the old loved lepfend now as then 
The pleasantest ever inscribed by pen-— 

“Peace upon earth, goodwill to men. 

What was it the good old greybeard saw r* — 

"War ’s iron teeth, greed ^s gaping jaw, 

And shaken order and broken law. 

Each land ringed round with a fence of steel, 

Each party snarling at other’s heel ; 

None seeming loving, few looking leal. 

Poverty spreading athwart the land. 

With mutterings few dared understand, 

Though they palsied Charity’s helpful hand. 

And the good old greybeard stood and gazed 
At the thousand hearths where no Yule-nre blazed, 
At the hate-led nations, the classes crazed. 

“ And oh! ” he cried, “is it come, the time 
When the land low grovels in greed and grime, 

And heeds no longer my cheering chime r 

“ Is it past, aU prospect of love’s increase ? 

Is it time my rallying cry should cease-— 

‘ Peace and Cood-will I Good-will and Peace I ’ ? 

“ Is it fled, the hope that my heart has buoyed ? 

Is it flnished, the labour in which I joyed P 
Am I the chief of the Unemployed P ” 


iiP ■ The Beah Bepauted.— H e has departed, and he was 

dear— at the price, was the poor little Gorilla I He died 
at the :Zoo just ten days ago. Was it^ owing to his 
being so generously dieted, and never getting “ Monkey’s 
allowance P” Jenny the Baboon refused to attend the 

STRIVING AFTER THE IDEAL. funeral, which was strictly private. Her conduct ^s 

b KivllNiji Ai- 1 tK I nt t L created some astonishment among the oihcials. Ajarrmg 

OranS ^ ajpa , “Ah, Johnny! Thbeb akb few bbttek Things than Irish note was struck by the Hysena, which could not repress 
fBw ! ’* its laughter. He died intestate. The Gorilla’s decease 




Johmy. “ What ars the few Better Things, Grandpa ? ” 


makes no change in the government of Monkey Island. 


THE CONSCIENTIOUS APPARITION; 

OK, THE PHANTOM BILL OF COSTS. j 

[A Legal Ghost Story for Ofmstmbs,) 

I AM a highly respectable family ghost. I appear usually at two 
in the mormng, wearing, what I believe is called in theatrical circles, 
a disguise cloak, and carrying a long blood-stained sword. I have 
one serious drawback. I have a shocking memory, and have entirely 
forgotten my identity. For the death of me I cannot remember why 
I became a ghost, and what on earth I ought to haunt. I fancy it 
should be some sort of castle, as I have an indistinct recollection of 
once frightening a man carrying some huge keys, from what I take 
must have been a portcullis, into fits. But this is merely conjecture, 
and I can’t in the least account for my blood-stained sword. As I 
am really conscientious, this state of things has caused me serious 
regret. I have no wish to alarm the wrong people, nor to haunt the 
wrong place. The first is improper, and the second is infra dig. 
But what can I do P I find that 1 must appear at least once in every , 
four-and-twenty hours, and my difficulty has been to so suit my I 
time and plaoe, that the least inconvenience should be given to the I 
smallest number. Consequently, for many years I have been a 
nightly halitui of the South Kensing:ton Museum. ^ No doubt this 
arrangement would have continued for on indefinite period had I 
not been recently arrested by a Policeman for loitering in the picture- 
galleries, who only permitted me to vanish in blue fire (I prefer 
blue to red) on tbe condition that I did not re-enter the Institution. 

Ousted from the South Hensiagton Museum, I determined not to 
visit any other public establishment. Partly because I was tired 
beyond measure of curiosities, and partly, because my digulty had 
been wounded by the incident that had severed my oonneotion with 
the School of Art. Supplementary to this, I felt that I might be 
neglecting a duty by not discovering the proper place for my 
periodical apparitions. It oocnrred to me it would be a great 
comfort if 1 could but find the exact spot, where undisturbed, I 
could appear and disappear without fear of interruption, at any rate, 
from the profession, for I knew that I should not he allowed to 


poach on the haunting-grounds of my follow phantoms. As a 
matter of fact, I once had a terrible row in the Tower of London, 


being ejected in tbe most undignified manner possible from the 
premises. However, I am pretty determined when I make up my 
mind, and I formed the resolution of leaving no stone unturned until 
I had discovered my proper destination. ..... 

My first experiments were most unsuccessful. I visited m 
succession about a hundred country-houses, but found them all 
tenanted with their rightful apparitions. My arrival was greettd, 
in each case, with abuse, more or less vigorous. Perhaps I received 
the greatest insults from a person (I cannot call him a gentleman) i 
of the last century, who I discovered haunting venerable mansion 
belonging t 9 bis grandson, with a view to giving their hrand-new 
familv an air of resnectabilitv. 

Atlenjgthlfounda rather agreeable lady in white brocade, who 
carried her head in a bundle under her arm, and who was more 
inclined to be sociable than any ghost I had hitherto met. 

“ You cannot possibly remain here,” she said, as she glided up a 
staircase and rattled some chains outside a bedroom door, “ it would 
not be proper, besides it would be sure to be resented by Alfjmdo, 
who rises every fifteenth of March from the moat to cut my he^ ! 
ofiina fit of jealousy— he is so absurd! If I were you I should 
consult a Solicitor. I can recommend you one who hanged himself 
some years ago in the town over yonder. His peat great great 
grandfather drew my maniage settlement ; and Alfredo, who has 
consulted him on several little matters, has every confidence in mm. 
Why not see Mmf You will find him seated in his office (it belongs 
to his nephew in the daytime) from midnight to four in the morning. 


And now you must really go, as I have to frighten the oocupants 
of this bed-chamber.” 

Thus urged, of course I could only bow and withdraw. I floated 
into the town and entered the Lawyer’s offioe* 1 found its phantom 
occupant extremely obliging. 

“ The great difficulty,” he said, when he had listened to my atory, 
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IK LOWTHEB ABCAPIA AT CHRISTMAS TIME. 


“ is to asoertain yonx identity, which can only he done in the day- 
time. Have yon ever appeared at noon ? ” 

I admitted that I had, although I was obliged to confess that I had 
found my appaxition then both leeble and unsatisfactory. 

After consultation, we decided that perhaps we might find some 
trace of my antecedents in the Imbecue Inquiry Office, a Govern- 
ment Department devoted to the registration of human curiosities. 
It was not impossible that I might have been so extremely eccentric 
in my lifetime, that some trace of my doings might have been pre- 
served in the archives of the Bureau. The next morning, accom- 
panied by my Lawjer, I visited the office, and was requested by a 
messenger to put in writing on a memorandum paper the object of 
my application. Fortunately the man was short-sighted, and did 
not appear to notice our appearance. I wrote what I wanted, and 
sent it up. In a few minutes the messenger returned. 

** The Hoard is engaged at this moment, but if you like to stop, the 
Secretary will see youhy-and-by.” He then left us. 

After waiting nearly an hour, my Lawyer and I came to the con- 
clusion that we must have been forgotten, and determined to go_ upon 
a voyage of discovery on our own account. Leaving the waiting- 
room, we glided up a broad stone staircase and entered through a 
green-baize door a large apartment apparently filled with books. 
Seated at a desk was an amiable-looking, middle-aged gentlem^ 
surrounded with plans, papers, packets, and the usual paraphernalia 
of a Government Office. Hetween this room and another was a second 
green-baize door dividing the two apartments the one from the 
other. In the second room we saw several other amiable-looking 
middle-aged gentlemen, grouped round a long table, and apparently 
eng^ed in discussing sandwiches and sherry. 

“ lam sorry to disturb you,’* said my Lawyer, courteously. The 


amiable-looking middle-aged gentleman at the desk, raised his eyes, 
looked at us, started violently, and turned as white as a sheet. My 
Solicitor continued, “We want to know ” 

He could get no further. The gentleman iumped up from his 
desk in an agony of terror, and, before we could prevent his depar- 
ture, disappeared with an unearthly yell, through the baize door into 
the second apartment. The door was then hurriedly locked, and all 
we could do would not induce any of the occupants of the room to 
open it. We tried in vain all sorts of inducements^ from the rattling 
01 heavy chains up to thunder-thumps. Some little time elapsed, 
and then the short-sighted messenger made his appearance. 

“ I never told you to come up,” said he, in an aggrieved tone, 
“ and you ’ve got me into trouble. You must be ofi. The Board 
say that your application, whatever it is, can’t be entertained.” 

To retire was all we could do— and we did it. On regaining the 
street. I sorrowfully bade my Solicitor good-bye. 

“ Oh dear no, Sir,” he said, with the ghost of a smile. “ You 
have quite forgotteu one little formality— my BEl of Costs.” 

Upon this he produced an enormous roE of paper I The rest of my 
story can be ^briefly told. Unable to pay my Lawyer’s hill, I was 
oompeUed to seek refuge in a country where I could not be reached 
by the Extradition law. I took a passage in The Flying Dutchman^ 
and went to Spain. I am now settled in Grenada, where I am 
believed by the peasantry to he an English ghost that has escaped 
from a branch of the Moorish Alhambra that has been recently 
I established in Leicester Square. I find some consolation in the 
thought that those whom 1 now haunt seem to be growing rather 
fond of me. I trust that this is not a specimen of the national 
politeness, and that the afEeetion they apparently entertain towards 
me is not merely assumed to save me tumeoessary embarrassment* 
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WAITING HIS ORDERS. 

The Hom Sechetart, after the revelations made by a dis- 
tinguished member of the Representative body of^ Theatrical 
Managers and Music Hall Proprietors that called upon him last week 
to protest against the further extension of Inspecting Powers to the 



Augustus Druriolanus opposing the Invasion of Plancus Operator Autocraticus. 

Metropolitan Board, having expressed a wish to hear something still 
further of the correspondence, said to be of a blackmailing character, 
which was referred to in the course of the proceedings, the 
Reputation again called on him yesterday afternoon for the purpose 
of supplying him with fresh information on the subject. 

In re-introducing them, Mr. Jackson Paktiand, M.P., said that 
since their last interview they had heard that, with a view to the 
better control of the correspondence of subordinate officials of the 
Board, an enterprising firm of publishers had undertaken to provide 
for their use A Complete Lettek-wbitbb, a few of the proof-sheets 
of which had chanced to come into their possession. As they seemed 
to have some bearing on the present case, they thought that^ perhaps 
the Home Seosetakx might like to look at them. In presenting them 
to his notice, they felt it was hardly necessary to point out that a 
public Department from which such documents might be expected to 
issue was scarcely calculated to inspire that general confidence so 
essential to the smooth and efficient working that might reasonably be 
expected of it. The subjoined proof-sbeets, which he appeared to peruse 
with much attention, were then handed to the Ho^rs Secbetaet : — 
From a/ii Official of the Board to a Bopidar Manager^ ashing for Blaccs 
during the Height of the Pantomime Season. 

Metrcpolitan Board of Shirks Compromising Architect's 
Department^ Spring Heel Gardens^ Febr%mri/ 17. 

Mt Dbak Gus,— (E xcuse the familiarity, but it is a way we have 
on the “ Board know you are turning money away nightly, 
but you must really manage to let me have the dueen’s Box, and 
the two others on each side of it (all three knocked into one) for three 
days— say, Monday, Thursday, and Friday next week. I wish to 
bring my grandfather, two aged aunts, my sister-in-law, all her 
children, and my own, and lots of cousins and connections who know 
my interest with you, and have asked me to get ’em good places. 
Don’t say you can’t do it, my dear hoy, for you know I can he nasty 
when I likCf and should he sorry to put you to the expense of 
clapping on another staircase or two to the upper circles. Ha I ha I 
that would be a joke, wouldn’t it? However, let’s hope it won’t 
come to that. Yours ever, John Beog. 

P.S.— If there’s a difficulty about the boxes, I wouldn’t mind a 
whole row of stalls right across the theatre in the best pari But 
mind, one or the other, I must have» 

From Same to Same, on the former receiving, in reply, an Order for two 
to the Upper Boxes, not admitted after half -past Seven, 
Metropolitan Board of Shirks Compromising Architect's 
Department, Spring Heel Gardens, February 19. 

SiE,— I am utterly astounded at the insolence of your response to 
my re< 3 tuest, and thus fling back your tickets (re-enclosed) in your 
face. Do you know, Sir, who I am ? Are you aware that t can 
make your theatre too hot to hold you ? Do you reflect that I can 
force you to open up a dozen, — ay, and if need be, twenty-four— new 
and roomy exits on every blessed floor in your house. And yet, with 
this knowledge, you dare to haggle in your mind over the price of 
three paltry boxes on the Grand Tier. Why, you must be mad I— 
stark! Howeyer, to be plain with you, I’ll tell you wbat it is. 
Unless ^xi send me by return the places I have named, and which, 
as an Official of the Board, have the goodness to understand, I claim 


as a right. I’ll let loose a Committee of Inspection on you in two 
twos, without notice, and if, after they ’ve paid you a visit, they 
leave you a single leg to stand npon, I promise you it won’t be the 
fault of Yours, meaning business, officially, John Becg 

From Same to Same, after receipt of variotss Complimentary Admissions, 
making still further demands. 

Metropolitan Board of Shirks, Compromising Architect's 
Department, Spring Heel Gardens, March 1. 

Mx Yeet Dbak Sir, — Thank you for the last six Private Boxes, 
which, although not all of them in quite first-rate positions, enabled 
me to knock on a few obligations that I was under to certain impor- 
tunate friends and connections. But I am now going to tax your 
kindness stiU further. I wish to give all my tradesmen a treat, and 
should like them to have the Queen’s Box in turn. I am, therefore, 
sending yon the addresses of my butcher, my baker, my bootmaker, 
milkman, greengrocer, and my tailor, and request that you will 
communicate directly with them, with a view to finding out on what 
nights they could most conveniently visit the theatre, and arranging 
accordingly. Please be careful to direct the envelopes carefully and 
legibly, as I should be sorry that any carelessness on your part 
should lead to disagreeables over the matter. Indeed, as long as you 
keep me well supplied with the places I require on the Grand Tier, I 
have no wish to he nasty. But you know, from experience, it won’t 
do to put my back np, and that rather than put an official spoke 
into yonr wheel, I would always prefer to receive your orders, and 
be able to sign myself, as I do now, Yours cordially, 

John Begg. 

Fro 7 Yb Same to Sa^nc, on receiving Apologelk and Replanaiury Zettcr 
enclosing sixteen undated Stalls, 

Metropolitan Boat'd of Shirks, Compromising Architect's 
Departnmit, Spring Heel (htrdms, March 4. 

Mr. Begg wishes to know whether Mr. Harris takes him for a 
fool. Mr. B, particularly told Mr. H,, that lie wanted him to let 
him have the Queen’s Box for six consecutive nights, as he wished to 
give his, Mr. B’s., Tradesmen a treat. How does Mr. H. think Mr, 
B. is going to manage that in suitable stylo, in sixteen undated 
Stalls! But perhaps Mr. H. is desirous of provoking an Official 
Inspection, and would like to be called on to provide a new set of 
dressing-rooms, a couple of iron-ourtains, and dc ordered to rebuild 
his Entrance Hall. Mr. B. merely throws this out as a hint, but 
would advise Mr. H. if he wishes to keep out of trouhk, to despatch 
the demanded boxes, to the addresses already furnished him 
forthwith. 

The Home Secbetarx said, that after giving the ahovo spooimons 
of correspondence his careful consideration, he could not say that ho 
thought them particularly out of the way, but as there somehow 
seemed to bo a general impression that they were, he supposed some- 
thing ought to be dono. He would think tho matter over, and 
perhaps in tho course of next summer ho might possibly hit on some 
solution. 

The Deputation having thanked him, then withdrew. 


^^ALL THE TALENTS.^^ 

The Graphic's big picture, representing All the Talents ” of Her 
Gracious Majesty’s reign grouped together in one tremendous crowd, 
directed ajiparently on their way down (ominous this I ) by Sir Jem 
of the Academy, contains some of tho best portraits that have 
appeared in any oollective illustration. Each ono of them separately 
would be entitled to a place in tho splendid Victoria Album recently 
issued by Smith and Downed, and to say this is saying a great deal. 
The Graphic Stage- Manager has grouped his characters most appnn 
priately. On the extreme right of tho spectator is Sir FttEPKurcK 
Leighton, P.E.A., staring across at Sir J m as if wondering why on 
earth the latter was taking so much authority into his own hands. 
The Baroness Buepett Coutts is well in front, evidently deter- 
mined to got out first before the crush comes,— an idea that, appa-^ 
rently, has also simultaneouslv occurred to Messrs. Oiiamreelain, 
Browning, Ellen Terex, and Lords Chaeleb Beebhfoed, Tknnyson, 
SmsBURY, Gladstone, “our Mr. Tennxel,” Mrs. Bancroft (without 
Mr. B., which accounts for tho vacant space next to her, so perhaps 
he was late, or has politely gono to fetch Mrs. Kendal, with whom 
he will appear in the millionth re-issue of this picture), H.K. Cardinal 
Manning, apologising for accidentally treading on Madame Pato’s 
dress (but it really couldn’t be helped), who are all getting away as 
quickly as possible, either because Mr. Bala, up at the back, or Sir 
Arthur Sullivan (who is looking about for Mr. Gilbert) has 
shouted out, “ Get on in front there ! ” Perhaps— ah I— they are all 
hurrying oh to the Refreshment Boom! Or going to stir the 
Christmas Pudding. 

Bohn’s Standard Library is to be republished at a shilling a 
vohxmo. This is indeed putting life in the dry Bohnn, 


NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MB,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description* will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
tnore will oe no exception. 




Deoembbb 31 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAKIVARL 


ANOTHER “BUTLER;” OR, A THORNE IN HIS SIDE. 

Takito for granted tlie improLabilitics of Mr. Attthob Jones's 
plot— wMchi seems to use up again the materials of Aurora Floyd, 
and one or two other novels, including 
the Danvers Jewels— d-nii a certain 

I ( I '' maladroitness of construction, Heart of 

II '1 is both interesting and amusing. 

characters are distinctly out- 
i I excepting one, and this one, 

fv strange to say, is James RoUns^ the 

hero of the piece, a part apparently 
written rather to suit Mr. Thomas 
‘ Thorne’s peculiarities, than to exhibit 

any marked individuality of chapcter. 

James Rohins^Lady Clarissa Fitzralfh 
butler,— who is of course the'intimate friend of Mr. and Mrs. Meri- 
vale’s butler at Toole’s Theatre round the corner,— has secretly 
married his mistress’s sister, and her niece is openly to marry his 
mistress’s son. Now, how about the character of James Robins f 
Is he honest ? ^ Hardly so. Is he sly ? Certainly. Is he crafty ? It 
cannot he denied. ^ Yet the sympathy of the audience is with him. 
Why? Well, chiefly because he is played by Mr. Thorne, and 
secondarily, because he is very fond of his brother’s child, whom he 
has brought up because his brother, having got into trouble and been 
compelled to “do his time,” has delivered her into his care. This 
nice father returns, comes to see his child, and steals a ruby bracelet, 
this ruby being the ‘ ‘ heart of hearts.” Whereupon one Miss Laiirner, 
a malicious schemer, fixes the theft on Lucy Robins. What more 
natural, considering the name ? The father, Old Robins^ has stolen 
the jewel ; the daughter, Lucy Robins, has been accused of doing so. 
Q,uite a robbin’s family. Of course exculpation and explanation 
wind up the play, though I regret to say I was compelled to leave 
before hearing how Mr. Authub J ones deals with that old repro- 
bate Cook Robins, the parent bird, who, in view of the future 
happiness of Mary and Ralph, would be about as presentable a 
father-in-law to have on the premises as that old “unemployed” 
reprobate, Decks, in Caste, I am sorry he wasn’t somehow disposed 
of, having of course previously confessed his guilt to the bilious 
detective, March, and expired under the assumed name of Mister 
Masters, By the way, Auteur Jones is not happy in nomenclature. 

The dialogue is good throughout, oven when it only indirectly 
developes character or helps the action, and so is the acting. Mr. 
Teorne as James is admirable ; representing the character as a man 
gifted with an overpowering appreciation of the humorous side of 
everv situation,— including his own as a butler,— in which either 
accident or design may place him. ^ I do not believe that this was the 
author’s intention, but this is the impression made upon me by Mr. 
Thorne’s acting, and I am sure it could not be better played. Miss 
Kate Eorke is charmingly natural ; Mr. Leonard Boyne is un- 
eq[ual, being bettor in the last Act than the first. My sensitive ear 
having been struck by the mellifluous accents of Lucy and the 
Corkasian,— I think, though, it may be Galwaisiau,— tones of her 
lover, I could not help wondering why the author, after the first few 
rehearsals, did not slightly alter the dialect and lay the scene in 
Ireland. The play is well worth seeing, and begins at the easy hour 
of 8*45. There should he matmm of a new operetta, entitled The 
Ttm Rutlers, characters by J. L. Torne and Thomas Teoole. 

CORNET AND PIANO. 

AT A JUVENILE PARTY. 

Cornet Ready? Yes, I’m ready— but I’m not going to begin 
before I ’m asked. If they want us to strike up, let ’em come and 
ask us, d’ye see ? 

Riam, Well, hut there are all the children sitting about doing 
nothing 

C, Let ’em sit I They ’ll see you aud me sittin’ all the evenin’, 
strummin’ and blowin’ like nigger slaves, and a lot they’ll care! 
Don’t you make no mistake, young Piannor, there ain’t no sense in 
doin’ more than you’re obliged— you’ll get no credit for it, d’ye see? 
And don’t keep that programme all to yourself. Ah, one Swedish, 
one Sir Roger, and a bloomin’ CotilHong— take two hours 
alone I W e shan’t work this j oh ofl much before one, you see if we do. 
(7b Hostess,) Commence now ? By all means, Madam. Send us a 
little refreshment? Thank you, Madam, we shall be exceedingly 
obliged to you, [The refreshment arrives,) Here’s stufl to put 
liveliness in ns, 'i&fit&—ZeminudeI 

[Puts jug under piano with intense disgust, 
P, Well, I should think you’d lemon enough in you already. j 
C, I htte kids, there— and that’s tho truth of it I It makes me i 
downright sick to see ’em dressed out, and giving themselves the airs | 
and graces of grown-ups. {To Small Child,) Yes, my little dear, I 
it’s a worlte this time. {To Pianist) Strike up, young P. and 0! I 
{A liitk M&r,) I’m blest if I don’t believe you’re enjoying this, | 


Planner, settiu’ there with that sort of a dreamy grin on your pasty 
countiuance I 

P, And if I am, where ’s the harm of it ? 

C. It’s easy to see you ain’t bin at it long, or you wouldn’t take 
that interest in it. Much they thank you for takin’ a interest, these 
bloated children of a pampered aristocracy ! Why, they don’t mind 
you and me more than the drugget under their leet. Even gutter 
kids have got manners enough to thank the Italian as plays the 
orgin for ’em to dance to. Are we ever thanked ? I arsk you. 

P. The Italian plays for'nothing. We don’t. 

C, There you go, redoooin’ everything to coppers. You’re arguin’ 
beside the question, you are. Ever see a well-dressed kid give a 
orgiu a penny without there was a monkey a-top of it ? I never did. 
If you chained a monkey to your planner now, they might condescend 
to look at yer now and then— not unless. 

P. Well, you can’t deny they ’re a nice-looking set of children 
here. Look at that one with the long hair, in the plush — ^like a little 
Princess, she is. 

C, And p’raps she ain’t aware of it, either! Why, there’s that 
little sister o’ yours, that’s got hair just as long, ah, and ’ud look as 
pretty too, if she ’d a little more colour ; hut you can’t have colour 
without capital. It ’s ’igh-feeding does it all, and money wrung 
from the working-classes, like you and me. 

P. I don’t know what you call yourself. I ’m a professional, and 
see no shame in it. 

C. You can he as purfessional as you please, hut you needn’t he 
poor-spirited. Come on ; pound away 1 Aiu’t you got a uglier worltz 
than that ? 

At Supper. 

C, I must say I ardly expected this— after the leminade. But 
you’re eatiu’ nothin’, young Planner. [To Servant) Thank ’ee, 
my pretty dear, yon may leave that raised pie where it is ; and do 
you think you could get us another bottle o’ Sham, now — for my 
young friend here ? {To Pianist, You needn’t think you ’ve made 
a conquest with that moony mug of yours. She ’s only lookin’ after 
you to make me jealous, d’ye see? I know these minxes’ ways, 
bless you.) 

P. [with lofty bitterness), I ’ve no wish to dispute it with you. 

C, Ah, you ’ ve had your eye on the governess all the evening. I 
saw you ! 

P. {blushing). You’re talking folly, Cornet, and what’s more, you 
know it. 

C. That’s her playin’ upstairs now. I know a governess’s polker 
—all tum-tum ana no jump to it. Wouldn’t you like to go up and 
help her, eh ? 

P. If I am a wretch doomed to misery, it’s not for you to remind 
me of it, Cornet. It ’s not a friendly act, 1 ’m Mowed if it is I 

C. You ’ro a regular Taut— Tarantulas, you know, that ’s what 
you are! You’ll be goin’ mad on your music-stool— “ I saw her 
dancin’ in the ’AH ’’—that sort o’ thing, hey P 

P. {with dignity,) It seems to me you ’vo had quite enough of that 
Champagne, and we ’ve been down half-an-hour. 

C, You don’t ’pear to uuneratand that a Cornet’s very mush 
thirstier instrumen’ than a iron-grand out o’ tune— but you ’re a 
good young feller— I li’ a shentimental young chap. I ’m a sof t- 
artod ole fool mysbelf ! 

Aeier Supper. 

C, {with e7mtion,) Loo’ at that now, ain’t tbat a sight to make 
a man o’ you ? All these hrit appy young faces, I could play for 
’em all ni’— blesh their ’arts! Lor, what a rickety chair I’m on, 
and thish bloomin’ brash inshtrumen’s gone and changed ends. Now 
then, quicken up, let ’em ’ave it— you are a shulky young chap I 

P, It is not sulks brit misery. I swear to you, Cornet, that each 
hammer I strike vibratos on my own heart-stnngs ! 

C, Then you can he innerpennant of a pianner. 

P. I am young— but the young have their sorrows, I suppose. Is 
it nothing to have to minister to others’ gaiety with a hitter pang in 
one’s own breast? 

C, Thash wha’ comes o’shtickin’ to the leminade I 
A Littde Later. 

P. (aghast), I say, what are you about ? You mustn’t, you know ! 

C. {smiling dreamily), It’sh all ri’, dear boy ! If a man fines he 
can’t breathe in ’sh hootsh— on’y loshical coursh ’fore him is to play 
in socksh— d ’ye see P 

At PARTTNa. 

The Cornet [to hostess, icith benignant tenderness,) Goori’, Madam, 
Gobblesh you, I do’ min’ tollin’ you, you’ve made me and the pianner 
here, and ah, ’undreds of young innoshent arts very ’appy, Madam, 
yon may ta’ that from me, 1 hope we ’ve given complete satisfaction, 
’m sure we’ve had mosht pleasant shupper— I mean pleashant 
i evenin’— glad we came. And you mushu’t ta’ no notish my 
; young f ran, he ’sh been makin’ HI too free with the leminade, d ’ye 
see? Ooo ri! [Rxit gy^acejtitlly, and is piched up at bottom of 
Staircase by the Pianist 


voii. mix. 
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A NEW TEAR'S CARD. 

o... Library, Home of Commons, 

Hom-otteed Sra, New Year's JEve. 

i ]^D in the LetTOr Bag: a oommnnioation from that eminent 
stetesman Gbakl^h. Bat I think it will keep for a week, and on 
I ia the Bag a letter of my own, 

adtossed to him who, take him for aU in aU, (aa Bacow wrote 

IS the moat 15 mm ah t Mn-n n-P flta -i •' 


House of Commons. The prestige of yonr name was sufficient to 
secure tor me the suffrages of one of the most important and one of the 
most enilfi'htenAd AAimf.ir AArtafTf/nan/tfsko 


a man is looked into the less profound “liis y;i&r.:p;;^;a“'lilTs 
® ^ I*'®™ feet for close upon haJf-a-oentury, perched 

wC li ^ enough, never grows an 

eighth-of-an-mch higher through the revolving years. You have 
Imnoured me ^th y rar closest confidence. I have known your inmost 
th^hts. I have often seen you, as you are weekly presented to an 
with finger to nose and Brightened eye 
uTff moeption of a joke, and I have observed you afterwards a 
httie depr®ssed on readmg it in the proof, struck with the conviction 

“f * ?'“*® ttoiifilit. I am not your valet. 

But you are truly my Hero. ^ 

Tnn '*®/ 1 •+ ^ prejudiced by receipt of personal favours. 

T(m took me kte^y out of the streets to he your daily companion, 
at fnendly though still humble distance, to comwrt with the 
Beauty and Bnflimce ^t thongs your court. But for you I might 
years ago have followed the l^torio precedent, gone mad to serve my 
’*n^®l®®®“e Mii died. But y^ to“S 
S “to your company, placed me on the pedestal 

?f ever-incr^mg but never-swellmg bulk of volumes, whence 
It was an easy matter to step on to the lower level of the floor of the 


u — iTr “ , Y, . lamuiar races ana 

ngures that have passed through this room since I first took the oath 

P“t, looking neither to the 
ngutnorto the left but oouveying: to the mind of the onlooker a 

round ; and here oomee kindly 
huTly BrnFMout^ - and Ton 

the faded umbrella he used to bring down through 
solemnly commit to the personal charge of 
dear IsAikC Butt, wringing his hands 
P. Amh, disappointed 
H ^ Txetory for his Party and some- 

^ himself. Here is Newdeoate frowning at the 

? reading lamp; and behind him, wIaluey, 
Wnrf really m earnest when he denounced him 
Snnr Commons as % Jesuit in disguise.^' Here, too, 

trousers turned up, and 
a Peerage looming within hand's reach, and 
shapely legs towards his room to drink 
^ AAfl up Hansard. All, all are gone, the old familiar 

SSaavv,^'^’^ Year, which the bell-nngers are waiting to 

H corner axe the 

aU X Joseph toms reclined on the first 

night, to walk round the 
ftffSw dropping pokers and heayy volumes with innocent 

attempt to disturb the slumberer. But Josexh 0nms slept, or 






seemed to sleep. He was givinfi: the Saxon trouble, 
and was not greatly inconvenienced himself . 

I have taken down from the shelves two volumes among 
the most recent and most prized addition to our Library, C 
and, turning over the leaves, come upon fresh testimony 
to my Honoured Sir’s prescience. Turning over John 
Leech's Pictures of Life and Character^ garnered from 
the Collection of Mr, Punch, I find under date twenty- 
five years back, women of sil degrees presented under ^ 
cover of monstrous hoops. Everybody wore crinoline in 
those days. It was the thing, the only possible thing, 
and the average human mind could not grasp the idea 
of there being any other way of arraying the female form. 

But the prophetic eye of one of the most brilliant of 
Mr, Punch's Young Men peered into the lutnre and be- , 
held what was to come.* In the very midst of delinea- 
tions of these everyday monstrosities, fearful in the 
drawing-room, grotesquely exaggerated in the kitchen, . 
John Leech flashed forth a view of the future. There 
are three sketches of girls, two in the eelskin dress that 
marked the rebound from the hideous tyranny of crinoline, , 
and the third showing a style of dress that might have ' 
been sketched to-day in Bond Street, not forgetting the 
upper rearward segment of the crinoline which survives 
at this day to hint what has been. Ex pede Herculem. 

It seemed at the date a monstrous idea, a nightmare 
fancy, peradventure a joke. But Mr, Punch's calm eye 
pierced the veil of the future, and saw then, as he has 
always seen, what was to be. 

ThiSj Sir, is only a solitary instance of your prescience 
cited in accidentally turning over the collected pages 
that seem so familiar and are still so fresh. I could 
quote indefinitely as I turn over the leaves. But time 
is ’shorter than usual this evening. ^ There is less than 
an hour left of 1877, The procession I spoke of just 
now has passed out and closed the doors. Under |[| 
brighter and more inspiriting auspices comes another 
group. Mav I present them to my honoured Master? 
Eighteen Eights: -Eight this is Mr, Punch of whom 
you may have heard. Mr, Punchy this is Eighteen 
Eigtht-Eight of whom I expect you will hear a good 
deal. And here, happier in his possessions than King 
Xear, are his four daughters— Spring, Summer, Autumn, 
and winter. They come to wish you a Happy New 
Tear in which no one joins so heartily as your humble 
friend and servitor, Toby, M.P. ^ 

* There is a later example of this gift in the date of another 
Young Mian’s letter. — E d. 



WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH- 

Friendly Critic. “Humph I A little Woolly in texture, isn’t it1 Of 
COURSE I don’t mean THE SHJiSlP T* 


TROM A COUNTRY COUSIN. 

My Dear Me, Punch, 

I THANK you for your advice. You were right when you 
told me to go and see Mrs. Bernard Beerb in As in a Looking 
Glass, Indeed, she does hold the mirror^up to “ nature, "—which is 
in this instance what Zola calls la hUe humaine , — and in it is 
reflected the worn face, so weary of wickedness and so hopeless of 
the future, of Lena Pespard, The moral of the story— for moral 
there is— is never out of date. If we can ever retrace any of our 
steps in life, which I doubt, there are at all events some false steps 
that never can be retraced. Our deeds become part and parcel of 
ourselves, and we can no more rid ourselves of them than we can 
jump off our shadows. 

** Our deeds our angels are, or good or ill ; 

Our fatal shadows that walk with us still.” 

And yet la Icte humaine, has not quite killed the soul of this ad- 
venturess, for she is still capable of a real love, and of proving its 
reality by an awful self-sacrifice. This is not a Christmas spirit, is 
it ? But you see I went before Christmas, and having done with 
tragedy, I am looking forward to pantomimical stuff and nonsense. 
I had not read the novel,— yow nave, but considerately refrained 
from telling me the plot,— so I enjoyed the performance without my 
memory compelling me to compare it, for better or worse, with the 
oriwbaal story, 

Ihave never seen Mrs* Beere play anything before this, nor have 
I seen Sarah Bernhardt, who, as yon tell me, was in other pieces 
this lady’s model. A London Cousin of mine, who is a theatre-goer, and 
knows several of the leading actors and actresses “at home," tells me 
that in this piece the individnaJitv of the actress is completely 
merged in the part, and that it is onlv when she is saying something 
very cynical, that he was reminded by a mannerism peculiar to j 
this actress how bitter this Beere could be on occasion. It is a pity j 
her name is Beere, because when I asked my cousin (do you Imow 
him— Joseph Miller ?) if, off the stage, this lady was really thin 
and tall, he replied. “ Yes— Mrs. Beere was never stout, and was 
never a half-and-half sort of actress." 


And then, when I pressed him for serious answer, he said, “ Well, 
she’s Lena on the stage, as you see." What is one to do with a 
joker like this, except go with him to a Pantomime, Burlesque, or 
Circus? Yours, Ijttle Peterkin. 

P.S.— The Op6ra Comique is not the Theatre for a tragedienne, 
Joe says, “ Yes it is— for Mrs. Beere, because of the ’ Op in it." 

“DE DEUX SHOWS, UNE.” 

On Thursday night, Mr. Wilson Barrett, brought out a new 
piece at the Gflobe, and in Leicester Square, the Empire Yarioty 
Show was inaugurated. The good-natured ** Yisible Prince," who is 
always ready to encourage Art in any form, and willing to “ open " 
anything from a Cathedral to an Oyster, was present at this pretnicTe 
of the New Music Hall. Poor W. B 1 “ How long I How long 1 ’’ 
By the way, it may he necessary to explain to some simple persons, 
that The Empire has nothing whatever to do with The Imperial 
Institute. 

A Ohristmas Tip- 

Tally ho! Y’oicks, over there!" Which being translated, 
means go and see the Sporting “ Illustrations" at Herman Heed’s — 
not “ German " at all, for you must always take this title cum corney 
grano^ but “ So English, you know." And Corney Grain’s song 
afterwards, that marvellous duet between Corney and Piano, — 
excellent I 

Thebe is now an Examination for everything. A man can’t even 
become a Bankrupt without passing an examination. Y ery hard this. 

Something to Swallow.— Tom Toper says, ** Shakspeare’s 
plays were vnritten partly by Shakspeare and partly by Bacon. It 
was a * BpUt B. & S,’ 

The Eeoekt Prize-Fight.— What the French thought of it: an 
In-Seine proceeding. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[Deoembkr 31, 1887. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I HiTE just come across something on Modern Wiggism in the 
shape of an amusing advertising book on the Wigs supplied to 

leading actors by the theatrical per- 

f ruguier Fox. “ Nothing like leather,” 

tanner ; and jud ging from the 
collection of illustrations and notices, 


it is, in Mr. Fox’s opinion, more what 
/'h h^W outside the head than what is in it, 
that insures success on the Stage. The 
'' perruguier makes the wig, and the wig 
( makes the actor. There are portraits 
of various theatrical celebrities, in- 
K one or two of Mr. Toons, in 

various wigs, whose presentments in 
these pages may entitle the work to be c^ed Fox’s J^ook of Martyrs 
—willing martyrs, of course, and many of them after theyVe 
strutted and fretted for several hours on the stage, guite ready to 
go cheerfully to “ The Steak.” 

Mr. Fbedebicb: BAmsTAun’s Character Sketches from Dickens 
have been republished. They are the work of a true artist; but 
he should have left Mr, Pickwick alone. Who cares for an artistic 
Mr, Pickwick f No ; let him ever remain the burlesgue eccentricity 
invented by Mr. Seymoue, and founded on Dickens’s creation. 
But Mr. Babnabd’s Mrs, Ga7np and Pill Sikes are both guite truly 
Diokensonian. Bjjlo it be Book 'Womis. 

NUGGETS IN NOETH WALES. 

Thebe is legends, and traditions told, and narratives, and tales. 

Of wealth in mountain crannies, caves, and cells of ancient Wales. 
The dens of dwarves and fairies, sprites and goblins, imps and elves, 
Where they, like misers, look you, kept their treasures to themselves. 

A cockatrice, a griffin, or a wivern watched the hoard, 

In the coffers of the crystal rooks, and stone-strong chambers stored. 
Breathed fire and flames, and ramped and raved in form to tear and 
rend, 

And scratch and bite, and sting with tail, barbed arrow-like on end. 

The lions and the eagles and the snakes together linked, 

The cockatrices, wiverns, and their tribes is all extinct. 

No dragons could PENUBAaoH, if alive yet, find to slay, 

And the dwarves, and fays, and fairies all alike have gone away. 

Now Gbippiths is the Safe Man, and a griffin guards uo more 
The secret riches of the rocks— they lie concealed in ore ; 

The lodes and veins, and minerals, there ’s guantities untold 
In the guarries and the crystals, and the guartzes, full of gold. 

It is an El Dorado, found in Mawddach’s happy vale ; 

It IS Mr. Peitchabd Mobgan’s, look you, no romancer’s tale. 

And mines besides Gwmf ynydd mine ’tis like there ’s them that owns : 
Peradventure Mr. Jenkins, Mr. Evans, Mr. Jones. 

North Wales be a Golden Chersonesus, though the phrase 
Is a little solecisms^deed, suppose guartz-crushing pays. 

^d, moreover, in Welsh diggings what if nuggets there he^fouud, 

As large as leeks, and weighing from a scruple to a pound ?* 

A Golden Age in Wales, look you, there ’s goodly ground to hope, 
a theme of song besides to give the Bards unbounded scope, 

And prizes at Eistedfoddau for poetry and odes, 

On the find of gold in the guartzes and the metal- veins and lodes. 

SOCIAL EOMANOE. 

A ‘ ' Pragmentf** extracted from the ** Dim and Pistant Future ccs 
imagined ly Mr, Frederie Sarrison, * 

•* s?^er eveninj-, and East London was looking 

ira bnghtesi Ike eight honrs of daily toil were over, and the otowm ; 
01 cneery- voiced and happy-faced working people were leturninar in i 
merry groups to their respective homes, scattered here and there ' 
amid the splendid Co-operative Palaces that reared their decorated i 
trouts to meet the last golden glories of the setting sun, and break i 
tne soft progress of the gentle evening breeze laden with the sweet 1 
scents ot the myriad flowers blooming freshly amid the verdant 1 
parUrres and wintog woodland walks by which they were divided i 
ana surrounded. Here a rippling fountain made silvery musio in ^ 
the a,ir, while yonder the noisy brooklet could he traced cleaving its j 
headlong way to the lovely Thames flowing seaward tranguilly 
I beneath, Its translucent surface bemg broken now and again ordy by i 
tne leap from an occasional seventy-pound salmon revelling for very 
joy in the highly hygienic guantity of the pure and crystal water in 1 
Above was the faultless deep-blue glory i 
of an Italian sky. Beneath rare forest trees, amidst which the grace- 


ful oleander and wild tamarisk flourished with all their native 
strength, produced a grateful shade. So sparkling and smokeless 
, was the pervading atmosphere that merely to inhale it was a physical 
I pleasure. Sanitary and social science had indeed worked their 
wonders here. East London had become to all those who dwelt amid 
its fairy labyrinths a veritable earthly Paradise. And as he cast his 
^ shapely hut workmanlike frame with an elegant ease on to one of 
the hundred comfortable lounges that at intervals fringed its green 
, swards throughout their entire length and breadth, no one in the full 
flush of this glorious summer evening appreciated the fact more 
keenly than did Jekemiah Haifinch. 

“Ah I this is delicious I ” he cried, with enthusiasm ; “just a few 
moments’ rest here to solve this problem, and then— potw- me rendre 
^ez nwi / ” He spoke with all the easy grace and perfect ton of a 
West-End raconteur, and as he opened his basket of tools and pro- 
duced from it a translation of a new work on German Philosophy in 
the pages of which he was speedily engrossed, it was impossible not 
to be struck by his general appearance. His frame was that of an 
Herculean Apollo, while his head, with its finely- chisoUed features 
md long tawny moustache, nobly sot upon his shoulders, might have 
belonged to a Captain in the Guards. There was in his eyes some- 
thing of the look of an intelligent Chief Justice, and whenever he 
moved it was with all the commanding dignity of a Lord Mayor. 
In short, it needed only a glance at Jekemiaii Haiejnch to set him 
down for what he was,— a fair specimen of the average type of the 
workmg-man of the day. 

He was not, however, destined to he long in solving his philoso- i 
miioal problem, a light step on the gravel-path caught his ear. 
He looked up. “Ah I Miss Betsy Jane” ho said, rising with a 
courtly grace as his eye rested on tho trim noatlv dressed form of a 
girl ot nineteen; > you, too, are enjoying the Elysian fragrance of 
this lovely evening P ” ^ 

The fair girl blushed slightly. She was very lovely. Her golden 
^ir crowned her beautifully shaped brow in broad deep bands. 
Her mouth had that indescribable swoetneas that is often met with in 
those in whom a marvellously active intelligence is united to a strongly 
poetic temperament. Her eyes were like two exquisite saucers of 
liguid blue, from whose sapphire depths light and laughter seemed 
to sparkle up unbidden with every variation of her mobilo and ever 
countenance. Yet she was only a poor work-girl making her 
£2 1hs, m, a week, under the now scale of prices, by Sutton-holeing. 


at the^ Opera on my way home. They are doing 
A and a little n agner is such a pleasant close 

to the day. Do not you think so P ” 

-rr eagerly, “ and I will accompany you 

—that IS, if I may,” he added, apologetically, 

W.J reply- .(n another minute they 

le'swoly along-, ssdo by sido. towards the “Great 
Spwe ot lleoroatioa, .that was already somtillating in the distanoe, 
ht up with the electric light as with the full biazo of day. As 
emerging from the garden-path, they passed a small 
tn ®f’frymg a little stone funereal nra, and she nodded 
ilrey stopped for a moment. 

what have yon got there f' asked Bwsi 
u down to kiss tho ohilL 

vninSw * » T Pjaat Grandmother,” went on the little speaker, 
i j l’®l®l^™g her from the Orematorium, She was only 
w and father says ha would like to have 

bringing hw home ®® Possible ; and so I am 

n»rl woman,” threw out Hawintob, kindly. “ Take 

oaxe you don’t drop your Great Grandmother, that 's a3l/ 

BTi^ p+i-S, her well enough,” was the prompt responso; 

Sh KSbuXn awayaoross tie grass merrily, 

♦ # * # A 


had presented thoir passes 
listened to an Act of WMSif^a in- 
’S®’^® o“»i»(r homewards, 

j 4 ? wide range, touching at one moment on 

feinomiaf Theorem; now on 
rt B °a the latest speonlations as to 

talk anfl l^bey Were deeply interested in their 

t w’+k uLT®® **11 l^®y ’j;®’'? suddenly arrested in their progress 

toat they became aware that their path was stopped by a Polieeman 

'4sXasx^ • ^ ™ 

?' A ^ J f<^ther will be so cross I ” added 

&Sd ipo^x ®®“® '"^*® 

“Nevermind, my little woman, we will soon make it all right,” 
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answered ttAitoCH, at the same time takings an eyening: paper 
from. Ms pocket, and carefully collecting the broken fragments of the 
vase and its contents, and making them np into a neat parcel. 
“There/' he added, “he'll have to get a new vase. But yon 
may tell yoni father I think he'll find his Qrandmother all there. 
So wipe your eyes and get home as fast as yon can." 

^ ^ ^ ^ jH? 

They watched the fignre of the receding child. 

“ Yon don’t have mnch work down this way nowadays P " in- 
qnired Halfinch: amiably of the Policeman. 

“ Much work I Why, bless yon, Sir, beyond occasionally running 
in an Tlnemployed Sweater, we have none at all.” 

“ "Well, good night, Miss Betsy Jane,” said Haxpinch:. 

“ Good night, Mr. Halfestch," responded the lovely girl. 

Then they each turned to their brilliantly-lighted Co-operative 
Palace homes. Silence soon fell upon the scene. Another happy 
East-End day had come to its Inxnrions close. 


NEW YEAR MEMS. 

Lord Smother Howaed Tincent & Co.—at least in 

public. Give private tip to Haetinoton, Beighx, and Goschen, to 
get me talked about as a 
“ second Cobdek.” 

Mr, OUdd-M. Mem, 

— Peel a little “ chippy " this 
morning. Go out axing. Send 
New Tear’s Card to Bopping. 

Forgive and Forget. Write 
fewer letters, make fewer 
speeches, avoid rail way station 
oratory ; Cbc-mb-el-n's imi- 
tating me there. Shall have 
him next taking to chopping 
trees in Prince’s Gardens, 
ifeffiwi.— Return to use of post- 
cards; shall also give up 
writing magazine-articles and 
devote myself more to com- 
mercial pursuits; there's a 
good deal to bo done in chips 
if one gives his mind to it. 

Why not leave Hawarden and 
reside at Chipping Norton P 

Mr, B-df*r, Gingerly mani- 
pxdate the “Crimes Act" 
across the Channel for the 
next few weeks, ilftw.— Parliament opens Feb. 9th. Be careful 
what I say or write about anybody. Consult Solicitor. 

Q, S, P-m-ll, Change my name and address next year, call 
myself B-ckxe of the Ti?ne$, 

Mr, Ch-mh^rl-n, Ketire from “ Fisheries”' as gracefully and as 
soon as possible. As J-sse C-ix-ngs would say, ^^Hook it,” Con- 
mo 's the man. 

The Lord Ch-fJ^&Uce of EngUnd. Shall begin New Year by 
leaving cfi voice lozenges, or may he called a “Sucking Ch-f 
J -st-ce,” Shouldn't like this, and I know of one worldly journalist 
who wouldn’t hesitate to write it. 

The Eight Eon,X G, G-$ch-ny M,P, Think I shall go back to 
the Liberal Party for a year at least : have tried them all round; find 
the last rather worse than others. E-nd-xph says I should by this 
time be an authority on the principle of the “Theory of Exchanges." 

Sir, W-lUm M,lP, Shall begin to get up every morning 

at seven during recess, and go out for walk in glades of New Forest 
before breakfast. Find it a capital place to think out imggrompim 
for my speeches. 

Momignor T^rs-co* Keep myself to myself, and don't say 

nothing to nobody. 

Archbishop CrAce. Ask Thos. O’Bw-eb of Limerick to dinner. 
Cut National League on first opportunity. 

Archbishop B-m-n, Study the Calendar of State Papers, time of 
Henbt the jSighth, carefully. Get portrait of myself done in full 
canonicals, with the two acolytes in scarlet skull-caps and cassocks, 
as we appeared at Truro. Pretty subject : great scope for artist. 

Bishop of L-nd-n, ** Oblige B-ns-n." Ask St-w-bt BE-dx-m to 
take me to the Alhambra. Try and get a copy of that now extinct 
work, Essays and Reviews, 

Lord JD-nr^n, Must find out what I really mean by “ Fair 
Trade,” Write to Botes and Queries^ and see it I can’t get a 
definition somehow. 

Mr, 0*Br-‘n, Continue to pose as the “Martyr of Tnllamore." 
Meantimei^ndeavour to get supplied with still more fashionable i 
clothes. ^ Why not a che<iue suit, from America ? 

Cardinal JMnn'-ng, Do something of everytMug, -Buy 

new Filter. 


The Z-rd Ch’-ncAl-r, Must really show some reason for my being 
in this exalted position. Find comfortable guarters for a few of my 
nephews, cousins, and sons-in-law who are still among “the 
Unemployed.” 

The Right Eon, J-hn Br^ght^ M, P, J-HN Be-oht, Always 

right. Politeness costs nothing. Get someone to give me a short 
manual of this almost-lost art, like prize-fighting. The latter being 
revived. Practise both. 

Mr, C, VAl-rs SUnf-rd, Inaugurate my Professorship in style. 
Get to work, and show 'em I 'm the best man to turn out a genuinely 
successful fibrst- class English Opera. 

Professor E’-xl-y, Study Sp-bg-n's Sermons for jokes and style, 
and read some theology, with a view to carrying out the great 
object of mylife—smashing W. S. L-ixt. 

Mr, W, jS, L4ly, Write more Chapters of History. Devote five 
minutes, one day when I have the leisure, to smashing H-xi-y.^ 

Mr, Justice JSt^ph-n, Bead up everything. After doing this, at 
last give my attention to the study of law. Mem, — Who was “ The 
Master of the Sentences f ” Must get his work, and revise some of 
my own. 

Sir F. L-ght-n^ P,R,A, Commence getting up Academy Speech 
for opening day, Jfcw.— Bead Lempriereh Classical Dictionary 
for subject for “big B.A. picture. 

Sir J.E. MAl-Sy R,A, Knock off a few pictures for Illustrated 
papers of Christmas, 1888. Any model with fair hair will do. 
Write to P-bs’ S— p people. 

W, P, FrAhf R,A, Write more Recollections, Wish 

I 'd taken to this sort of thing earlier in life. 

Mr, ZA>--ch-rey M,P, Must get rid of Br-xl-gk ; always been 
rather a drag on me. Try and hit on some other popular notion as 
good as Truths Christmas Toys. Keep Eye on “ Bxmxtnx." 

Jfr, Edm-nd T-Us, Write more Becollections and Experiences. 
Call them Moi’-Mimeries, Keep eye on “ Henry." 

Mr, J, L, T-'h, Spend all my spare time in arranging jokes for 
speeches. Note them down every morning when shaving. Send 
an occasional letter to friend Irv-ng. 

E, Irv-ng, Refuse title if offered. Tell friend T-xe to do the same, 

Mr, J, L, SAl*v-n {Pugilist), Challenge somebody. “Excuse 

my glove." 

Mr, J, Sm4h {Pugilist), Challenge S-XX-v-N, and fight him. 

Sir A. S4Uv-n {Composer), Leave Society to the other S-xx-v-N. 
Have had enough of it. Get back to my music. Give up G-xb-bt 
as soon as possible. 

Mr, W, 8, GAh-rt. Hang music. Write something or other 
without it. As soon as possible, give up B-lx-t-n. Also dispense 
with Gk-ssm-tj0C. 

F, L-c1m-dy Q.C., Af.P. Benounce Law and Politics. Draw for 
Punch, Ask H. F-rn-ss to give me a few lessons* 

Bight Eon. D-vid B, Pl-nh4^ M,P, Take a walk about London 
every morning at leasts with view to rivalling Smn Weller in extent, 
if not peculiarity, of my knowledge of this “ Vast Metrolopus." 

Mrs, B^m-rd B-re, Look after the acting rights of Za Tosca* 
Get. as good a play (if loan) as As in the Looktng-glass, from the 
author of the novel.^ Go to Paris, and see dear Sarah. Find a better 

Mr, S-ntl’-y, L^rn “ Thh^icarofBray^^^ and “ Father OFlynnf^ 
asT have not added many new songs of late years to my repertoire, 

Mr, S-ms R„v-s, Keep all my notes for my Autobiography. 
What title? Apologia f 

M-d-me B4ti, Have “jSbmc, Sweet translated into foreign 
: languages, to give it an air of novelty. Leave Wales to the Welshers. 

! Mr, A-g-st-s E-rr-s, Commence Pantomime for 1888-89. Enter- 
tain everybody. Bend Life Pass for the ftueen's Box, to the 
Assistant AYchiteot of the Metropolitan Board of Works. Must be 
presented at Court this year. Should look well in Court suit. 

Dr. R-b$^n R-se. Must invent something new in the diet line* for 
New Year ; ehall cut off claret and hot water and their dry toast. 

To write article in F-rtn-ghily on “The Here and There of 
London Life,” and point out the absolute necessity of consulting me 
on every subject. Becommend (as something novel), taking soup 
after cheese. This advice ought to increase my practice considerably. 

The Rev. Dr. P-rh-r, Shall stay at home ; at least, won't go 
again to United States ; too vast. 

Mr, B-s^nt, Keep my name well before the public. Think New 
Novel, All Sorts of Mortihoys^ by Sir W-xt-b B-s-nt, Bart,, would 
have good effect with publishers. Get W-xs-n B-br-tt to dramatise 
with me, of course. Shall ask him not to act in it. Off to Africa, to 
get away from “London blacks." 

Afr. Ff-rm-n L^cky-.r, Write Magnum Opus^ on the action of 
Snowballs in Space. 

Sir M-‘rJl M-ck--m-e, Make careful study of the peculiar diseases 
incident to “ Bumonr’s lying throat "—especially in Germany. 

Ch^rm-n of M^ddl-s-x M-g-^strA-s, Attend some Metropolitan 
Music Hall every n^ht of my life. 

Ed4^r of P.M.G, Get Stead-ier every day. 

Jfr. Punch, To wish a Happy New Year to everybody generally. 
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THE PENNY READING. 

(ANKALS OF A QUIET NEIGHBOURHOOD.) 

(» ^m0245 (7o?Mw). “I OAN'T 6AY YOU HAVE A VERY APPRECIATIVK PuRLKJ UP tlltml I 

ITBVER SANO ViLIEliS AlfJ> mS DlI^AR BBITB« — BBT NoBODTr LABOBED A BIT I ”, 

HorrUS oy, “ Oh, but thbt bid whbk tob sanb ‘ The Deahu qe NsLSOirJ I saw them I ” 


THE INFANT PHENOMENON. 

What will he play P Oh I young New Year, 
Precocious power and baby skill 
AO Music’s zealots are strangely dear ; 

The tiny fingers that thump and trill, 

That sweep the keyboard with splendid speed, 
Like rattling rain-drops, or fairy-feet, 

Are sure of flattery’s fullest meed, 

And praise is sweet. 

An early debuts my little man I 
The dimpled digits you swiftly spread 
J.^ soundmg octaves can scarcely span. 

The pedals hardly your toes can tread, 
i et here you are, and the public ear 
Is all agog for the opening chords, 

With breathless mingling of hope and fear, 
Too deep for words. 

The Future’s Music before you stands, 
,_Time at your elbow is prompt to turn. 
Twill tax the force of your infant hands, 
Prodigies even have much to learn. 

M^AnT, or Hoppmann, or Liszt, of conrse, 
You may turn out in your own new line : 
May give ns freshly the fire and force 
Of Eubinsteik. 

The hour, young Hopeful, seems something 
iu present promise of Harmony : [scant 
Our leading mnsic is militant. 

Touch us a stave in a cheerful key I 
We have abundance of crash and blare. 


r o .uavc ttuunuauce oi crasn and blare, 
Drums and trumpets make angry noie : 
Most of ns long for a Lydian air, 

0, best of boys I 


Something Arcadian, manly-sweet, 
Blending notes of the lyre and flute ; 

Pastoral Symphony gaily fleet, 

Moaning chords in the minor mute. 

Something stirring to lift the heart, 
Something merry to move the toes ; 

Melody pure with a loolrthf ul start 
And a moving close. . 

Clmrges, marches, hugle-hlasts. 
Clarion-calls to the onset, tire ; 

Martial music a sadness oasts, 

Too long blown, e’en on hearts of fire. 

Still the trumpet, and drop the drum I 
Bid the fife for a moment cease I 

Boy, we ’ll bless you if you ’ll but strum 
The notes of Peace. 

Wagner-worry of key and string 
Has its power, and holds its place : 

Touch to-day, boy, the chords that sing 
Of love and gladness, of mirth and grace. 

The Future’s Music you fain must play ? 
True I Yet turn ere a chord is struck. 

A bumper, bov, to a brighter day I 

Here ’s health and luck I 

TOCOMMOH. 

Mr. Punch lately learned to bis extreme 
astonishment and delight that he is one of the 
mdep^dent Electors of the Ward of Farriug- 
• ? gathered this important 

information from the receipt of a highly 
illustrated card from one of the numerous 
candidates to represent him in that illustrious 
body the Court of Common Council, during 


the coming year, soliciting the honour of his 
vote and interest. 

The Candidate in question described at 
length ms various qualifications for the office 
he sought. He kindly informed Mr. launch 
that he was a Citizen, a lA>riner— whatever 
Diat mysterious occupation may mean— and a 
People’s Caterer, and any doubt that might 
have, been entertained with regard to the 
especial business for, which he catered was at 
once, removed by the perusal of the last line 
ot his canvassing card, which, after kindly 
informing Mr. l*unch that he had no less than 
sixteen votes at his disjjosal, finished with the 
remarkable request, “ Kindly PnuMP for your 
Little Sausage MaxreI ” 

Naturally wondering why a little Sausage 
Maker shonld bo oonsidared as so peculiarly 
eligible for the office of C’ommon Councilman, 
every elector should plump for him, 
Mr. Punch again examined the mysterious 
card, found on its back a graphic repre- 
sentation of a race for the ** Fork Sausage 
showing the Candidate, mounted on 
a decidedly thoroughbred Pig, coming in an 
easy winner with the rest nowhere, amid the 
chorus of the surrounding multitude. 

Doubting whether a Large Tripe Dresser, 
or a Middle-sized Mutton-Pieman, would not 
have eqpl claims upon hie Plumper to that 
of a Little Sausage Maker. Mr. Punch decided 
to take no part in the Blloction for Common 
Councilmen until the real meaning of the 
j * Oommon ” is better understood than it 
e™ently is at present by some aspirants to 
I the Omoe in question. 
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DOLL-CE DOMUM. 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


^ One of the prettiest and most seasonable 
sights we have seen for a long while was the 
display of toys collected by the proprietor 
of Truthiiom the readers of that entertain- 
ing periodical, exhibited in Willis’s Eooms 
before distribution amongst the children of 
our hospitals and work-houses. The dolls 
(there were thousands and thousands of 
them) seemed to be bidding the fashionable 
world adieu before entering, like so many 
Sisters of Mercy, upon a mission of tender 
charity to the sick poor. There was a 
private view on Sunday, a week before 
Christmas Day, and those who examined 
the treasures revealing the glories of Regent 
Street and the Lowther Arcade, oonld not 
help thinking “ Mr. Laboucheeb must have 
a heart as good as his head, and be a very 
kind man au fond^^ We wonder whether 
that confirmed cynic, the proprietor of 
Truths would make the same admission ? 


The reasons given in the correspondence 
published in the Thms of last Thursday for 
discharging Mr. Highton from his offices in 
coimection with the Westminster Play seem 
to us inadequate. Instead of his work 
tending to lower the tone of the performance, 
surely its effect would obviously be to 
Highton it. 

Of course Smith and Kilbain passed their 
Boxing-Day together. 


EGBERT ON THE ERENOH TUNG. 

I BEGINS to feel as how the older one gits the more a little bother 
seems to worry him. There was a time when I could look bothers in 

t the face with the same carm look as I lissens 
to a gent when he tries to perswade me as 
how as that port isn’t ’47 Port, but them 
times is gorn I ’m afeard, never to return. 

My present bother came upon me amost 
like a moderate size thunderbolt, and was 
summut in this way. The Manager of one 
of my best Hotels took me into Ms privet 
room, one day larst week, and had sum 
werry sollem tork with me. He was werry 
kind, and werry considerate, but he was 
also werry furm, and what he said was 
summut like this 

** You see, Eobbet,” said he, ** things is 
' a changing in Hotels as is amost all other 
thinpfs, and all things as is jest a leetle 
old fashoned and a leetle rusty, as it were, 
must be jest pollished up a bit, and made a 
little fresher like. Now take our Hotel, for 
xample. See what lots of forren gents comes and stays here, and 
many on ’em so orful ignorant that they carnt not hardly speak a 
word of InglishI Well^ if they arsks one of our Hed Waiters a 
plain common miestion in Prench, which they all on ’em seems to 
know how to torfc, they natrally expeos a anser. Now, what French 
do you know ? ” 

I confess I was so taken aback at the suddenness of the question, 
that I was amost speechless. But I pulled myself together, like a 
man and a Hed Waiter, and said, “ Not werry much. Sir, but when 
I was in Brussels two years ago, witch, I bleeves is sumwheres in 
France, I lernt jest a few words from the gassons at the Flarnders 
Hotel, witch I have treasured up in fond memory, and may find 
usefool sumtimes.” “Oh,” said he, didn’t know you had 
travelled, so perhaps you will be able to manage.” 

I didn’t think it worth while to tell him that I had only been in 
Brussells two days, and that it rained all the time, as I was told it 
amost always does there, hence so many Brussells Sprouts, hut I at 
wunce made up my mind to strike up a closer aoquaintence with one 
of our yun^ French Walters to himproye myself in his tun^and 
himprove him in ours. And I ’m getting on quite wunderfool. Why. 
ony yesterday a'forren gent said to me, Encore de Pulley, Q-asson I ’’ 
to which I at wince replied, “ Be hanged I Mossoo,” and took Mm 
some. I was a good deal emused at Ms calling me a hoy, hut my 
young French friend told me as it was only their way, and didn’t 
mean no offense, so I forgnv him. But wot a langwidge I to encore a 



biled chicking as if it was a comiok Song I Of course I sumtimes 
makes mistakes, who woodu’t? Last Muuday, for iustance, a 
forreuer asked me for some raisins, and of course I took him some 
and some armonds with ’em, but he larfed quite axtily, and kindly 
sed, “ I sink as you calls ’em grapes,” but wot iguorance, not to 
know one from the other I 

I find too, werry much to my discumfort and worry, that I am 
xpected to bussel about jest as if I was the mere boy as the French 
gents calls me, witch is of coarse so werry different to what I have 
for so many years bin akustomed to in the dear, old. quiet, respeckt- 
able City, that I sumtimes wunders whether I shall be able to stand 
it for long. Another tMng too as I misses terribly, is the butter 
habseuce of Toastes. No loyal Toastes, nor no Army and Navy and 
Wolluntears, and no blushing Churchman’s helth, nor no Lord 
Mayor’s helth, but dreokly as they ’ve dun their dinner away they 
goes to the Play or some such frivolus emusement, insted of setting 
for ours and ours over their wine, and lissening with rapshuxe to the 
long speaches, as full of *wit as they is of wisdom, which has made us 
what we are, the sollemest, aud the most respectablest, and the 
I most diningontest people in XJrope, and the best frends to the pore 
hardworking Waiters of any other nation. 

What a glorious free-drinking race we must have bin in days gone 
by I How one’s respect rises np when one hears of a digneterry of 
the Church who lived to the green old age of 80, becoz he always 
drunk a bottle of old port every day of his life from his yonth up- 
wards. How artily I wish I ooud afford to foRer his brillyant 
xampel I and so gain the profound admiration of my fellow men, as 
he did. Why, to such a mou ^his dinner must have bin to bim the 
one great object of his life, as it ort to be to every reel Gentleman. 
My son William, who is a good calculator, tells me that tMs trowly 
reverend Diwine must have drunk a hole Pipe of Port ewery two 
years of Ms life I What a time of it Ms rewerend Butler must hare 


Robbet. 


SWIYELLERIANISM. 


From the Police Reports we have discovered that there is a 
Society called “ The Social Trumps.” What a Swivellerian title I 
The dispute which made these trumps Police Court Cards turned 
on a question of money, and the Magistrate, Mr. Lushington (cotdd 
there nave been a more significantly appropriate name for a justice 
having to decide a Swivellerian case? ) recommended the Social 


Trumps to settle their little difficulty amicably among themselves. 
We hope the Trumps went and had a jolly Mow out together, 
enlivened with songs about “The Rosy” and “Glorious Apollo,” 


and sentiments to the effect that none of them “ might ever want a 
friend or a bottle to give him,” The Social Trumps” must be 
enjoying their Christmas festivities. Their Christmas, of course, is 
The Ring of Trumps. I 






CHRISTMAS CRIMES. 

(JDedieaied to the unfortunate Concoctere of Sensational Leading Artidesi) 

“ A Meert CliriBtmaB ! And why not a Merry Christmas, we 
shonld like to be informed ? Is it not far better to be joyous and 

mirthful than to be ” (&0. Supply vigorous epithets here). “ A 

black-sonled tyrant like CiESA.E Boegxa. could, no doubt, spend his 

Yule-tide in ” (&o., &o. Invent some revolting anecdote about 

C-aESAE B.) ** Yet even those insufidoiently clad progenitors of ours, 
the ancient Druids, seem to have understood as though by instinct 
the solemn nature of the season which to-day ushers in, and in what 

Mr. Pebemait ” (or was it Lord Tensttsoit? Never mind— 

chance it !)—“ calls the ‘dateless dawn of history,’ they first em- 
ployed the mistletoe bough for ritual, and perhaps even for osculatory, 
purposes, and habitually gave themselves an extra coat of paint on 
the 25th of each recurrent December. And who can blame them ? ” 
(Keoolleot that interrogatories, addressed to nobody in particular, 
add force to a style. ) “ What though our modem Yule-tide ceremonies 

are a mere survival of ” (Here bring in anything you faaow about 

the Roman Saturnalia, ^ something pretty about holly being 
Scandinavian, and that “Waits” were quite common in Athens in 
SoPBTOCLBs’ time, especially on the stage. Then go on triumphantly 
and truculently, as if you had proved your point down to the ground) 
—‘‘What difference does it make? It is the great holiday of the 

Winter ” (This will be a novel idea to most of your readers.) 

“For the children, who gather round the cheerful fire, and listen to 
the ghost-story invented by some eloquently mendacious uncle, 
the season positively sparkles and scintillates with happiness.” 


“Howexqumtelypleasantitistoheartheohildishvoioes,” <^c., 

(to any amount). 

“Even for the elders, too, there is a mirth and joy about the 
Sacred Season, as they calmly retire to their beds just when the 
row down-stairs is becoming unbearable, and looking their doors, 
bok carefully round the room to see that the jug is fiUed in readiness 
for the midnight serenaders of this bliusM time- 

“When Dickens drew his immortal picture of («S;o., ifeo. Here 

gush at length about Gabriel Grubby Tiny Tim^ and anybody suit- 
able, from The Christmas Chimes or Carols)^ “ or when Washxnotok 

Ipjwo depicted the more than feudal men'y'*makmgs at” 

(&c., &c. Try to cook up as much about Lhacehridm Mall as you 


(&c., &c. Try to cook up as much about Bramhridge Mall as you 
think the public will stand. Perhaps a few praotioai words at the 
end would he advisable, as follows) 

“And after our traditional Yule-tide offerings are over ; after the 


Lipj there the man with soul so dead. Whose heart within him has 
not bled, And who, quite promptly has not ffed, at mention of that 
Iprandest of Nineteenth Century inspirations, the Jubilee Imperial 

Institute? The Imperial Institute is ” (Here mention what it 

w. If you don’t quite know, you can count upon none of your 
waders bemg any the wiser. Then add appeals for cash, a few more 
Yule-tide common-plaoes, and a general and genial wind-up*) 

Whek a judgment is re-versed, ought not the originallto have 
been m rhyme ? 


{Cr IfOTICE—Eejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Hcturei of any desoriptlon, will 
Sera wiU he nre:MepU^^^ accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, ta tWs rale 









Absurd to a Degree, 13 
Actor’s Progrorts (The), 203 
Artam Slaughterman, 83 
Addio, Adelina 1 288 
Advice Gratis, 248 
Albert Hall Concjert, 244' 

All in Play, 49, 88, 100, &c. 

All thoDlfTerenco, 82, 222 
“All the Talents," 300 
Almost too Good to be True, 2511 
Alteram Partem, 278 
Amen 1 253 
American China, 148 
American Chonis, 249 
Another “Butler;" or, A Thorne in his 
side, 301 

Another Chance for JToe and Jesse, 215 
Arzns and the (Police) Man, 17 
'Arry atthe 8ea‘8id6, 111 
*Arry on Angling, 45 
’Arry on his Critics, 280 
’Arry on Ijaw and Onler, 249 
'Arry on Ochre, 169 
Artist’s Holiday (The), 94 
At Hawardon, 228 
At Home with Atoms, 114 
At the I-iyceuin, 28 
At the Naval Review, 80 
At the Oval, 81 
Autumn Day (An), 189 
Basks in the Christmas Wood (The), 267 
Backing Baco, 128 
Bacon Again, 288 
Bacon v, Sihakanearo, 288 
Bad News for Ina-Drinkers, 102 
Ballade of the House (A), 82 
Ballade of the Timid Bard, 185 
Ballet (The), 97 
Bard at Henley (Tlie), 5 
Barr Brink (A), 137 
Bartlett’s Baby, 214 
Battle of the Way (The), 157 
“ Bearing of It lies In the Application " 
(The), 219 

Bicyclists of England (Tlie), 145 

Big Work an<l Little Hamls, 184 

Bishop and Port, 264 

Black Affair at Haytl (A), 217 

Blessings in Disguise, 29 

Bob fcJawyer Redivivus, 179 

Bogey in Bond Street, 190 

“Bon Voyage I" 93 

Bounties to Foreigners, 205 

Boy and the Bear (The), 142 

Brigand's Boom (The), 129 

Burly Gentleman (A), 232 

Burning Question (A), 98 

By a Canterbury Belle, 89 

By George 1 231 

OASK-o'-my-Banker, 118 

Chairs to Mend, 190 

Change, 76 

Change of Name, 106 

Channel Talk, 81, 191 

“ Charles our Friend," 222 

Chess-shire Cheese (A), 68 

Chimes (The), 294 

Christmas Crimes, 810 

“Christmas is Coming i" 243 

Circular Note (A), 293 

Circus Performances, 117 

Clear as Crystal ; or, All about It, 29 

Cloud of Yachts (A), 193 

“Cold id by Doze/ 198 

Complaint of the Cockney Clerk (The), 167 

Conf^sor's Costume (A), 244 


Conscientious Apparition (The), 298 

Conventional Politeness, 210 

Comet and Piano, 301 

Correct Card (The), 62 

Country Cousin’s Vado Mecum (The), 46 

Court Circular (The), 40 

Crossing the Bar, 165 

Cry from tlie Counting-house (A), 286 

Dark Look-out (A), 17 

Day Out (A), 28 

Dear Departed (The), 208 

Derby and Gladstone, 203 

Despatch with Economy, 38 

Difficult Navigation, 54 

Disputed Will (A), 273 

Doll-ce Bomum, 309 

Bown-y Philosopher (A), 261 

Dranutic Oratorio (A), 289 

Drury Lane with Pleasure, 113 

Duke’s Motto (The), 123 

Dustman and the Barge-Owner (Tlio), 289 

'Eat of Discussion (The), 145 

Echoes from St, James's Palace, 178 

Elegant Extracts by Eminent Men, 01 

End of the Jubilee (The), 62 

End of the Summer (An), 133 

Epitaph (An), 40 

Essence of Parliament, 11, 23, 85, &c. 

Euthanasia, 203 

Eviction, 74 

Extra Special, 246 

Patiikr of the Man (The), 128 

Fcnlinand and Ariel, 76 

“ Finis Coronat Opus," 76 

Fire and Water, 78 

First in the Field, 112 

Fishers (The), 219 

Fistic Crack, Smith (The), 286 

Fling at Fair Traders, 277 

Florcat Maschera I 3 

Fly and the Farmers (The), 106 

For an Irish Trip, 118 

Foreign language Competition, 70 

Forest Talk, 106 

Foul is Fair, 40 

Founded on Fact, 291 

Four Noble Burglars (Tlic), 218 

From a Country Cousin, 303 

From Mr. Henry Irving’s Note-Book, 201 

Furnishing Fictionists, 292 

Future Position of the Army (The), 276 

Gardkn, Lane, and Market, 5 

Garden Talk, 153 

Gentle Johnny Bull, 208 

Gentle Shepherd 1 173 

“ Gosta Grayorum," 16 

Glfwlstone Bait (The), 230 

“ Glass Falling I " 66 

Gog and Magog at the Ball, 9 

Gold and 8U‘el, 158 

“Good Gun "(A). 90 

Grandolph's Teachings, 21 

Grasp your Thistle, 181 

Great News for the Impecunious, 141 

Great Thirst Land (The). 40 

Havoc 1 61 

Hazard of A-dye (Tlie), 66 
Heavy Lightning, 146 
Henry Mayhew, 53 
Hibernia to the Queen, 9 
Hints for the Unemployed, 202 
Hint to the Howlers (A), 118 
His First Apjiearance at tho Cafd de« 
Ambassadeurs, 218 
Holiday Hints, 106 
“Homes In the Hills," 102 


“ Home, Sweet Home I" 12 

House and Home, 129 

How Then? 166 

How to Escape the Fog, 258 

Humility, 221 

Hydropathic Art, 278 

Hygienic, 153 

Impkrial Insfcitutors, 204 

Important Summing-Up (An), 255 

In Convocation, 24 

Infant Phenomenon (The), 306 

Ingratitude of Grandolph ( The), 227 

Insurer’s Phrase-Book (The), 77 

In their Crackers, 297 

In the Nick of Time, 292 

Invitation (An), 87 

Irish Net Profit, 108 

“ Irish Prosecutions," 183 

Jack’s Response, 38 

Jaw-holding, 220 

Jenny Lind, 219 

Jest in Earnest, 63 

Jills in Office, 4 

Joe’s Jaunt, 189 

Jupiier Tonans 1 102 

Kept In, 250 

Knight Thoughts, 197 

Lawbs' Law, 66 

Lady Godiva and her Portraits, 14 
Laissez-Faire, 110 
Ijand Measure, 73 
Lane and Ganlen, 33 
I^arks and tho Roses (The), 261 
Ijarks for Legislators, 34 
Last of tho Go-he-cans (Tho), 221 
Ijast (Signal) Man (The), 162 
Ijast Visit (but One) to tho Academy 
(The), 9 

Ijatest Addition to Fairy Land, 250 
Latest and Best from Berlin (Tho), 270 
Ijatest from Lord’s (The), 2 
Iwatest Street Improvement, 15 
Lawful (?) Ijatitude, 84 
Lay of Lawrence Moor I 292 
Learned Protest (A), 297 
Learning the Language, 117 
Legion of Dishonour (Tho), IS2 
Lesson for tho Bay (Tho), 242 
Lesson of the Royal Review (The), 28 
Lottcr-Bagof Toby, M.P., 173, 184, 198, &c. 
Lichfield House of Call (A), 180 
Light from the Windj^l33 
Lighting the Dublin Beacon, 258 
Line for Browning (A), 237 
Literary Find (A), 252 
Ijoadod with Presents, 174 
“ Long expected come at Last ! " 5 
Lord Mayor's Day in Dublin (A), 170 
Ijord Salisbury’s Shakspeare, 273 
Lords and ladies, 21 
Liost Record (The), 130 
Maoazines in Bulk, 205 
Making it Easy, 42 

Manners and Customs of tho City of 
Iiondon, 228 
Marble Arch (The), 73 
“ Margarine," 34 
May in November, 242 
Meiwjure for Measure, 96 
Medical New Year's Bay (The), 166 
Messenger of Peace (The), 186 
“MitoMalre," 240 

Mixed Pickles ; or, A Very late Party, 14 
More Advice Gratis, 130 
More Jills in Office, 17 
More Realism, 221 


More Reminisconccs, 2.32 
Morning’s Reflections (The), 157 
Mr. Gladstone on tho Fifth of November, 
208 

Mr. Punch’s Manual for Young Reciters, 
25, 37, 64, &c. 

Muse in Manacles (The), 192 
“ My Lawyer," 26 
Mysterious Paper (A), 225 
Nappy Holiday (A), 228 
Necessary Explanation (A), 278 
Negative Results, 238 
Ne Plus Ulster, 191 
Now, and Bad, “Hatch" (The), 5 
New North-West Passage (The), 174 
New Quixote (The), 194 
New Sixpence (The), 274 
Newton and the Apple, 18 
Now Version, 231 

New Wersion of an Old Song (A), 72 
New Year Mems, 305 
New Year’s Caul (A), 802 
Not a “ Dens ox Maehind," 150 
(Not at all) Bad Hornburg, 155 
(Not so) Bad Hornburg, 143 
Nottingham v. Sunderland, 201 
Novel Reader’s Vado Meeum (The), 105 
Nu Dikshonary (The), 165 
Nuggets in North Wales, 304 
O’lJRiKN’s Breeches, 274 
Obviously, 237 

Octopus of Romance and Reality (The), 
171 

Official Object Lessons, 22 

Of tho Maskc-alino Gender, 28 

Old Doggerel Adapted, 22 

Oldest akotchlng Club in the World (The), 

“ On his Own Hook ! " 114 

On the Stump, in Two Senses, 141 

On the Wing, 138 

On the Wrong Scent, 270 

Open Question, 264 

Operatic Confusion, 1 

Our Advertisers, 149, 197, 209 

Our Booking-Office, 16.5, 180, 192, 650 . 

Our Christmas Booking-Office, 281 
Our Debating Club, 245, 268 
Our Exchange and Mart, 49, 69 
Our Ignoble Solves, 121 
Our Theatrical Picture-Posters, 275 
Pauack of (Advertising) Ait/ (The), 263 
Papers from Pumphaiidle Court, 241 
Parliamentary Ballyhooly (The), 62 
Parliamentary Notices, 61 
Paving the Way for him, 22 
“ Paying their Shot," 147 
Peccant Member (Tho), 114 
Philosopher’s Stone (The), 262 
Philosophy at the Popping-Cimse, 26 
Piccadilly Players, 293 
Plea for the Birds (A), 125 
Pleasant Traveller’s CJonversation-Book 
(The), 73 

Plentiful Lac (Hie), 226 
Pluck of Gggrrandddolllmaim’s Camp 
(Tho), 285 ^ 

Point of Law (A), 161 
Poor Old England 1 162 
Powers that be (The), 245 
Pretty Centenarian (A), 122 
Pretty Kettle of Fish (A), 154 
Price of Support (The), 86 
Private Banker's Pman (The), 77 
Privileged Pistols, 73 

l^ro Bono Publico, 197 j 
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Professor at the Dinner-Tahle (The), 287 i 

Progressive Programme (A), 193 

Promenading, 246 

Protest (A), 186 

Quehn at Hatfield (The), 26 

Quite a Little Holiday, 179, 193 . 

Quite Chrismassy, 281 
Quite English, 134 
“Quite English, you kaow,"_2S2 
Baleigh too Bad, 6 
Bapture, 93 

Basher Theory of Bacon (A), 27S 

Bather Mixed, 232 

Beal Grievance Office (The), 170 

Beal “Inky Flood” (A), 110 

Beal Sporting Event (A), 118 

Seasons Why, 246 

Becent Prize-Fight (The), 303 , 

Begular Cell (A), 137 
“Be-Joyce !” 278 

Beminiscence of the Naval Beview(A), 52 

Eichard Jeffries, 93 

Else in Balloons (A), 89 

Bobert at Lillie Bridge, 159 

Robert at Kilburn, 265 

Robert at Marlow, 125 

Bobert at the Academy, IS 

Bobert at the American Exhibition, 10 

Bobert at the Guildhall Ball, 33 

Robert at the Ministerial Bankwot, 81 

Royalty at the Palace, 4 

Bobert at S pithead, 57 

Robert on Lord Mayor’s Day, 237 

Bobert on Luxury, 206 

Robert on Spelling, 183 

Robert on the French Tung, 309 

“ Room and Verge,” 75 

Roses in December, 289 

Bow in tlio Gallery (A), 221 

Satlok’s Slip (The), 57 

Salubrities Abroad, 65, 76, 86, &c. 

Sardou and Sara, 268 
Scarcely Worth While, 25 
Scarletina at Truro, 225 
Schoolmaster of tlio Future (The)}- 234 
Sea*Drearas, 70 
Seeing his Way, 39 
Shakspeare Up Again, 289 
Shakspearian Question (The), 274 
Shows Views, 185, 208, 220, &c. 

Shrimp Cure (The), 240 
Sidonian Shakspeare, 46 
Sigh of the Season (The), 106 
Social Romance, 304 
Society Sibyls, 279 
Some More Official Jills, 60 
Some Notes at Stamouth, 97, 120, 182, Ac. 
Something to Swallow, 303 
Song by Sir Abel Handy, 24 
Songs at Stamboul, 21 
Soothing Song for August (A), 69 
Bo Seasonable, you know, 245 
Sound Opinion (A), 285 
“ Special ” Reasons, 243 
Stable Companion (A), 167 
Straight Tip (The), 277 
Strange Adventures of Ascena Lukin- 
glass, 109 

Strictly Private, 232 

. Studies from Mr. Punch’s Studio, 41, 204 
Summer Boating Song, 58 
‘ Summer Soliloquy (A), 108 
Suspiria, 229 
Swivellerianism. 309 
Tale of Terror (A), 110 
Testimonial (A), 18 
Theatrical Noes to Queries, 168 
Theatrical Reciprocity, 277 
Theory and Practice, 233 
To a Lady Dentist, 195 
To his Mistress, 249 
Tom Brown & Co.’s Schooldays, 256 
Too Clever by Half, 293 
Too Much of a Good Thing, 3 
“To Tea-pot Bay and Back,” 121 
To the Incomplete (Political) Angler, 209 
To the Modem Men of Gotham, 2S1 
To the Unemployed, 245 
Town Mouse’s Trials (The), 231 
Toying with Truth, 286 
Traveller’s Vade Mecum (The), 64 
Turning to the Left, 169 
’Twill Illume, 243 
Two Goats (The), 180 
Two Canons and Bean-Baggers (The), 253 
Two French Presidents rolled into One 
254 

Two Voices (The), 198 
Tympanum (The), 156 
Uncommon, 306 
Unemployed, 298 
Venice Unpreserved, 98 
Verb Sap., 83 

! Very Annoying, 26 
Very like a Wales, 62 
Very Pretty Tale by Anderson A), 124 
Vicarious Whipping, 169 
Vis-it to “ The Licensed Vistlors,” 291 
Virtues of Omission, 99 


Voces Popnli, 201, 214, 226, &ic. 

Wail of Messrs. Burt and Fenwick, 145 

Wail of the Male (The), 126 

Wail of the Wire (The), 242 

Waiting his Orders, 300 

Wanted, a Theseus, 160 

Way of the Wind (The), 99 

Well Protected, 280 

Welsh for the Welsh, 73 

What was it ? 138 

Whistling Belief (The), 106 

Whitman in London, 101 

Why he Went, 82 

Woes of the Water Consumer (The), 250 

Words in Season, 123 

Worth Cultivating, 290 

Worth Mentioning, 14 

Would-he “ Literary Gent” (A), 274 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

All the Difference, 223 

Chimes (Tiie), 295 

Convention-al Politeness, 211 

Difficult Navigation, 55 

“Filial Tableau” (The), 127 

“ Fire Fiend ” (The), 79 

“ Glass Falling 1” 67 

“ Good Gun ” (A), 91 

Grand Old Janu.s (The), 247 

Infant Phenomenon (The), 307 

Jupiter Tonans 1 103 

Justice at Fault, 163 

LighlMig the Dublin Beacon, 269 

Maki:- ir Lasv, 43 

Messenger ot Pcaoe (The), 187 

New “ Hatch ’’ (The), 7 

New Norih-Wc.st Passage (The), 175 

Newton and the Apple, 19 

“ On his own Hook ! " 115 

On the Wrong Scent, 271 

“ Overlooked 1 ” 139 

“ Quito English, you know,” 283 

Schoolmaster o I the Future (Tin*). 235 

Spithoad, July 23, 1887, 81 

Two Voices (The), 199 

Wanted, a Tliosous, 151 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Aca»jsmv Pictures, 9, 1,3 
Alderman’s Reason for drinking Cham- 
pagne, 226 

Amateur Vocalist at a Penny Reading 
(An), 806 

'Any, 'Arriot, and the Indians, 18 
Aitist and his Rich Patron (An), 

Artists and School-Board Notice, 46 
Aunty and the Policeman, 231 


Babes in the Christmas Wood (The), 266 
Baby BottOsini (The), 38 
Baby Gorilla (The), 214 
Birds on the Telegraph Wires, 165 
Boatman’s Opinion on a Dress-lmprovor, 
126 

Bogoyish Pictures, 190 
Boulangcr-Fcrry Duel (The), 63 
Brown’s Boarhound and the Babbit, 270 
Brown’s Experience of Sipialls, 118 
Bulgar Boy and the Bear, 142 
Buying Grouse, 135 
Cannibal Uncle (A), 70 
Chamberlaiu and the Gladstone Bait, 230 
Children’s Day in the Country (A), 30 
Chimucy-Sweep not in Black, 130 
Chinaniaii on Tricycle (A), 60 
Chorister Boys with the Mumps, 217 
Churchill at the Battle of the KstimatcH, 
39 

Clergymnii and the Widow (The), 203 
Colour of the Corse (The). HI 
Comte de Pari.s and iiis Manifesto, *134 
Costumes for the Recess, 143 
Country Ladio.s and Street Boys, 291 
Cricket at Lord’s, 12, 28 
Dachshund’s Sore Throat (A), 278 
Darwinian Ancestor (A), 265 
DMmtantc’s Series of Suppers (A), 222 
Disadvanfago of being an Ari.stiicrat, 110 
Division Lobbies (The), 11 
Doll Chaiiibcrlaiu Quixote, 194 
Duke fvieting the Voluiilcci s (Thel, 74 
Diinil) Cminbe's School-Book Review, 37 
Hast Countrynu'u on Discslabh.slimeiit, 
219 

English and American yachts, 157 
Fag-cud of the S(*S8ion (The), 83 
Fnmilv St.arting for tin* Seaside, 90 
Finding the l.iiw Courts, 129 
First Meet of tlie Rinson (The), 227 

Punch’s Parliamentary Revi(‘w, 23 
Footman’.s Opinion of the tlinunployed, 
213 

German Belle’s English (A), <‘2 
Gladstone and Jenny Jones, 290 
Oladstono's Hale of Chips, 292 
Gomlolier and the Stenm-lamuih, 98 
Good-woodcuts, 48 

Grandpapa, Johnny, mid the Irish Hlew, 
298 

Grand Parliamenimy Cricket- Match, 71 
(4 rouse Prospects, (10 

Guest's Depurtun^ nml the lltUo Trees, 210 
lliimpHtcnd Ponds (The), 19R 
Hansom Cab in n Hampstead Pond, 246 
Tldiirj ni(«m Riddle (A), 75 
Hoit trr.ailing <ui Lady's Hldrt, 213 
ir.msc “lip "at Last (The), 131 
Mow W»> Ad\<*it»Hc Nmv, 2(52 
Hungry Professor at a PiiMiic, 186 
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Improvised Butler and Distinguished 
Quest at Dmner-Table, 300 
In Lowthcr Arcadia at Christmas Times, 
299 

Inning.s of the Two Bills, 2 
“ Instiantancous I'hotography ” in Ireland 
238 

Irish Waiter ami Bow-legged Traveller. 
195 

Jack and Effie on the H(*a-shoro, 78 
Jnjianesc and the Xjruly's Feet (A), 267 
John Bull and Miss Cidumbia, 122 
John Bull and the Jubilee Gifts, 178 
King of the Belgians and Ostend Fishery, 
154 

Ladles wilfully mi.staking Identity, 42 
Lady’s Long-lasting Voice (A), 82 
r.auric growing too riipuU.v, 159 
“ London (iuiti* Empty 1 "* 137 
Long Right or Short Arum ? 203 
Lordly Cecil and his Qiiiien (Tlie), 87 
Lord Ijytl,on translated into French, 218 
Madame France's N<*xt Fashion, 27 
Making Good Use of the Rquare, 6 
Mamma ami her Heltlsh Daughters, 102 
Matthews and tin*. Police, 207 
McRcrew's Glasgow Friends, 179 
Mini.stiT's Retort on Free Kirk Elder, 251 
Missionary who couhlu’t ('on vert the 
Rultnu, 45 

Mis.s Tomkyu's vtiiuvn from the Concert, 
fill ’ 

Modern Autolyeiis (The), 1.82 
Money making Rehoolboy (’riie), 25(5 
Mother-in“law’.s Hetnrn (A), 28(5 
Mr. Punch’s Farliauieniary Naval Review. 
35 

Nelson as a Rpceial Constable, 243 
New Fnmeh President (The), 279 
Newly-titled Lord and an Old (jhum, 225 
New Rliyloek (The), 2S5 
Nimn of Hvderabatl and Britannia, 158 
Nortlierii Belle and Provincial Masher, 22 
Not in Love this Rea.sou, 274 
Oeiopus of Romanee and Reality, 171 
Old Butler and Her Ladyship's Music, 

Old* Gent ami Bmall Boy on Beufdi, 137 
Old Lady and Cabman, 183 » 

Old Lady forgetH wUen^ she Dined, 2(5 
Parliamentary Alfdne Club, 59 
Parliamentary ( 'at tie Rliow (The), 275 
P.irlmmentaiy Harvest (Tin*), 107 
Pie Nie. I’arth'H di'»t»n'b{*d tiy Ruin, 150 
Pighemled Attiunk on the Immortal Bard, 
273 

Pilf'ing an Ariist’s MaHterjilece, 3 
Probatile Pietnres for Chnstmas, 250 
Proli'ssional CrieketerH, 53 
PiofVsHur’a Opiimm on Long W(»rdH(Thc), 
2.55 

Pnldm Hebotd Boy and his Grandf|iihcr, 

PniieU and the PoBee Reeruit, 191 
Punch as A}tollo, I 
Pimeh ut Portsmouth, M 
itailway station Pnz/.le, 93 
Record of the SeHsion - Di'ad Heat, 133 
Regretting not having eaten more Oysters, 
294 

Ret, wrning Home from Benstde, 162 
Robert nml Ht t ngy < dd Gent,* 81 
Rough Day ui the Sea-side, ItiH 
Haeied Musie in French, 189 
RuHshury awaking the Groeodilc, 160 
Heience a5>pe«hng to John Bnll, 51 
Heoteh Wife and tin* Minister's Tricycle, 
l(i(5 

Rccing the Blondin Donkey, 99 
Ret Fair at Whit hy, 114 
Hevcial Boxing KncountcrH, 287 
Hharp Boy and Paisi’a Hixpcnce, 209 
Sir W. V. Harcourt as Falstatf, 254 
Sketching a Lady Hkctehcr, 174 
Snap'ShotM for 1 he Twelfth, 09 
Hoelety's Pngihstk Pet, 282 
Speaker using the Birch (The), 47 
Special Constable and Lady Cook, 258 
Speei-bifying on Railway Platfiinns, 215 
Street I*u//.h' in the Strand, 517 
Hnltam’s Aptteal to Mr Punch, 153 
Timelier of Short hand (A), 170 
Titnea, HaHshury, and National T.a»agu(*, 40 
'foby's N('W y(?ar’H tlreeting, 302 
Tradtmman cUmring lh»gent Htrtad, 15 
Triangular Dmd or Operatic Managers, 2X 
Turning on Whiskey and Water, 106 
Unemployed Man's Shovel (An), 206 
irniviT-.it> Coach and Volatile Pupil, 31 
Pnwelrome'Ludy Visitor (An), 80 
Utilising a Theatrical Poster, 210 
Watrdiing a Cmiph) on the Bnleony, 58 
Wearing a Real Engagcntant Ring, 239 
W’hSm-bniidln’, 17, 29 
Willow-Pattern PlaRHThc), 146 
Woltfand the Hultmn, 29 
Wonderful Sporting Dog (A), 147 
Woolly landscape, liufe not Woolly 
Bheep (A), BOB 
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